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\ ICTOR MARIF HUGO, born in tSo2 in 
BcsaiKon, the son of a general. Fleeted to 
the I reneli Aeadeniy in 1841 ; lied thetountry 
in ]St;\ h)r j^olitica! reasons and settled in 
CjiiernNey. He returned in 1870 and again 
entered politics. Died in 188^. 
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AN APPRECIAi’ION 


TWO PASSAGES FROM THE STf/DV OF VICTOR HUGO 

BY A. C. SWINBURNE 

The year 18^0 is famous for ever beyond aJl o+hers in the 
history of French literature: it \7as the year of " Hcrnani/' 
the date of liberation and transfiguration for the tragic stage 
of France. The battle which raged round the first acted play 
of Hugo’s and the triumph which cro\\Tied the struggles of 
its champions, are not these things written in too many 
chronicles to be for the thousandth time related here ? And 
of its dramatic and poetic quality what praise could be utterccl 
that must not before this have been repeated at least some 
myriads of times? 

Nevertheless, if we are to obey the perhaps rather childish 
Impulse of preference and selection among the liighcst works 
of the highest among poets. I wall avow that to my personal 
Instinct or apprehension “ Marion de Lorme ” seems a yet 
more perfect and pathetic masterpiece than even " Hemani ” 
iteelf. The always generous and loyal Dumas placed it at 
the very head of his friend's dramatic works. 

In one point it seems to me that this immortal master¬ 
piece may perhaps be reasonably placed, with “ T.e Rot 
s amuse ’ and “ Ruy Bias.” in triune supremacy at the head of 

mtor Hugo’s plays. The wide range of poetic abilities, the 
^onious vanety of congregated powers, displayed in these 
^ ee great fragedies through almost infinite variations of 
-error, and pity, and humour, and sublime surprise, will seem 

rifH Af reverence is no less grateful for other 

gui3 01 the same great hand, unequalled at least till th<» 
advent in his eighty-first year of - Torquemada.” 

Victor Hugo was not yet thirty when all tliese 
behind hi„. In the year ol'Tht^Xh 
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would seem fabulous and incredible the record of Its achieve¬ 
ments if divided by lapse of time frfom all possible proof of its 
possibility by the attestation of datejs and facts, he published in 
February Notre-Dame de Paris, i!n November "Les Feuilles 
d’Automnethat the two dreariest months of the year 
might not only ‘ smell April and May,’ but outshine July and 
August. The greatest of all tr 4 gic romances has a Grecian 
perfection of structure, with a gothic intensity of pathos. To 
attempt the praise of such .'i work would be only less idle 
than to refuse it. Terror ind pity, with eternal fate for 
keynote to tlic strain of story, never struck deeper to men’s 
hearts through more faultless evolution of combining circum¬ 
stance on the tragic stage of Athens, Louis the Eleventh has 
been painted by many famous hands, but Hugo’s presentation 
of him, as compared for example with Scott’s, is as a portrait 
by Velasquez to a portrait by Vandyke. The style was a 
new revelation of the supreme capacities of human speech: 
the touch of it on any subject of description or of passion is 
as the touch of the sun for penetrating irradiation and vivid 

evocation of life. 
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The following H a list of the chief publications of Victor 
Hugo:— 

U-oRK<—NouvelJes Odes. 1824; Odes et Poisies Dlverses, 
Odis e\ Mades 1836; Les Orientales. 1829; Feuilles d’Automne. 
rhVnu du 1835; Les Voi* Int^rieures 1837; Les 

Ombres 1840 Odes sur Napol^^^^ 1840; Les ChAtiments, 

ISlisS, Isso! Lc, Quatre Vents de I’Esprit, .88.; La Use,.do des 

Siccles (3rd part). 1883- „ . a o ,, 

nnAMATic Works—C romwell, 1827: Amy Robsart, 1828; Hcrnani, 
URA&IATIC „ (- n,,i s’amuse. 1832; Lucr<ice Borgia. 

1830: • Angelo Tyran de radoue. 1835: La Esmeralda 

/l-bVcUer -838; Bnrgraves. .843; Torque. 

I'.iada, 1882. . „ , 

Nb,vK.s AMO OTHHR WORKS :-Hans d« 

Kntn>i>am?de Paris.'T^’si; Etude Miraheau. 

,83,: Ia€ Rhiti. 1S42; Napol^m le Pent, 852. 

Litterature et Pbil-sophie m 6 l 6 es. 1864; "^ o'*' 

Travailleurs do la .Mcr^ 1866; L'Homme qui cit. 

1872: Quatro-Vinct-Trei^e. 1873; T/i• L’Ari^ipt? de 

pour Voltaire. 1878; Lt Domaine public pa>ant, 1^?^. L ArcMpei a 

la Manche» 1883. 






An Appreciation 

I 

Hugo left a mass of manuscripts, of which some have been published 
since his death:—Le TbCatre en LibertC. La Fin de Satan. Dieu. Choses 
Vues, Tonte la Lyre, OcCan, En Voyage, Postscriptum de ma Vie. 

An Edition Definitive of bis works in 48 volumes was published 18805. 

Translations:— Of novels, 28 vols., 1895, 1899, etc., of dramas, by 
I. G. Burnham, 1895. Separate translations of prose and poetical works. 

Life: —.^mong the biographies and appreciations are:—Sainte-Beuve, 
Biographic des Contemporains, vol. iv., X831; Portraits Contemjjorains, 
vol. i., 1846; Victor Hugo racont^ pi • un tCmoin de sa vie (Madame Hiigo), 
1863; A. Barbou, 1880 (trans. 1881,■ E. BirC, Victor Hugo avant 1830. 
1883; apr^ 1830, 1891; aprCs 1852, ^894; F. W. H. Myers, Essays. 1883, 
Paul de Saint Victor, 1885. 1892; Al%ed Asseline, Victor Hugo intime, 
1885; G. B. Smith, 1885; J. Cappon,/i-Memoir and a Study, 1885: A. C. 
Swinburne, A Study of Victor Hugo, i886; E. Dupuy, Victor Hugo. 
I’bomme et le po^te, 1886; F. T. Marzials (Great Writers), 1888; Charles 
Renouvier, Victor Hugo le Poite, 1892; L. Mabilleau, 1893; J. P. Nichol, 
1893; C. Renouvier, Victor Hugo le Pbilosophe, 1900; E. Rigal, 1900; 
G. V. Hugo, Mon Grand-p^re, 1902; Juana Lesclide, Victor Hugo intime, 
1902; Theopbile Gautier, 1902; F. Gregh, Etude sur Victor Hugo, 1905; 
P. Stapfers, Victor Hugo i Guernsey, 1905. 
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NOTRE-DAME 


BOOK I 

CHAPTER I 

THE grand’ SALLE 

On the 6th of January 1483 the Parisians were awakened by 
the noise of all the bells within the triple circuit of the Gty the 
University, and the Town ringing in full peal. Yet this k not 
a day of which history has preserved any remembrance. There 
was nothing remarkable in the event which thus put in affita- 
UoD so early in the morning the bells and the good people of 
Pans. It was neither an assault of Picards or of Burgundians • 
nor a shrme carried in procession; nor a revolt of scholars in la 
vtgnc it Laas; nor an entry of noire dit tres-rtdeuie seirneur 
1 in plain English, of their most dread 

female, at the Justice de Pans (justice and gibbet havinc been 
synonymous in the good old feudal times). Neither was it the 
sudden arrival, so frequent m the fifteenth century, of some 
mbassador and his train, aU covered with lace and plumes 

son cavalcade of this 

nLZrZd Margaret of 

of ‘he great annoy- 

fCino K ' <1' Bourbon, who to please the 

““k ^ Spacious reception to'that rude 

Hotel de huegomasters, and entertain them, at his 

Hotel de Bourbon, with one of the rude dramatic exhihit^^ 
of the time, wtule a beating rain drenched 

tapestry at his ^or. Qtencned the magnificent 

But on the 6th of January that which set in n, .• , 

whole populaire of Parii nc Ja t ^ motion the 
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.\t Bethlehem, known amongst us as the Epipliany or Twelfth 
Day), and the Fete des Fous, or Feast of Fools. 

this same Feast of Fools, strange a figure as it makes among 
Christian festivals, was on<'e universally celebrated throughout 
Christendom, though on different days of the year, in different 
places. But when the Church of Rome was alarmed by the 
progress of the early champions of the Reformation, this 
annual exhibition of licentiousness and bufioonerv-, as being 
one of the most conspicuous occasions of scandal, fell under her 
censure. It was formally condemned by several councils; and 
a circular in disapproval of it was sent to all the cleigy of 
France by the Pans University, dated the nth of March 1444. 
From this letter, which is printed at the end of the works o 
Peter of Blois, we find that this feast had been, m the eyes of 
the clergy, so well imagined and so Christian that those who 
sought to suppress it were looked upon as excommunicate and 
cursed; and the Sorbonne doctor, Jean des Lyons, in his dis- 
rourse against the RouboU, one of tlie popular remnants of 
paganism, informs us tlnrt a doctor of divinity publicly main- 
Uimed at Auxeire, about the close of the fifteenth 
tliat the Feast of Fools was no less plcasii^ to Cod than the 
Feast of the Immaculate Conception of the blessed V irgm ^ 
besides, that it was of much higher antiquity m the Church 
Nor for a number of vears, could the denunciations issued from 
the highest ecclesiastical authority even so much as put an end 
„ f^ iiarticipation of the clergy themselves m these indecent 
saturnalia, sm« we find those of Dijon, according to the,r own 
rc-isters ninning about the streets with the precentor of the 
too in 1521; and the parliament of that city found , neecs- 
sa.^, bv a decree of the .9th of January 155b to forbid the 

"ciTrlrthcn'tharthe ecclesiastics themselves were so loath 
to nart^with their share in the enjovmcnt of this disordcrls 

tie to be wondered at that the people, ever tenacious 

of tlwir holidays, should in many places, and in Itons amongy 
O h s ml age in which they experienced enough of iron con- 
I r.nt m the mdinarv course of their existence, lets erelong to 
1 deUht of this one dav of uncontrolled licence in the year- 

healthy appetite; an appetiU, lunst%tr. 

longer, it was found politic to innnlge. t.q. 

On biat dav then, the last of the Christmas holidays m 14S , 
a bonfire was to he made in the Place de Grive, a maypole 
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planted at the Chapelle de Braque, and a mystery pcrfoMneri 
at the Palais de Justice. Proclamation to that effect had been 
made the day before, by sound of trumpet, at the crossiii'^s of 
the streets, by the provost’s men, dressed in fine hacquelotis, or 
sleeveless frocks, of violet-coloured camlet, with lai^^e while 
crosses on the breast. 

The crowd of people accordingly took their way in the morn¬ 
ing from all quarters of the town, leaving their houses and shops 
shut up, towards one of the three places appointed. Each 
one had made his choice, for the bonfire, the maypole, or the 
mystery. It must be said, however, to the praise of the ancient 
good sense of the Parisian cockneys, tliat the gre.iter part of the 
multitude directed their steps towards the bonfire, which was 
perfectly seasonable, or towards the mystery, which was to 1^ 
performed in the Grand" Salle, or great hall of the Pal.ais de 
Justice, well roofed and windowed; judiciously leaving the po(>r 
ill'dressed ma)'pole to shiver all alone, under a January sky in 
the cemetery of the Chapelle de Brac{ue. 

The people flocked chiefly into the approaches of the Palais 
de Justice, because it was known that the Flemish ambassadors, 
who had arrived the day but one before, intended to be present 
at the performance of the mystery and the election of the Fools’ 
Pope, which was likewise to take place in the Grand' Salic. 

It may be as well here to observe that in I raiv'e the Palais 
ae Justice and the Grand’ Salle held the same place, not only 
m history and tradition, but m modern associations, as is 
occupied in England by the ancient palace and hall of West¬ 
minster. In this oldest metropolitan residence of the French 
Kmp, as once at Westminster, the monarchs administered 

either 

^eeni^ accumulation of judicial proceedings 

tion^rlarffi'''^!^' * Outstripping, the increase of popula- 
of rovatw \ the judicial functions 

V c'i'„V"s.v.r as. sv'prrs 

r™c. surdT"?.i." 
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associated in the public imagination; and although the Palais, 
including the Grand’ Salle, was destroyed by fire in i6i8 (of 
which more anon), and its architectural existence consequently 
underwent a metamorphosis, its character as the principal seat 
of judicature, like that of the Westminster palace itself, has 
subsisted to the present time; and the Court of Cassation, the 
Cour Royale, the civil courts, and that of Exchequer are still 

held within its precincts. 

It was no easy matter, on the day with which our narrative 
opens for a person to make his way into that great hall, 
although it was then reputed to be the largest single apartment 
in the world—whence its popular designation as La Grande Sallf, 
the great hall far excellence. It is true, obsei^-es our author 
that Sauval bid not yet measured the great hall of the castle of 
Montargis; nor, we may add, is it probable that ^he Parisian 
public were exactly acquainted with the dimensions of that of 

'^XhriTpe'^'space in front of the Palais, thronged with people, 
presented to the gazers from the windows the appearance of a 
La into which five or six streets, like the mouths of so manv 
nvers were every moment disclrarging fresh floods of human 
heads’ The waves of this mult.tude mcessant y swelling 
h oke'against the angles of the houses, which pro,ec ed here and 
thLe ifke so many promontories, into the irregularly-shaped 

th:';?:at ^ri’at: 

double ■" 

perron or staircase leadi ^ declivities—the great steps, we 

broad waves “v- ^“^“‘"tiantlv into the® Place, like a 
say, poured shouts, the peals of laughter, the 

cascade into a • , j r * made altitgcthcr a great 

clattering of those ou ^ clamour 

noise and rlamou . aimed all this multitude 

ToTar^thf^lips ^ entrance was checked, disturbed, and 

.. « in which it Ls Ronfirallv cnipl 

> The word Gothic, in .v,i,.l cd U i>. re. At'. ; t-nl 

th.»iich quite inij r-p r, is the Arrhi!-'( tore ct th- 

by the *uth.>r. as hv ev.-iyl>''dy ,, mird arch i- Ihf- ch.u 

Utter hall of the Midtlle .^cev, th.U of . ^ture of the !• Tiner peruxi, 
actenstic—imnie.lialely suicccdin^ the -ircnucc 
of which the circular arch is the principK. 
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thrown into an eddy. This was occasioned by the thrust of 
some archer, or the horse of some one of the provost’s serKcants 
prancing about to restore order—“ which admirable expedient.” 
observes our author, “ the prevote handed down to the cor. 
netablie, the connitablie to the marechaussee, and the mare- 
chaussie to our gendarmerie of Paris.” 

At the doors, at the windows, at the lucernes, or small round 
attic windows, and on the roofs swarmed thousands of goodly 
bourgeois faces, looking calmly and soberlv at the Palais or at the 
crowd, and exhibiting a most perfect satisfaction; for many ol 
the good people of Paris are quite content with the spectacle of 
the spectators—nay, even a wall behind which something is 
going on is to them an object of no small interest. 

If it could be given to us men of 1833 to mingle, in imjigination, 
among those Parisians of the fifteenth century, and to enter 
along with them, all thrust about, squeezed, arwi elbowed by the 
crowd, into that immense hall of the Palais, which was found so 
small on the 6th of January 148a, the spectacle would have both 
interest ^d attraction for us, for we should find around us the 
most striking kind of novelty—that of great antiquity brought 
suddenly before the eye. 

• permbsion, we will endeavour to retrace 

m idea the impression which he would have received in crossing 
with us the threshold of that great hall, amidst that motley 
thro^ m surcoat, hacqueton, and cotte-hardie ; for while the 
two foTOer terms denoted the ordinary upper garments of the 
men, the latter daring name was given to the upper skirt worn 
by rrenchwomen of that day. 

of all our ears are filled with the buzzing of the 
multitude, and our eyes dazzled by the objects around us, 

^ ^ double vault of Gothic groining, lined with 
wainscoting, pamted azure, and sprinkled with golden 

rn^ie in J. pavement of black and white 

omar^Spn ^ squ^s; a few paces from us, an enormous 
n thp 1 another—making in all seven pillars 

Hn P ^ ^ vaulting. ^ Around the four first pillars 

hops or stalls, all glittering with glass and trini-pf 
Md around the three la^t are oaken Lnehes^^rnTn.! J 

/ ot the pleadera and fee 80^^“ , ^ 

^ound the haU. along its lofty walls, beS^the doo^Til""- 
the windows, between the pillars, we behold thp ' ^ 

range of the statues of a., the F;ench kLp, 
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downwards; the rtns fairUans, or do-nothing kings, with their 
eves upon the ground and their arms hanging down; the valiant 
and battling kings, with their faces and hands boldly lifted up 
to heaven. Then, in the long pointed w'indows, glows painted 
glass of a thousand colours; at the large entrances of the hall 
are rich doors, finely car\'ed; and the whole—vaults, pillars, 
walls, cornices, and door<ases; wainscoting, doors, and statues 
—are splendidly illuminated, from top to bottom, with blue and 
gold, which, already a little tarnished at the period to which we 
have carried ourselves bark, had almost entirely disappeared 
under dust and cobwebs in the year of grace 1549* which the 
■arly Parisian antiquary, Du Breuil, still admired it by tradition. 

Let the reader now figure to himself that immense oblong 
hall, made visible by the wan light of a January day, and entered 
by a motlev and noisv crowd, pouring along by the walls and 
circling round tlie pillars; and he will at once have a general 
idea of the scene, of which we will endeavour to point out more 


precisely the curious particulars. 

It is certain that if Ravaillac had not assassinated Henry IV., 
there would have been no documents relative to the trial of 
Ravaillac deposited in the registry of the Palais de Justice; no 
accomplices interested in causuig the disappearance of the ^id 
documents, and therefore no incendiaries obliged for want of 
:iny better expedient, to bum the registry for the sake of burning 
the documents, and to bum the Palais de Justice for the sake 
nf hnminfT the registry—in short, no fire of 1618. Tlie whole 
Palais would have been still standing, with its old Grand’ Salle; 
we might have said to the reader, “ \ ou have only to go to P^ls 
and see it*” and so neither we should have been under the 
neLitv o’f writing, nor he of reading, any description of . 
whatever. All which proves this very novel truUi-that great 

events have incalculable consequences. r u a 

irb> indeed very possible that Ravaillac s accomplices had 

nothing .t all to cb with the to of .6.8_ We h-e two other 

verv olaurible explanations of it. The first is the great nery 

lur^ a foot broad Ld half a yard high which as every Parian 

knows fell from the sky right upon the Palais, on the 7th 0 

quatra. of the old humorUt 


rheopuile:— 

*• Certes. Ci* hit iin triple jeu 

Quaud k I'.in- d.ime Ju<iUc/?, 
Hour avoir niaiiK^ irop d'tpice, 
Se Diit tout le palais en leu 


The Grand* Salle 7 

which, unluckily, is quite unsusceptible of translation, on 
account of the pun upon the word epice^ which signifies fees as 
well as spices. 

Whatever may be thought of this triple explanation— 
political, physical, and poetical—of the conflagration of the 
Palais de Justice in i6i8, the fact of which, iinfortimately, 
there is no doubt is the conflagration itself. Owing to that 
catastrophe, and above all to the divers successive restorations 
which have made away with what it had spared, there now 
remains very little of that original residence of the kings ol 
France, of that palace the elder sister of the Louvre, and 
so ancient, even in the time of Philippe le Bel. that it was sought 
to discover the traces of the magnificent buildings erected there 
by King Robert and described by Helgaldus. Nearly all has 
disappeared. What has become of the Chancery chamber? 
What of the garden in which St. Louis administered justice, 

“ clad in a coHe of camlet, a surcoat of liretaine without sleeves, 
and oyer it a mantle of black sendal, lying upon carpets with 
JoinviUe? ” Where is the chamber of the Lmperor Sigismund ? 

that of Charles IV.?—that of Jean sans Terre? Where is the 
staircase from which Charles IV. promulgated his edict of 
pardon?—the flagstone on which Marcel, in the presence of the 
Dauphin, murdered Robert de Clermont and the Marshal dc 
aampagne?—the wicket at which the bulls of the anti-pope 
Benedict were tom, and through which the bearers of them set 
out on their return coped and mitred in derision, and thus 
raaki^ the amende honorable through all Paris?—and the great 
hall lUclf, with its gilding, its azure, its pointed arches, its 
statues, Its pillars, its immense vaults all variegated with carv¬ 
ing?—and the gilded chamber?—and the stone lion which knelt 
at Its door, with his head bowed do\vn and his tail between his 
legs, like the lions of Solomon’s throne, in the posture of humilia- 
lon appropriate to Strength in the presence of Justice?—and 
me rich doors?—and the beautiful stained glass?—and the 
^rved iron-work, the perfection of which discouraged Bis- 

delicate cabinet-work of Du ^Hanev? 
wnat has time, what has man done with all those wonders? ” 
our author. " ^Vhat has been given us in exchanTfor all 
^is for all that Gaulish history, for all that Goth^rt? In 
art we have the heaw, lowering arches of M de "Rr^ 
awkward architect of 'the Pormil 

0^, we have the gabbling reminiscences of the mm mil 
stiU resounding with the prattle of the Patrus. Here* an’ 
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much to boast of. I.et us go back to the real Grand’ Salle of 
the real old Palais.” 

The two extremities of that vast parallelo^am were occupied 
—the one by the famous marble table of a single piece, so long, 
so broad, and so thick that, say the old court-rolls in a style 
which might have given an appetite to Rabelais's Gargantua, 
“ never was there such a slice of marble seen in the world;” 
the other by the chapel in which the reigning king, I/)uis XI., 
had caused his own figure to be sculptured kneeling before the 
Virgin, and into which he had conveyed, regardless that he was 
leaving two niches empty in the file of the royal statues, those 
of Charlemagne and St. Louis, two saints whom, as kings of 
France, he supposed to be very influential in heaven. This 
chapel, which was still quite new, having sc^cely been built 
six years, was all ui that charming state of delicate architecture, 
miraculous sculpture, and bold and exquisite carving which 
characterises the close of the Gothic era, and which we find 
perpetuated through the first half of the sixteenth century in 
the fantastic fairy-work of the period of the revival. The little 
pierced rosace, or rose-shaped window, above the entrance of 
the chapel, was in particular a masterpiece of grace and light¬ 
ness* it bad almost the airiness of lace. In the middle of the 
hall,’opposite to the great door, an estrade, or short projecting 
eallery covered with gold brocade, fixed against the waU, and a 
private entrance to which had been contrived by means of a 
funnel window of the gilded chamber, had been erected for the 
Flemish envoys and the other personages mvited to the per¬ 


formance of the mystery. ,, , j- 

It was upon the marble table that, according to custom, 

this exhibition was to take place. It had been prepared for 

that purpose early in the morning; and the rich slab of marble, 

scrawled all over by the heels of the lawyers clerks, supported a 

high wooden framework, the upper surface of which, visible from 

every part of the hall, was to form the stage, while its interior, 

Llden by drapery, was to serve the actors as a *essing-room. 

A ladder placed with great simplicity, outside, established a 

comlnication between the stage and the dressing-room, serving 

alike for entrance and for exit. No character ever so un 

expected, no turn of events, no stroke of stage effect, but had 

to ^ascend this ladder. Innocent and venerable infancy of the 


art and of machinery 1 , 

Four sergeants of the bailifi of the Palais, the appointed 

guardians of all the popular pleasures, whetlier on holidays or 


The Grand’ Salle 9 

m execution days, stood on duty at the (our corners of the 
marble table. 

The piece was not to commence until the twelfth stroke ol 
Qoon from the great clock of the Palais. Tins was undoubtedly 
thought very late for a theatrical performance; but it had been 
necessary to consult the convenience of the ambassadors. 

Now, all this multitude had been waiting since the early 
morning. A good many of these worthy people, in the great¬ 
ness of their curiosity, had stood shivering since daybreak 
before the great steps of the Palais; some even affirmed thai 
they had lain all night against the great door, to be sure of 
getting in first. The crowd was growing denser every moment, 
and, like a body of water overflowing its borders, began to ascend 
the walls, to squeeze round the pillars, to inundate the archi¬ 
traves, the cornices, the window-cases, every architectural or 
sculptural projection. The general impatience and uncom¬ 
fortableness, the freedom allowed by a licentious holiday, the 
quarrels incessantly produced by the pressure of some sharp 
elbow or iron heel, and the wearisomeness of long expectation, 
infused, long before the hour at which the ambassadors were to 
arrive, a tone of sourness and bitterness into the clamours ol 
this shut-up, squeezed, trodden, and stifled multitude. Nothing 
was heard but complaints and impreaitions against the Flem¬ 
ings—the prevot des marchands —the Cardinal de Bourbon—the 
Bailiff of the Palais—the Lady Marguerite d’Autriche—the 
sergeants of the wand—the cold—the heat—the bad weather— 
the Bishop of Paris—the Fool’s Pope—the pillars—the statues 
—a door shut here—a window open there—all to the great 
amusement of the tribes of scholars from the University, and of 
lackeys from all quarters, scattered among the crowd, who 
mingled up with this mass of dissatisfaction all their mischievous 
tricks and jests, thus goading, as it were, the general ill-humour. 

Amongst others, there was a group of these merry devils, 
who, after bursting out the glass of a window, had boldly seated 
themselves upon the entablature, and from thence cast their 
looks and their railleries by turns within and without the hall, 
upon the internal and the external crowd. By their mimic 
gestures, their peals of laughter, and the jocoseness with which 

n comrades the whole length of 

the hall, It was evident enough that those young clerks did 
noi snare the weariness and exhaustion of the rest of the 
^scrab age, and that they very weU knew how, for their own 
particular enjoyment, to exlruct from what was already 
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under their eyes an entertainment which enabled them to wait 
patiently for the other. 

“ Upon my soul, it’s you, Joannes Frollo de Molendino,” 
shouted one of them to a little light-complexioned fellow, with 
a pretty, roguish face, clinging to the foliage of one of the 
capitals. “ Rightly are you called John of the Mill, for your 
arms and legs look very much like the sails. How long have 
you been here? ” 

“ By the devil’s merc\'.” answered Jehan Frollo, commonly 
called Du Moulin, or oj the Mill, “ above four hours; and I’m in 
good hopes that they’ll be deducted from my tinre in purgatory'. 
1 heard the King of Sicily’s eight chanters strike up the first 
verse of the high mass of seven hours in the Sainte Chapelle.” 

“ Fine chanters, truly,” returned the other, “ with voices 
still sharper than the points of their caps. Before founding a 
mass in honour of St. John, it would have been as well if th' 
King had inquired whether St. John be fond of hearing Lati. 
droned out with a Proven9al accent.” 

“ It was all for the sake of employing those cursed chanters 
of the King of Sicily that he did it,” screamed an old woman 
ID the crowd beneath the window. ” What think you of a 
thousand livres parisis for a mass, and charged, too, upon the 
farm of the salt-water fish of the fish-market of Paris! 

“ Peace, old woman! ” replied a portly personage who was 
stopping his nose at the side of the fish-seller; it was qtiitc 
necessary to found a mass. Would you have had the King 

fall sick again? ” / • . .u 

“ Bravelv spoken, Sire Giles Lecomu, master-furrier to the 

King’s wardrobe 1 ” cried the little scholar clinging to the capital. 

A burst of laughter from the whole tribe of the scholars 
greeted the unlucky name of the poor furrier to the king s 

wardrobe. 

‘‘ Lecomu—Giles I^ecomul said some. 

“ Cornutus et hirsutus,” answered another. 

“ Oh to be sure,” continued the little imp at the top of the 
pillar; '“what have they to laugh at? Is not worthy Giles 
Locornu brother to Maitre Jehan Lecomu. provost of the king s 
household, son of Maitre Mahiet Lecomu, first porter of the 
Bois de Vincennes—all citizens of Paris—all married, from 

This grave appeal redoubled their gaiety. The fat furrier, 
w.thoul ansv.ering a word, strove to escape the looks fixed upon 
him from all sides; but be exerted himself m vam, for all his 
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efforts served only to wedge more solidly between the shoulders 
of bis neighbours his great apoplectic face, purple with anger 
and vexation. 

One of these neighbours, however, fat, short, and reverend- 
looking like himself, at length raised his voice on his behalf. 

“ Abominable,” he exclaimed, “ that scholars should talk 
thus to a townsman. In my time they would have been first 
beaten with a fagot and then burned with it.” 

At this the whole tribe burst out afresh. 

“Hollol who sings that stave? who’s that ill-boding 
screech-owl? ” 

‘‘Oh I I see who it is,” said one; ‘‘it’s Maitre Andry Musnier.” 

‘‘ Because he’s one of the four sworn booksellers to thr 
University,” said the other. 

” All goes by fours in that shop,” cried a third: ” there are 

the four nations, the four faculties, the four attorneys, and the 
four booksellers.” 

” Well, then,” resumed Jehan Frollo, ” we must play four 
hundred devils with them all.” 

‘‘ Musnier, we’ll bum thy books ” 

“ Musnier, we’ll beat thy lackey." 

” Musnier, we’ll kiss thy wife 
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“ ^ fresh and buxom as if she were a widow.” 

“ take you 1 ” muttered Maitre Andry Musnier. 

Andry, said Jehan, still hanging by the capital 
hold your tongue, or I'll drop upon your held.” ^ ’ 

the calculate for a moment 

«>=i5ht of the young rogue 

^d wtlil” t the^elocity! 

phlX,’- 

“ Fbe feuZ''^ ^ archdeacon.” 

not e^ven fn S ’ ^ gentlemen of the University 

on a day lik^his^^oTh^^^ privileges were respected 

Town- a ^ r ^ maypole and a bonfire in the 

the City; aL i^tC/r- * ambassadors i 

of the you4 ctrks pasted ^ e^gh,” observed 
cried Joannes ’ electors, and the attorneys I ” 


in 


one 
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“ We must make a bonfire to-night in the Champ-Gaillard/' 
continued the other, “ with Maitre Andr>'’s books.” 

“ And the desks of the scribes," said his neighbour. 

“ And the wands of the beadles.” 

“ And the spitting-boxes of the deans.” 

“ And the buffets of the attorneys.” 

“ And the tubs of the electors.” 

“ And the rector’s stools.” 

“Down, then,” ^aid little Jehan, winding up the stave; 
•' down with Maitre Andry, the beadles, and the scribes—the 
theologians, the physicians, and the decretists—the attorneys, 
the electors, and the rector 1 ” 

“ Ah I then the world is at an end,” muttered Maitre Andry, 


stopping his ears. .... 

“ Apropos 1 the rector himself 1 here he comes through the 

Place 1 ” cried one of those in the window-case. 

They all now strove to turn themselves towards the Place. 

** Is it reiUy our venerable rector, Maitre Thibaut? asked 
Jehan Frollo du Moulin, who, as he was clinging to one of the 
internal pillars, could not see what was passing ouUidc. 

” Yes, yes,” answered all the rest, ” it is he—he himself— 

Maitre Thibaut, the rector.” . 

It was, in fact, the rector and all the dignitanes going m pro¬ 
cession to meet the ambassadors, and crossing at ^at moment 
the Place of the Palais. Tht scholars, aU crowded together at 
the window, greeted them as they passed by with sarcasms 
and ironical plaudits. The rector, marching at the head of his 

band, received the first broadside, and't a '■^^^^ 0*1^ 

“ Good-day, Monsieur le Recteur I Hollo I good-day to you 1 
“ How has^ the old gambler contrived to be here? Has he 

S along on his mule, its earn am not so 

'°'^Holbf good-day to you. Monsieur 
Tybalde AUator / Ah, you old noodle you old 

“ God preserve you did you often throw welve last night? 

“ Oh, what ^ scarecrow countenance 1 all blue and battered 

through his love of dice ■■ Tybalde ad dadas- 

** Whore are vou gomg to now, inioaui, 
tummg your ba^ck on the University, and trotting towards the 

doubt he’s going to seek a lodging m the Rue Thibautodi, 
cried Jclian du Moulin, 
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The whole gang repeated the pun with a voice of thunder and 
a furious clapping of hands. 

“ You’re going to seek lodgings in the Rue Thibautodc, 
aren’t you, Monsieur le Recteur, the devil’s own gajnc-bter? ” 
Then came the turn of the other dignitaries. 

“ Down with the beadles I down with the mace-bearers I ” 

“ Tell me, Robin Poussepain, who’s that man there? ” 

It s Gilbert de Suilly, Gilbertus de Soliaco, chanreMor of the 
college of Autun.” 

" Here, take my shoe—you’re better placed than i a-n— 
throw it in his face.” 

” Salurnalitias, mittimus ecce nuces"* 

Down with the six theologians with their white surplices! ’’ 

‘‘Are those the theologians? I thought they were the six 

white geese that Ste. Genevieve gave to the Town for thr fic{ 
of Roogny.” 

” Down with the physicians! ” 

‘‘ Down with the disputations, cardinal, and quadlibelary 1 ’■ 

Here goes my cap at yon chanceUor of St. Genevieve • I 
owe him a grudge.” ’ 

* he gave my place in the nation of Normandv 

to little Ascanio Falzaspada, belonging to the province of 
Bourgw, because he’s an Italian.” 

]] U’s an injustice I ” exclaimed all the scholars. 

Ho^ere, Maitre Joachim de Ladehorsl Ho, Louis Dal- 
mille 1 Ho, Umbert Hoctement 1 ” 

" smother the attorney of the nation of Germany I " 

chaplains of the Sainte ChapcUe, >\ith their grey 
amices, cum tunicis grists 7 ” o / 

P^^*^**s grists jourratis.** 

!! That makes the rector a fine tail 1 ” 

” r going to marry the sea ” 

^ain, Jehan—the canons of St. Genevieve 1 ” 

“ AKkfcanons together 1 ” 

you 

.. ^ de Glatigny.” 

.. 5?®,® ®al^ the bed for the king of the ribalds ” 

t-S&Ly 

Would you have her pay you in the nose? ’• 
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harangue cf Monsieur the Rector of the Universit}' at the Bandets 
gate. As soon as the most eminent Cardinal is a^■^■ed we shall 

begin.” . . 

It is certain that nothing less than the intervention ot 

Jupiter was necessary to save the four unhappy sergeants of 
the bailiff of the Palais. If we had had the happiness of invent¬ 
ing this very true and veritable history, and had consequently 
^n responsible for it before Our Lady of Criticism, it is not in 
this place, at all events, that we should have incurred any 
citation against us of the classical precept, Nec Deu$ iniersit, 
etc Besides, the costume of Seigneur Jupiter was a very fine 
one and had contributed not a little to calm the irritated 
assemblage by attracting all their attention. Jupiter clad 
in a brigandine covered with black velvet and gilt nails; his 
head-dress was a bicoquet decorated with silver gilt buttons; 
and but for the rouge and the great beard which covered each 
one-half of bis face—but for the scroll of gilt p^teboard strewed 
with pas^^equiUes and stuck aU over with shreds of tinsel, which 
he carried in his hand, and in which exper^nced eyes e.^ily 
recognised his thunderbolts—and but for his fiesh-coloured feet, 
5 an(J?l-bound with ribbons a la Grtcque—ht might have borne 
1 comparison, for the severity of his aspect, with a Breton 
archer of that day, of Monsieur de Berry s corps. 


CHAPTER TT 

GRINGOIRB 

wore dissipated by most eminent Cardinal L- 

unlucky I „ his voice was lost in a thunder of hooting, 

arrived we shall beg , j^ysterv! the mystery directly 1 

“ Begin directly! , J all the other voices w,\s heard 
cried the people. And ^ through the general 

de in a charwari at Nimes. 

uproar, like the sound of the We n 

licgm directly 1” squea^d J B„,,bonl ’ voci- 

“ Down with Jupiter and the d nestimg 

ferated Robin Poussepam and the otner y 

”‘“rllitv directly.” repeated the cror^d im.ediatelv, 
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" begin, begin i The sack and the rope for the players and the 

Cardinal I” , « 

Poor Jupiter, all haggard, aghast, pale under his rouge, lei 

fall his thunderbolts, took his bicoquet in his hand; then, bowing 

and trembling, he stammered out, “His Eminence . . . ilie 

ambassadors ... the Lady Margaret of Flanders . . .’’—be 

knew not what to say. But the fact was he was afraid he 

should be hanged—hanged by the populace for wailing, or 

hanged by the Cardinal for not having waited; on either hand 

he beheld an abyss. 

Happily, some one came forward to extricate him and take 
the responsibility upon himself. 

Kn individual who stood within the balustrade in the space 
which it left clear around the marble table, and whom no one 
had yet perceived, so completely was his long and slender person 
sheltered from every visual ray by the diameter of the pillar 
against which he had set his back—this individual, we say, tall, 
thin, pale, light-complexioned—still young, though wrinkles 
were already visible in his forehead and his cheeks—with spark¬ 
ling eyes and a smiling mouth—<lad in a garment of black 
serge, threadbare with age—approached the marble table, and 
made a sign to the poor sufferer. But the other, in his per¬ 
turbation, did not observe it. 

The newcomer advanced another step forward, 

“ Jupiter;” said he, “ my dear Jupiter I ” 

The other did not hear him. 

At last the tall fair man, losing all patience, shouted in his 
ear, “ Michel Gibomel ” 

“ Who calls me? ” said Jupiter, as if starting from a trance. 

“ 1 do,” answered the other personage, 

“ Ahl ” exclaimed Jupiter. 

“Begin directly,” returned the other; “satisfy the people, 

and I take upon myself to appease Monsieur the Bailifl, who 

will appease Monsieur the Cardinal.” 

Jupiter now took breath. “ Messeigneurs les Bourgeois,” 

cried he, at the utmost stretch of his lungs, to the multitude 

who continued to hoot him, “ we are going to begin directly.” 

^ /” cried the scholars. 

“ Noel l Noai " cried the people—that cry being the burden 

of a canticle sung in the churches at Christmas in honour of the 

Nativity whence apparently it was adopted by the populace as 

a general mark of approbation and jubilation as Iona as the 
season lasted, ** 

i 
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“ And farther on, at the Porte-aux-Peintres, there were 
other diaracters, very richly dressed—” 

“ And do you remember, at St. Innocent’s Fountain, that 
huntsman following a hind, with a great noise of dogs and 
huiiting-tnimpets—” 

“ And then, at the Boucherie de Paris, those scaffolds that 
presented the Bastille of Dieppe—” 

" And when the legate was going by, you know, Gisquette, 
they gave the assault, and tlie English all had their throats 
cut—” 

‘‘ And what fine characters there were against the Giatelct 
Gate—” 

“ And on the Pont-au-Giangc, which was all covered with 
carpeting from one end to the other—” 

” .\Dd when the legate went over it they let fly from the bridge 
above two hundred dozen of all kinds of birds.—Wasn’t that a 


fine sight, Lienarde? ” 

“ There will be a finer to-day,” at length interrupted their 
interlocutor, who seemed to listen to them with impatience. 

” You promise us that tliis mystery shall be a fine one,” 
said Gisquette. 

“ Assuredly,” returned he. And then he added, with peculiar 
emphasis, “ Mcsdemoiselles, ’tis I who am the author of it.” 

“ Really! ” said the young women, all amazed. 

” Yes, really,” answered the poet, bridling up a little; " that 
is to say, there are two of us—Jehan Marchand, who has sawn 
the planks and put together the wood-work of the theatre; 
and myself, who have written the piece. My name is Pierre 


author of the Cid himseU could not have said with a 

loftier air, “ My name U Pierre Corneille.” 

Our readers may have observed that some time must ahead v 
have elapsed since the moment at which Jupiter retired behind 
the drapery and that at which the author of the new morality 
revealed himself thus abruptly to the simple admiration of 
Gisquette and Lienarde. It U worthy o remark that a 1 that 
multitude, who a few minutes before had been so tumultuous, 
now waited quietly on the faith of the player s promise-an 
evidence of this everlasting truth, stiU daily experienced m our 
theatres, that the best means of making the audience wait 
patiently is to assure them that the performance will commence 


immediately. , „ ,, , „ 

However, the scholar Joannes was not asleep. Hollo I 
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shouted he suddenly, amidst the peaceful ^^bIr,h 

had succeeded the disturbance. “ Jupiter-Madamc the \ .r:; n 
-vou rowers of the devil’s boat I are you joking to one anoth- r. 

The piece 1 the piece 1 Begin, or we’U b<'gm ^am 1 
This was enough. A music of high and low key* d mstrumcn t - 
now struck up in the apartment underneath the stage; tuc 
hangings were lifted up; and four characters in motley aturc. 
with painted faces, came out, clambered up the steep lad<!' r 
already mentioned, arrived safe upon the upper platform, auo 
drew up in line before the audience, whom they saluted with 
a profound obeisance; whereupon the symphony wa:> silent, 
for the mystery was now really commencing. 

The four characters, after receiving abundant payment for 
their obeisances in the plaudits of the multitude, commenced, 
amidst a profound silence, the delivery of a prologue, which we 
willingly spare the reader. However, as still happens in our 
time, the audience paid more attention to the dresses they wore 
than to the parts they were enacting; and, in truth, they did 
right. They were all four dressed in gowns half yellow and half 
white, different from each other only in the nature of the 
material—the first being of gold and silver brocade, the second 
of silk, the third of wool, and the fourth of linen. Tlie first 
character carried in the right hand a sword, the second two golden 
keys, the third a pair of scales, and the fourth a spade. And in 
order to assist such indolent understandings as might not have 
seen clearly through the transparency of tlu-se attributes, there 
might be read in large black letters worked at the bottom of 
the brocade dress, ]c mappeUe Pioblesse (my name is Nobility); 
at the bottom of the silk dress, ]e m'appelU Clcrge (my name is 
Clergy); at the bottom of the woollen dress, ]e mappeUe 
Marchandise (my name is Trade); and at the bottom of the 
linen garment, ]e m'appelU Labour (my name is Tillage). The 
sex of the two male characters, Clerg6 and Labour, was clearly 
indicated to every judicious spectator by the comparative short¬ 
ness of their garments, and the crami^noU which they wore upon 
their heads; while the tw'o female ones, besides tliat their robes 
were of ampler length, were distinguished by their hoods. 

It would also have argued great perverseness not to have 
discovered, through tlie poetic drapery of the prologue, that 
Labour was married to Marchandise and Clergd to Noblesse, 
and that tliese tw’o happy couples possessed in common a mag¬ 
nificent golden dolphin, which they intended to adjudge only 
to the most beautiful damsel. Accordingly, they were going 



22 


Notre- Dame 


all over the world in search of this beauty; and after success¬ 
fully rejecting the Queen of Golconda, the Princess of Trebizond, 
the daughter of the Cham of Tartary, etc., etc., Labour and 
Clcrg^, Noblesse and Marchandise, were come to rest themselves 
upon the marble table of the Palais de Justice, and deliver at 
the same time to the worthy auditory as many moral sentences 
and maxims as might in that day be expended upon the members 
of the faculty of arts, at the examinations, sophisms, determin- 
ances, figures, and acts, at which the masters took their degrees. 

All this was, in truth, very fine. 

Meanwhile, in all that assemblage upon which the four 


allegorical personages seemed to be striving which could pour 
out the most copious floods of metaphor, no ear was so attentive, 
no heart so palpitating, no eye so eager, no neck so ouLstrctched, 
as were the eye, ear, neck, and heart of the author, the poet, 
the brave Pierre Gringoire, who a moment before had been unable 
to forego the satisfaction of telling his name to t^vo pretty girls. 

He had returned to the distance of a few paces from them, 
behind his pillar; and there it was that I e listened, looked, and 
enjoyed. I'he benevolent plaudits which had gn eted the opening 
of bis prologue were still resounding in his breast; and he was 
completelv absorbed in that species of ecstatic contemplation 
with which a dramatic author marks his ideas drupoing one by 
one from the lips of the actor, amid the silence oi a crowded 

auditory. Happy Pierre Gringoire! 

It pains us to relate it, but this first ecsta.sy was v.Ty soon 
disturbed. Scarcelv had the lips of Gringoire approached this 
intoxicating cup of joy and triumph before a drop of bitterness 

v/as cruellv mingled in it. 

A tattered mendicant, who, lost as ho wa, amon,; the crowd 
could receive no contributions, and who, we may suppose h.ad 
not found suflicient indemnity m tlie pockets of bis neighbours, 
I,ad ^thought himself of finding some conspicuous perch from 
whi.h to attract the attention and the alnis of the good pi opic. 
'\ciordiuelv while the first lines of the prologue were delivering 
he had hoisted himself up, by means of the pillars that supported 
the reserved estradc, to the cornice which ran along the bottom 
of its balustrade; and there he had seated himself, “‘iciting 
the attention and the pity of the multitude by tlie 
rags, and of a hideous sore that covered his right arm, Howes , 

he (lid not Utter a word. 

The silence which he kept allowed the pro ogiic o p 
without any distraction; and no sensible disorder would have 


Gringoirc 


23 


occurred, but tliat, as ill luck would have it, the scholar Joannes 
espied, from his o^^m perch upon one of tl^e great pill.r'., the 
beggar and his grimaces. The young wag w.xs seized with an 
immoderate fit of laughter; and regardless of the interruption 
to the performance, and the disturbance to the gen- ral atl< ntion, 
he cried out in a tone of gaiety. “ Look at that sham leper there 
asking almsl ” 

Any one that has ever thrown a stone into a pond full of 
frogs, or fired a gun amongst a flock of birds, may form an 
idea of the effect produced by these unseasonable words dropped 
in the midst of the universal attention fixed upon the heroes 
of the mystery. Gringoire started as if he had felt an ck-rtric 
shock. The prologue was cut short; and all heads were turned 
tumultuously towards the mendicant, who, far from being dis¬ 
concerted, found in this incident a good opportunity of m .king 
a V,arvest, and began to cry out, with a doleful look, half shutting 
his eyes, “ Cliarity, if you please I ” 

“ Why, on my soul," cried Joannes, " it’s Clopin Trouillefou. 
Hollo, friend I—so thy sore wasn’t comfortable on thy leg, that 
thou’st put it on thy arm." 

So saying he threw, with the dexterity of a monkf'y, a small 
white coin into the old greasy hat which tlie beggar Iwld out 
with his diseased limb. The beggar received without flinchin*^ 

both the alms and the sarcasm, and continued in a piteous tone’ 
" Charity, if you please! ” ’ 

This episode had considerably distracted the auditory, and a 
good many of the spectators, with Robin Poussepain and all the 
clerks at their head, merrily applauded this whimsical duet 
which had been struck up thus unexpectedly in the middle of the 
prologue between the scholar with his shrill' clamorous voice 
and the beggar with his imperturbable drone 

Gnngoire was grievously dissatisfied. Having recovered from 
his first stupefaction he was tearing his lungs with erv-in^. out 
to the four characters on the stage, “ Go on!-what the devil? 

mte* rs'''"’ 

At that moment he felt some one pulling at the s’-irr nf t,- 

"""A -i^hout some it e I'i h .^ ' 

“ said the girl, “ wUl they go on ? ” 
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“ To be sure/’ answered Gringoire, much shocked at the 
question. 

“ Oh, then, messire,” she resumed, “ would you just have 
the courtesy to explain to me . . 

“What they are going to say?” interrupted Gringoire. 
“ Well—listen.” 

“ No,” said Gisquette, “ but what they have said already.” 

Gringoire started as if touched to the quick. “ A plague on 
ihe little, stupid, witless wench I ” muttered he, and from that 
moment Gisquette was utterly ruined in his estimation. 

Meanwhile the actors had obeyed his injunction; and the 
audience, observing that they vv-ere once more trying to make 
themselves heard, had again set themselves to listen—not, 
however, without the loss of many a poetic beauty, in the sort 
of soldering that had been made of the two parts of the piece 
which had been so abruptly cut short. Gringoire whispered 
to himself this bitter reflection. However, tranquillity had 
been gradually restored; the scholar held his tongue, the beggar 
was counting some coin in his hat, and the piece had resumed 
its ascendency. 

it was really a very fine composition, and we really think it 
might be turned to some account, even now, by means of a few 
mo^dilications. The exposition, rather long indeed, and rather 
dry, was simple; and Gringoire, in the candid sanctuary of his 
own judgment, admired its clearness. As may well be supposed, 
the four”allegorical personages were a little fatigued with travel¬ 
ling over the three known quarters of the world without fining 
an'opportunity of suitably disposing of their golden dolphin. 
Hence a long eulogy upon the marvellous fish, with numberless 
delicate allusions to the young prince betrothed to Margaret of 
Flanders—which young prince was at tlmt time m very dismal 
seclusion at Amboise, without the slightest suspicion that 
bibour and Clerge, Noblesse and Marchandiw, had just been 
making the tour of the world on his account. The dolphin afore- 
said, then, was young, was handsome, was vigorous, and above 
all (magnificent origin of all the royal virtues!) was 
lion of Krance. “ Now, I declare,” says our author, that t^s 
bold metaphor is admirable, and that dramatic natural histoiy 
on a dav of allegory and of a royal ep.thalamium, finds nothing 
at all shocking in a dolphin the son of a lion. On the contraiy, 
it IS precisely those rare and pindaric mixtures that prove the 
poet’s enthusiasm. However, to have desarmed criticism a to- 
g-ther, the poet might have developed this fine idea m less Uian 
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two hundred lines. It is tme that the mystery was to last, accord¬ 
ing to the order of Monsieur the Provost, from noon till four 
o’dock, and that it was necessary to say something. Besides, 
it was very patiently listened to.” 

All at once, just in the middle of a fine quarrel between M.ide- 
moiselle Marchandise, and Madame Noblesse, at the moment 
when Maitre Labour was pronouncing this wondrous line, 

Beast more triumphant ne’er in woods I’ve seen, 

the door of the reserved gallery, which had until then been so 
unseasonably shut, opened more unseasonably still, and the 
stentorian voice of the huissier, doorkeeper, or usher, abruptly 
announced, ” Son Eminence Monseigneur le Cardinal de 
Bourbon 1” 


CHAPTER III 

THE CARDINAL 

Poor Gringoirel The noise of all the great double petards let 
off on St. John’s day—the discharge of a score of cracking 
arquebusses—the report of that famous serpentine of the Tour 
de Billy, which, at the time of the siege of Paris, on Sunday 
the 29 th of September 1465 , killed seven Burgundians at a shot 
—the explosion of all the gunpowder stored up at the Temple 
Gate—would have split his ears less violently at that solemn 
and dramatic moment, than those few words from the lips of 
an usher, ” Son Eminence Monseigneur le Cardinal de Bourbon ” 
Not that Pierre Gringoire either feared the Cardinal or 

despised him; he was neither weak enough to do the one nor self- 

sufficient enough to do the other. A true €cUctu, as he would 
nowadays be called among Parisian philosophers, Gringoire was 
one of those finn and elevated spirits, calm and tempemte who 
^an preser\’e their composure under all circumstances— 5 /ar<; in 
dimidto reTum~a.nd who are full of reason and of a liberal ohiln 
Sophy even whde making some account of cardinals Invaluable 

philosophers, to whom wi.dom Ife 

another Ariana, seems to have given a clue which thev ’l 
pne on unwmding from the beginning of the’world th? ^ 
labynnth of human aaairs. xLy arf to be fZd hr 
and ever the same-that is to say, ever conform ing .k 
the time. And, not to mention our 
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would be their representative of the fifteenth century if we could 
succeed in obtaining for him the distinction which he deserve, 
it was certainly their spirit which animated Father du Breul in 
the sixteenth, when writing these words of sublime simplicity, 
worthy of an y age: “ I am a Parisian by my birthplace, and a 
parrhisian bv my speech; for parrhtsta in Greek signifies liberty 
of speech, which liberty I have used even to messeigneurs the 
cardinals, uncle and brother to Monseigneur the Prince of Conti, 
albeit with respect for their greatness, and without^ offending 
any one of their train, and that is a great deal to say. 

So there was neither hatred for the Cardinal, nor contempt 
of his presence, in the disagreeable impression which it made 
upon Pierre Gringoire. On the contrary, our poet had too 
much good sense and too threadbare a frock not to attach a 
particular value to the circumstance that many an allusion in 
his prologue, and in particular the glorification of the dolphin, 
son of the lion of France, would fall upon the ear of eminentisstme. 
But interest is not the ruling motive in the noble riature of poets. 
Supposing the entity of a poet to be represented by the number 
ten^^it is certain that a chemist, on analysing and pharmacopo- 
lising it, as Rabelais says, would find it to be composed of one 
part of self-interest with nine parts of self-esteem Now, at the 
moment that the door opened for the entrance of his eminence 
Grin^oire’s nine parts of self-esteem, inflated and expanded by 
the breath of popular admiration, were in a sUte of prodigious 
enlar^rement, q^uite overwhelming and smothering that impcr^ 
cSe particle of self-interest which we just now d.scnmma^d 
• rnnctifntion of pocts—an invaluablc ingredient, by the 

wa f and humanity, without wh,ch they 

would never touch the earth. It was enjoyment for Grmgo.re 

to see and feel that an entire assemblage (of poor creatures, it is 

but what then?) were stupefied, petrified, and asphyxiated 
, UUl wijat / 1 nnrf of 


true 


by ie ‘immeiLu able tirades which burst from eve^ part of 
Dy me mimcoaa himself shared the 

his epithalamium. ™ reverse of U Fontaine, 

general beatitude; and that, quite m 

.'^^Vbal -^Un^'Xt rhapsody ? ^ Gringoire 

would wmingly have asked the pe-n nearest ohim^^Wh^^^ 

oTS'waa'Voduced u^on^m by^the sudden and untimely 

?ear? w^^but too fully realised. His eminence's 
entrance threw the whole auditory into motion. All eyes were 
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turned towards the cstrade, and there was a general buzz. “ The 
Cardinall the Cardinal!” repeated every tongue. Tiic unfor¬ 
tunate prologue was cut short a second time. 

The Cardinal stopped a moment upon the threshold of the 
gallery; and while casting his eyes with great indifference over 
the assemblage, the tumult redoubled. Everybody wanted to 
obtain a better view of him, each one stretching his neck over 
his neighbour’s shoulder. 

He was in truth an exalted personage, the sight of whom was 
worth almost any other spectacle. Charles, Cardinal de Bour¬ 
bon, Archbishop and Count of Lyons, and Primate of Gaul, was 
allied both to Louis XL, through his brother Pierre, Seigneur 
of Beaujeu, who had espoused the King’s eldest daughter, and 
at the same time to the Burgundian Duke Charles-le-Tcin 6 raire, 
through his mother, Agnes of Burgundy. Now the ruling, the 
characteristic, the distinctive feature in the character of the 
Primate of Gaul, was his courtier-like spirit and his devotedness 
to power. Hence, it may well be supposed in what numberless 
perplexities this double relationship had involved him, and 
amongst how many temporal shoals his spiritual bark must 
have tacked about, to have escaped foundering either upon 
Louis or upon Charles, the Charybdis and the Scylla which had 
swallowed up the Duke of Nemours and the Constable of Saint- 
Pol. However, Heaven be praised 1 he had got happily through 
his voyage, and had reached Rome without any cross accident. 
But although he was now in port—and indeed precisely because 
he was in port—he never recollected without a feeling of uneasi¬ 
ness the various chances of his political life, which had so long 
been perilous and laborious. So also, he used to say, that the 
year 1746 had been to him both a black and a white year- 
meaning thereby that he had lost in that one year his mother 
the Duchess of Bourbonnais, and his cousin, the Duke of 

Burgundy, and tl'.at one mourning had consoled him for the 
other. 

However he was a very worthy man; he led a joyous 

cardinal s life; was wont to make merry with wine of the roval 

vintage of Challuau; had no dislike to Richarde-la-Gamoise 

and Ihoma^e-la-Saillarde; gave alms to pretty girls in nre 

erence to old women; and for all these reasons was 

favour with the good people of Paris. He alwavs 

rounded by a little court of bishops and abbots of bierb r* 

gallant, jovial, and fond of good eatin^- and mnre^tl 

bad the good devotees of Salt-Germ^Si’ <^Auxe™ 

♦b •f'UAcrre, m passing 
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at night under the windo^^'s of the Hotel de Bourbon, all blazing 
with'^light, been scandalised by hearing the same voices which 
had been singing vespers to them in the daytime, striking up, 
to the sound of glasses, the bacchanalian sentiment of Benedict 
XII., the Pope who had added a third crown to the tiara— 
Bibamus papaltler. 

No doubt it was this popularity, so justly acquired, which 
preserved him at his entrance from anything like ill reception 
on the part of the crowd, who a few moments before had been 
so dissatisfied, and so little disposed to pay respect to a cardinal, 
even on the dav when they were going to elect a pope. But 
the Parisians bear little malice; and besides, by making the 
performance begin of their o\vn authority, the good citizens had 
had the better of the Cardinal, and this triumph satisfied them. 
Moreover, Monsieur le Cardinal dc Bourbon was a handsome 
man—he had on a very handsome scarlet gown, which he wore 
in excellent stvle—which is as much as to say that he had in 
his favour all the women, and consequently the better part of 
the audience. Certainly it would be both injustice and bad 
taste to hoot a cardinal for being too late at the play, when 
he is a handsome man, and wears handsomely his scarlet 


He entered, then; saluted the company with that hereditary 
smile which the great have always in readiness for the pcop e; 
and stepped slowly towards the jauieuil or state chair of scaWet 
velvet placed for his reception, looking as if some 
occuoied his mind. Hi-s train-what a Frenchm^ Z 

call i>is stofl-of bishops and ablwts issued after him upon the 
cstradc, not without exciting redoubled tumult and curiosity 

^rnong ’the spectators below. All were busy ,n 

out, or in telling their names, each one striving to sh w tha he 

kne’w at least some one of them; some pointing to the Bisl op 

of .Marseilles (Alaudet. U we r 'd rsn L 

Pnmuur or Dean of St. Denis, others to 

abbot of the great ''<='Bhbouring monastery of Smnt-G^ m 

of the and the ccoU. So turpitude but w^ a 

matter of right to be held --eB ‘ha^^;„And^then_^ 

i;n.s-r-Lrm7Rore"f>i«^u. was it not the least that 
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could be expected that they should swear at their and 

profane God's name a little, on such a day as tliat, in siu.h ^ood 
company with churchmen and courtesans? And accordint^lv 
they made no mincing of the matter, but amidst the uproarious 
applause a frightful din of blasphemies and enormities proceeded 
from all those tongues let loose—those tongues of (.1 rks .uid 
scholars, tied up all the rest of the year by the fear of St. 
Ia)uis’s branding-iron. Poor St. Louis 1 how did they banter 
him in his own Palais de Justice 1 Each one of thein*~ha^ 
singled out among the newly-arrived company some one uf Ih'* 
cassocks, black, grey, white, or violet. As for Joannes FroDo 
de Mulendino, and his being brother to an archdeacon, it w.is 
the red robe that he audaciously assailed, singing out as loud 
aa he could bawl, and fixing his shameless eyes upon the Oirdin.J, 
“ Cappa repleta mero I ” 

All these particulars, which are thus clearly detail, d for tlie 
reader’s edification, were so completely drowned in the general 
hum of the multitude, that they were lost before they could 
reach the reserved gallery; tliough indeed the Cardinal would 
have been little moved by them, so intimately did tlie licence 
of the day belong to the manners of the age. He had something 
else to think of, which preoccupation appeared in his countenance 
—another cause of solicitude, which foUow-.d closely behind 
liim, and made its appearance in the gallery almost at the same 
time as himself. This was ti e Flemish embassy. 

Not that he was a profound politician, or concerned himself 
about the possible consequences of the marriage of madame his 
cousin, Margaret of Burgundy, with monsieur his cousin, Charles 
Dauphin of Vienne; nor how long the patched-up reconciliation 
between the Duke of Austria and the French King might 
endure; nor how the King of England would receive this slight 
towards his daughter. All that gave him little anxiety and 
he did honour every night to the wine of the royal vineyard of 
ChaiUot without ever suspecting that a few flasks of that same 
wine, revised and corrected a little by the 
and cordially presented to Edward IV. b’ 
possibly, some fine morning, rid Louis XL* 
moult hvnorce an-.bassade de Monsieur U Diu 
none of these cares to the Cardinal’s mind 
anotlier respect. It was, in truth, rather tc 
already said a word or two about it in tl 
volume, that he should be obliged to give 

entertainment-he, Charles de Bourbon, to 


physician Coictier, 
f Louis XL, might 
of Edward IV. La 
■ d Aulriche brought 
but annoyed him in 
>0 bad, and we have 
le flrst page of this 
good reception and 
obscure burghers— 
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he, a cardinal, to a pack of scurvy echevins ^ —he, a Frenchman 
and a connoisseur in good living, to Flemish beer-drinkers—and 
in public too I Certes, it was one of the most irksome parts he 
had ever gone through for the bon plaisir of the King. 

However, he had so perfectly studied it that he turned 
towards the door with the best grace in the world, w’hen the 
usher announced in a sonorous voice, " Messieurs les envoyes de 
Monsieur le Due d'Autrielie / ” It is needless to say that tlie 
whole hall did likewise. 

Then appeared, two by two, with a gravity which strongly 
contrasted with the flippant air of the Cardinal’s ecclesiasliad 
train, the forty-eight ambassadors from Maximilian of Austria, 
having at their head the reverend father in God, Jehan, Abbot 
of Saint-Bertin, Chancellor of the Golden Fleece, and Jacques 
de Goy, Sicur Dauby, High Bailiff of Ghent. A deep silence 
now took place in the assemblage, a general titter being sup¬ 
pressed in order to listen to all the uncouth names and mercantile 
additions which each one of these personages transmitted with 
imperturbabi'.' gravity to the usher, who then gave out their 
names and callings, pell-mell and witli all sorts of mutilations, 
to the crowd below. ^Chere were M.aitre Loys Roelof, ^cheviu 
of the town of Louvain; Mcssire Clays d Ltuelde, ^chevin of 
Brussels; Messirc Paul dc Baeust, sieur of Voirmizclle, president 
of Flanders; Maitre J'-han Cologhens, burgomaster of the city 
of Antwerp; Maitrc George de la Moere, principal 6chcvin of 
the kuere of the city ot Ghent; Maitrc Ghcldolf van der Hage, 
principal ^chevin of the parchons of the said city ; and the sieur 
de Bierbecque, and Jehan Pinnock, and Jehan Dimacrzelle, etc., 
etc etc bailiffs, echevins, and burgomasters—burgomasters, 
echevins, and bailiffs-all stiff, suirdy ‘’b'^res 

dressed out in velvet and damask, and hooded with black seUet 
cramt-noles decorated with great tufts of gold tliread of (_> prus 
-good Flemish heads after all, with severe and respectable 
^^ntenances, akin to those winch Rembrandt has made stand 
out with such force and gravity from the dark background of 
his picture of “ Going the Rounds at Night -pers^mage. on 
everv one of whose foreheads it was written that Maximilian of 

nf th^ cumrmiiies which cxcctcJ U.ein''^lvcs 

["^“7 

^MbltituUon ol ihc latter term in tlie text would be m-.r.itoUly improi-cr. 




Jacques Coppenolc 31 

Austria had done right in “ confiding to the full,” as his mani¬ 
festo expressed it, “ in their sense, valour, experience, loyalty, 
and good endowments.” 

There was one exception, however, to this description: it 
was a subtle, intelligent, crafty-looking face -a sort of mixture 
of the monkey and the diplomatist—to whom the Cardinal 
made three steps in advance and a low bow, hut who, never¬ 
theless, was called simply Guillaume or William Rym, counsellor 
and pensionary of the town of Ghent. 

Few persons at that time knew anything about Guillaume 
Rym—a rare genius, who, in a time of revolution, would have 
appeared with eclat on the surface of events, but who, in the 
fifteenth century, was confined to the practice of covert inlri£:ue, 
and “ to live in the mines,” as the Duke de Saint-Simon ex¬ 
presses it. However, he was appreciated by the first miner in 
Europe—he was familiarly associated in the secret operations 
of Louis XL; all which was perfectly unknown to this multitude, 
who were amazed at the Cardinal’s politeness to that sorry- 
looking Remish bailiff. 


CHAPTER tv 

JACQUES COPPENOLE 

While the pensionary of Ghent and his eminence were ex¬ 
changing a very low bow, and a few words in a tone still lower 
a man of lofty stature, large-featured and broad-shouldered’ 
presented himself to enter abreast with Guillaume Rym, looking 
something like a mastiff dog by the side of a fox. His biconuet 
of felt and his leathern jerkin were oddly conspicuous amidst 
the velvet and silk that surrounded him. Presuming it to be 
some groom who knew not where he was going the ush^r 
stopped him with. “ Hollo, friend! you can t pass here ” 

1 he man of the leathern jerkin shouldered him aside. “ What 
would this fellow with me? ” said he in a thunderin<T voice 

which drew the attention of the whole hall to this coiloauv* 
Seest thou not I’m one of them? ” colloquy. 

„ Vour name? ” demanded the usher. 

Jacques Coppenole.” 

“ Your description? ” 
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masters might indeed be endured—but a hosier!—il was rather 
too bad. The Cardinal was upon thorns. All the people were 
looking and listening. For two days his eminence had been 
doing his utmost to lick these Flemish bears into rather more 
presentable shape, and this freak was tuo much for him. Mean¬ 
while Guillaume Rym, with his cunning smile, went up to the 
usher. “ Announce Maitre Jacques Coppenole, clerk to the 
echevins of the citv of Ghent,” said he to the officer in a verv- 


low whisper. , 

“ Usher,” then said the Cardinal aloud, announce Maitre 

Jacques Coppenole, clerk to the echevins of the illustrious city 

^^^rwas an error. Guillaume Rym, by himself, would have 
snatched the clifiiculty out of the way; but Coppenole had 
heard the Cardinal’s direction. ” No I Crotx-Dteu / ” he cried, 
with his voice of thunder: ” Jacques Coppenole, hosier. Dost 

thou hear, usher? Neither more or less.—/ a hosier 

—that’s fine enough. Monsieur the Archduke has more than 

once looked for his gan/ in my hose. 

This play u\)on the word gant, a glove, pronounced exactly 

like Cand or Ghent, the great manufacturing town m Manders, 
occasioned a burst of laughter and ap|>!ause from the people 
below. A pun is immediately understood at Pans, and conse- 

quenllv is always applauded. i .Uo* 

■V\ e must add that Coppenole was one of the people, and that 

the auditors- around him were of the people also; so ttet the 
communication between them and him ^d been 
and as it were on equal footing. This lofty air 
Fleinish hosier gave himself, by humbling the courtiers, had 
ft ir ed in ^ hreast^ a krtain latent feclmK of dicni y 
S in the hfteentf, century, was as yet va.uc -d nndefi d 
They beheld one of their 'n- 

borne hmself so sturdily bdore th obedience to 

Sainte-Genevi^ve, the 'f^dmal s train-be^ e . 

;ir Hi 

raillery and superiority, they moved te 

Cardil, thoughtful U tZ aufr auifs 

B.t his case, thinking, no doubt, tnat a 
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ivas as good as any other, and that Mary of Burgundy, mother 
of that Margaret for whose marriage he was now treating, would 
have feared him less as a cardinal than as a hosier; for no 
cardinal would have stirred up the people of Ghent against llic 
favourites of the daughter of Charles the Rash; nor could any 
cardinal, by a single word, have fortified the multitu<le .ig.iinst 
her tears and prayers when the Lady of Flanders came an<l 
supplicated her people on their behalf, even to the foot of their 
scaffold, while the hosier had only had to raise his leathern 
elbow to cause both your heads to be struck off, most illustrious 
seigneurs, Guy d’Hymbercourt and Chancellor Guillaume 
Hugonet. 

Vet the poor Cardinal had not gone through all his penance; 
he was doomed to drain the cup of being in such bad company 
even to the dregs. 

The reader has probably not forgotten the audacious mendi¬ 
cant who, at the time of the commencement of the prologue, 
had climbed up to the fringes of the gallery reserved for the 
Cardinal. The arrival of the illustrious guests had not in the 
least disturbed him; and while the prelates and the ambas¬ 
sadors were barrelling themselves up like real Flemish herrings 
within the narrow compass of the gallery, he had put himself 
quite at his ease, with his legs bravely crossed upon the archi¬ 
trave. This piece of insolence was extraordinary; yet nobody 
had remarked it at the first moment, every one’s attention 
being fixed elsewhere. He, for his part, took notice of nothing 
in the hall; he was moving his head backwards and forwards 
with the unconcern of a Neapolitan, repeating from time to 
time, amidst the general hum, and as if by a mechanical habit, 
“ Charity, if you please 1” and indeed, amongst all present, he 
was probably the only one who would not have deigned to turn 
his head on hearing the altercation between Coppenole and the 
usher. Now it so chanced that his hosiership of Ghent with 
whom the people already so warmly sympathised, and’ upon 
whom all eyes were fixed, went and seated himself in the front 
hne of the gMlery, just over the place where the be^frar was 
sitting; and it excited no small astonishment to see the Flemish 
ambassador, after scrutinising the fellow beneath him give him 
a friendly slap on his ragged shoulder. The 
round. Surprise, mutual recognition and kindlv wrof i 
were visible in both faces. Then, withooc S K 'e 
the slightest concern about the spectators iL .themselves 
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by the hand; while the tattered arm of Clopin Trouillefou, dis¬ 
played at length upon the cloth of gold that decorated the 
galier>', had somewhat the appearance of a caterpillar upon an 

orange. 

The novelty of this singular scene excited such noisy mirth 
among the crowd, that the Cardinal quickly remarked it. He 
leaned gently aside; and as, from the point where he was 
situated, he caught only an imperfect glimpse of Trouillefou’s 
ignominious garment, he very naturally imagined that the 
bc-^gar was asking alms, and indignant at his audacity he 
exdaimed, “ Monsieur the Bailiff of the Palais, throw me that 

fellow mto the river.” , ^ j i 

Cfoix-Dicu ! Monseigneur le Cardinal, said Coppenole, 

without leaving hold of Clopin’s hand, “ this is one of my 

*”“Noell noell ” cried the mob. And from that moment 
Maitre Coppenole was at Paris, as at Ghent, “ m great favour 

with the people; for men of great stature are so, says Phdhppe 

de Comines, “ when tliey are thus disorderly. 

The Cardinal bit his lip. He leaned towards the Abbot 
of Sainte-Geneviive, who sat next him and said -n a half¬ 
whisper, “ Pretty ambassadors, truly, Monsieur the Archduke 

sends us to announce the Lady Margaret. 

Your Eminence’s politeness,’ returned the abbot, is thro rn 

awav unon these Flemish grunlcrs-murguri/ar utifr pnrrnr. 

“ Say^ rather," rejoined the Cardinal, smiling, porcos ante 

the little court of churchmen were in ecst^y 

an image or an idea, as we say the spectacle 

them wither they figure f‘hemselv^s qu e c e^rly th»pe 

rti'"v"i:.l'::?aro? .. gre^t hall of the 

"he middle of the western ^tj^de^ which' 
ficent gallery, with drapery ^ doorway' by a series of grave- 

procession, through a smal ssively by the clamorous 
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still and sUtely— below, in front, and around, are a great nMilti- 
tude and a great hum of voices. A thousand looks arc cast from 
the crowd upon every face in the gallery—a thousand muttered 
repetitions are made of every name. The spectacle is indeed 
curious and well worthy the attention of the spectators. Hut, 
at the same time, what is that down there, quite at the extremity 
of the hall—that sort of mountebank stage, with four pupfx^Ls 
in motley upon it, and four others below? And at one side of 
the stage who is that white-faced man in a long black coat? 
Alas! dear reader, it is Pierre Gringoire with his prologue. 

We had all utterly forgotten him; and that is just what he 
had apprehended. 

From the moment at which the Cardinal entered, Gringoire 
had been incessantly exerting himself for the salvation of his 
prologue. He had first of all enjoined the actors to proceed, 
and elevate their voices; then, finding that no one listened, he 
had stopped them, and for nearly a quarter of an hour, during 
which the interruption had continued, he had been constantly 
beating w'ith his foot and gesticulating, calling upon Gisquette 
and Lienarde, and urging those near him to have the prolo^^ue 
proceeded with, but all in vain. No one could be turned aside 
from the Cardinal, the embassy, and the gallery—Uie sole 
centre of that vast circle of visual rays. It is also credible, 
we regret to say it, that the prologue was beginning to be a little 
tiresome to the auditory at the moment that his eminence’s 
amval had made so terrible a distraction. And after all, in the 
gallery itself, as on the marble table, it was still in fact the same 
spectacle—the conflict of Ubour with Clcrge, of Noblesse with 
Marchandise; and many people liked better to see them in down¬ 
right reality, living, breathing, acting, elbowing one another 
m plain flesh and blood, in that Flemish embassy, in that 

Cardinal’s robe, under Coppenole's 
jerkin, than tricked out, painted, talking m verse, and packed 

up, ^ It were, in straw, under the yellow and white gowns in 

which Gringoire had muffled them. ic gowns m 


suppose they were to begin again? ” 
u what? ” said the man. 

Why, the mystery,’* said Gringoire. 
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*' Just as you please,” returned the other* 

This denii-approbation was enough for Grlngoire, and, taking 
the affair into his own hands, he began to call out, confounding 
himself at the same time as much as possible with the multitude, 
“ Begin the mystery again 1 begin again 1 ” 

” The devil! ” said Joannes de Molendino; “ what is it they’re 
singing out at yon end? ” (for Gringoire made as much noise as 
four people). “ Tell me, comrades, isn’t the mystery finished? 
They want to begin it again—that’s not fair.” 

“ No, no! ” cried all the scholars together; " down with the 
mystery 1 down with itl ” 

But Gringoire only multiplied himself the more, and cried 
out the louder, “ Begin again! begin again 1 ” 

These clamours attracted the attention of the Cardinal. 
” Monsieur the Bailiff of the Palais,” said he to a tall dark man 
standing a few paces from him, ” what possesses those fellows 
that they make that infernal noise? ” 

The bailiff of the Palais was a kind of amphibious magistrate, 
a sort of bat of the judicial order, a sort of compound of the 
rat and the bird, of the judge and the soldier. He approached 
his eminence, and with no small apprehension of his displeasure; 
he stammered out to him an explanation of the people’s refrac¬ 
toriness—that noon had arrived before his eminence, and that 
the players had been forced to begin without waiting for his 
eminence. 

The Cardinal laughed aloud; “ I'faith,” said he, ” Monsieur 
the Rector of the University should e’en have done likewiac. 
What say you, Maitre Guillaume Rym? ” 

“ Monseigneur,” answered Rym, “ let us be satisfied with 
having escaped onc-half of the play. 'Tis so much gained, at 
any rate.” 

‘‘ May those roj^es go on with their farce? asked the 
bailiff. 

‘‘ Go on, go on,” said the Cardinal, ” ’tis all the same to me; 

I will be reading my breviary the while. ’ 

The bailiff advanced to the edge of the eallery, and called 
out, after procuring silence by a motion of his hand lowns- 
men 1 householders! and inhabitants! to satisfy those who 
desire that the play should begin again, and those who desire 
it should finish, his eminence orders that it shall go on. 

Ihus both parties were obliged to yield, although both the 
author and tlie auditors long bore a grudge on this score against 
che Cardinal. The characters on the stage accordingly took 
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up their text where they had laid it down, and Grin^oire hoped 
that at least the remainder of his composition would be listened 
to. This hope, however, was soon dispelled, like the p:m ol 
his illusions. Silence had indeed been somehow or other rcsl(jred 
in the auditory; but Gringoire had not observed that, al 'J-.'’ 
moment when the Cardinal had given his order for the coiitinu- 
ance of the play, the gallery was far from being full, and lli.tt 
subsequently to the arrival of the Flemish envoys there were 
come Ollier persons forming part of the Cardinal’s train, whose 
names and description, thrown out in the midst of his dialogue 
by the in.lermitted bawling of the usher, made considerable 
ravage in it. Only imagine, indeed, in the midst of a dramatic 
piece, the yelp of a doorkeeper, throwing in between the two 
lines of a couplet, and often between the first half of a line and 
the last, such parentheses as these;— 

Maitre Jaciiucs Charmoliie, King’s Attorney in the Ecclesi¬ 
astical Court! ” 

“ Jehan de Harlay, Esquire, Keeper of the OfRce of Horseman 
of the Night-watch of the town of Paris! ” 

“ Messire Galiot de Genoilhac, Knight, Seigneur of Brussac 
Master of the King’s Artillery I ” ’ 

" Maitre Dreux-Raguier, Commissioner of our Ixird the King’s 

Waters and Forests in the Dominions of France, Charnpa<mc 
and Brie! ” r o » 


“ Messire Louis de Graville, Knight, Councillor and Chamber¬ 
lain to the King, Admiral of France, Keeper of the Bois de 
Vincennes 1 ” 

. Mercier, Keeper of the House of the Blind 

r*4iris! 

Etc., etc., etc. 

This became insupportable. All this strange accompaniment 
^hich made It difficult to follow the tenor of the piece, was the 
more provoking to Gringoire, as he could not disguise from 
mself that the interest was going on increasing, and that 

-z, Krr v'r ;■ 
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rumble m the dre<;<;ing-room; and the goddess w?,s about to 
bear awav the prize—that is, in plain terms, to espouse Monsieur 
the Dauphin—when a little girl, dressed in white damask, and 
cam/inj: a marguerite or daisy in her hand, lucid personification 
of the Lady of Flanders, had come to contend with Venus. 
Here were at once coup-de-thedire and preparation for the catas- 
Uophf. After a proper dispute, Venus, Margaret, and those 
beneath the scene had agreed to refer the matter to the award 
of the holy Virgin. There was another fine part, that of Don 
Pedro, King of Mesopotamia; but amidst so many intemiptions 
it was difficult to discover what was his share of the action. All 
tliese personages climbed up the ladder to the stage. 

But it was all over wdth the play; not one of these beauties 
was felt or understood. It seemed as if, at the Cardinals 
entrance, some invisible and magical thread had suddenly 
drawn away every look from the marble tible to the galkry, 
from the southern extremity of the hall to its western side. 
Nothing could disenchant the auditory; all eyes remained fixed 
in that direction; and the persons who successively arrived on 
that side, with their cursed names and their faces and their 
dresses, made continual diversion. The case was desperate. 
Fxapt Gisquerte and IJenarde. who turned aside from time 
to time when Gringoire pulled them by the sleeve-except the 
lusty, patient man that stood near him—no one listened to no 
one lool<<'d at the poor abandoned morality. Gnngoire could see 
in the faces of the auditory nothing but profiles. 

With what bitterness did he see all his 
of Rlory thus falling to piccesi Only to th.nk 
had beL on the point of rebelling aga,n.st 
through their impatience to hear his composition, and now that 
tliey had it, they cared nothing about it—that same performance 

which had begun amid such 

1 .stioL' ebb and flow of the popular favour! Only to think tha 
"had been near hanging the bail’s sergeants !-wl,at woo d 
he nut have given to have recalled that blissful moment I How- 
eve" the usher's brutal monologue ceased at length--evcrybody 
had arrived- so that Gringoire took breath and the actors 
were going on bravely, when all at once Ma.tre Coppenolo, 
The hosier got upon his logs, and Grmgo.re heard him deliver, n 
[he midst of the universal attention to his piece, this abommable 

Messiers the bourgeois and hobirraux of Paris-CroLx-Dieu I 
I know riot what we're doing here. I do mdeed see, down m 
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that corner, upon that stage, some people who look as if th-’y 
wanted to fight. I know not whether that be what you call 
a mystery; but I do know it’s not amusing. Th.cy belaljt*i'r 
one another with their tongues, but that’s all. For this quarter 
of an hour I’ve been waiting to see the first blow; but nothing 
comes: they’re cowards, and maul one another only with foul 
words. You should have had boxers from I^ondon or Rotterdam; 
and th.en indeed we should have hard knocks, which you might 
have heard the length of this hall. But those creatures there are 
quite pitiful. They should at least give us a morris-dance, or 
some other piece of mummery. This is not what I was told it was 
to be: I’d been promised a feast of fools, with an election of a 
pope. We at Ghent, too, have our fools’ pope; and in that, 
Croix-Dicul we're behind nobody. But we do thus:—a mob 
gets together, as here for instance; then each in his turn goes 
and puls his head through a hole and makes faces at the other: 
he that makes the ugliest face, according to general acclamation, 
is chosen pope. That’s our way, and it’s very diverting. Shall 

we make your pope after the fasliion of my country? At any 
rate it will not be so tiresome as listening to those babblers. If 
they’ve a mind to come and try their hands at facc-makinf», 
they shall have their turn. What say you, my masters ? Hcre’^s 
a droll sample enough of both sexes to give us a right heartv 
Flemish laugh, and we can show ugly phizzes enow to give us 
hopes of a fine grinning-match.” 

Gringoire would fain have replied, but amazement, resent¬ 
ment, and indignation deprived him of utterance. Besides, the 
motion made by the popular hosier was rcccivetl with such 
entliusiasm by those townsfolk, flattered at being called hohereaux 
(a term m that day somewhat approaching to gentlemen as now 
used in England in addressing a mbced multitude, though in 
this day it is no longer used complimentarily), that all resistance 
would have been unavailing. All that could now be done was 
to go with the stream. Gringoire hid his face with both his 
hands not being so fortunate as to possess a mantle wherewith 
to veil his countenance like the Agamemnon of Timanthes 
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CHAPTER V 

QUASIMODO 

In the twinkling of an eye eveo'tHing was re<ady for putting 
Coppcnole’s idea into execution. Townspeople, scholars, and 
hasochia}is had all set themselves to work. The small chapel, 
situated opposite to the marble table, was fixed upon to be the 
sane of the grinning-match. Tlie glass being broken out of 
one of the divisions of the pretty, rose-shaped window over 
the doonvav, left open a circle of stone through which it was 
agreed that' the candidates should pass their heads. To get up 
to it they had only to climb upon two casks which had been 
kid hoM of somewhere or other, and set upon one another just 
as it happened. It was settled that each candidate, whether 
•nan or woman (for they might make a i/ie-pope), in order to 
leave fresh and entire the impression of their grin, should cover 
their face and keep themselves unseen in the chapel until the 
moment of making their appearance at the hole. In a moment 
tlie chapel was filled with competitors, and the door was closed 

upon them. .. , , • 

O-ppenole, from his place in the gallery, ordered everything. 

directed everything, arranged everything. During the noisy 

applause that followed his proposal, the Cardinal, no less out 

ol countenance than Grmgoire himself, ^ ° 

business and of the hour of vespers, retired with all his suite, 
while the crowd, amongst whom his arrival had caused so strong 
r s nsation, seemed not to be in the slightest degree interested 
hv hk deo^ture. Guillaume Rym was the only one who re¬ 
marked the discomfiture of his emmence. Hie pnpular attention, 
mce the sun pursued its revolution: after setting out at one end 
# p J L it^had staved for a while in the middle of it. and wa.s 
now at the otUer e^d! The marble table, the brocaded gallery 

!>ad each had iU season of interest; and it was now the turn of 
ad eacn naa henceforward clear for every 

the Flemings and the mob had it all to 

'''¥lirlTnning commenced. The first face that appeared at 
the^h'ol , with eyelids l^riold: 

inexlinguLshable burst oi laugnici rreinH' 

taken all those boors for gods. Nevertheless, the Grand Sal.e 
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was anything but an Olympus, os no one could better testify 
than Gringoire’s own poor Jupiter. A second face and a third 
succeeded—then another—then another—the spectators each 
time laughing and stamping with their feet with redoubled 
violence. There was in this spectacle a certain peculiar whirling 
of the brain—a certain power of intoxication and fascination—of 
which it is difficult to give an idea to the reader of the present 
day, and the frequenter of our modem drawing-room. Imagine 
a scries of visages, presenting in succession every geometrical 
figure, from the triangle to the trapezium, from the cone to the 
polyhedron—every human expression, from that of anger to 
that of lust—every age, from the wrinkles of the new-born infant 
to those of extreme old age—every religious phantasm, from 
Faunus to Beelzebub—every animal profile, from the jowl to 
the beak, from the snout to the muzzle. Figure to yours*df all 
the grotesque heads carved on the Pont-Neuf, those nightmares 
petrified under the hand of Germain Pilon, taking life and 
breath, and corning one after another to look you in the face 
with flaming eyes—all the masks of a Venetian carnival passing 
successively before your eye-glass—in short, a sort of human 
kaleidoscope. 

The orgie became more and more Flemish. Teniers him¬ 
self would have given but a very imperfect idea of it. Imagine, 
if you can, the “ battle ” of Salvator Rosa bacchanalLsed. 
There was no longer any distinction of scholars, ambassadors^ 
townspeople, men, or women. There was now neither Clopin 
Trouillefou, nor Giles Lccomu, nor Marie Quatre-Livres, nor 
Robin Poussepain. All was confounded in the common licence. 
Tl\e Grand’ Salle had become, as it were, one vast furnace of 
audacity and joviality, in which every mouth was a shout, every 
eye a flash, every face a grin, every figure a gesticulation—all 
was bellowing and roaring. The strange visages that came 
one after another to grind their teeth at the broken window 

riftK.. and from 

0 the escaped, as the exhalation 

" ^ ^ anything like that ” 

Only look at that phiz,” cries another. 

It s good for nothing.” 

Lot’s have another.” 
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** Here comes another.’* 

“ Bless the popel what sort of a grin’s that? ” 

'* Hollo I that’s not fair. You must show nothing but your 

face.” 

“ That devil, Perette Callebottel That must be one of her 
tricks.” 

“ Noel! noell” 

“Ohl I'm smothered! ” 

“ There’s one that can’t get his ears through,”—etc., etc. 

We must, however, do justice to our friend Jchan. In the 
midst of this infernal revel he was still to be seen at the top of 
his pillar like a ship-boy on the topsail. He was exerting him¬ 
self with incredible fury. His mouth was wide open, and there 
issued from it a cry which, however, was not audible: not that 
it was drowned by the general clamour, all intense as that was, 
but because, no doubt, it attained the utmost limit of per¬ 
ceptible sharp sounds, of the twelve thousand vibrations of 

Sauveur or the eight thousand of Biot. 

As for Gringoire, as soon as the first moment of depression 

was over, 

himself against adversity. “ Go on,” he had sa.d for the third 
timp tn hi<; nlavers—” go on, you talking machines. Then 
pacing with great strides before the marble table, some 

un.r.tation to go and take his turn at the hole ,n the chapel 
window if only W have the pleasure of making faces at the un- 
cratcful’ people. “ But no—that would be unworthy of us— 
no revenge-kt us struggle to the last,” muttered he to himself. 
“ The power of poetry over the people is great-I wi 1 bring 
them back. We will see which of the two shall prevail-gnn- 

nine, or the belles lettres. 

Alas' he was left the sole spectator of his piece. 

ms'Zs much worse than before, for instead of pr, tiles he 

now saw nothing but backs. 

deserted long ago ^ only 

^"Monsieur,” said Gringoire, ” I thank you. 
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“ Monsieur,’* answered the big man with a yawn, “ what for ? ” 

“ I see what annoys you,” returned the poet; ‘‘ all that noise 
prevents you from hearing as you could wish. But make your¬ 
self easy; your name shall go down to posterity. Will you 
please to favour me with your name? ” 

” Renauld Chateau, Seal-Keeper of the Chatelet of Paris, at 
your service.” 

'* Monsieur,” said Gringoire, ” you are here the sole repre¬ 
sentative of the Muses.” 

” You are too polite, monsieur,” answered the seal-keeper of 
the Chatelet. 

‘‘ You are the only one,” continued Gringoire, ” who has 
given suitable attention to the piece. What do you think of 
it?” 


” Why—why—” returned the portly magistrate, but half 
awake, ” it’s very diverting indeed.” 

Gringoire was obliged to content himself with this eulogy, for 
a thunder of applause, mingled with a prodigious acclamation, 
cut short their conversation. The fools’ pope was at last elected. 
” Noel 1 noel 1 noel I ” cried the people from all sides. 

It was indeed a miraculous grin that now beamed through 
the circular aperture. After all the figures, pentagonal, hexa¬ 
gonal, and heteroclite which had succeeded each other at the 
round hole, without realising that idea,of the grotesque which 
had formed itself in the imaginations of the people excited by 
the orgie, it required nothing less to gain their suffrnges than the 
sublime grin which had just dazzled the assemblage. Maitrc 
Coppenole himself applauded; and Clopin Trouillefou, who had 
been a candidate (and God knows his visage could attain an 
intensity of ugliness), acknowledged himself to be outdone. 
We shall do likewise. We shall not attempt to give the reader 
an idea of that tetrahedron nos^—that horse-shoe mouth—that 
small left eye over-shadowed by a red bushy brow, while the right 
eye di^ppeared entirely under an enormous wart —of tl^se 
straggling teeth with breaches here and there like the battle- 
men^ of a fortress—of that homy lip, over which one of those 
teeth projected like tlie tusk of an elephant—of that forked chin 
and, above all, of the expression diffused over the whole— 
that mixture of malice, astonishment, and melancholy Let th^ 
re^er, if he can, figure to himself this combination ^ 
ihe acclamation was unanimous. The emurrJ « u i 
towards the chapel, and the blessed pope oT the 7oi 
out m trrumph. And now the surprfse'^nd admiration “ t 
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“ No—he's that perfection short,” observed T''haa. 

” And he’s an eye too many,” added Robin Poussepain. 

” No, no,” said Jehan judiciously; “ a one-eyed man is much 
more incomplete than a blind man, for he knows what it is that’s 
wanting.” 

Meanwhile all the beggars, all the lackeys, all the cut-purses, 
together with the scholars, had gone in procession to fetch from 
the wardrobe of the basochf the pasteboard tiara and the mock 
robe appropriated to the fools’ pope. Quasimodo allowed him¬ 
self to be arrayed in them, without a frown, and with a sort of 
proud dorilitv. They then seated him upon a parti-coloured 
chair. Twelve officers of the brotherhood of fools, laying hold 
of tlie poles that were attached to it, hoisted him upon their 
shoulders; and a sort of bitter and disdainful joy seemed to 
spread itself over the sullen face of the Cyclop when he beheld 
under his deformed feet all those heads of good-looking and well¬ 
shaped men. Tlien the whole bawling and Uttered procession 
set out, to make, according to custom, the internal circuit of the 
naileries of the Palais before parading through the streets. 


CHAPTER VI 

ESMERALDA 

\Vi are delighted to have to inform our readers that during all 
tills scene Gringoire and his piece had hdd out. His aewrs, 
loaded on by himself, had not discontinued the enac mg of his 
ilav nor had he ceased to listen to it; he had ^ken hi., part in 
ihe'uproar, and was determined to go to the end not despairing 
of a retur; of public attention. 'Hiis gdeara of hope revived 
when he saw Quasimodo, Coppenole, and the deafpmg ram of 
the fool's pope march with great clamour out of the 
the rest of the crowd rushed eagerly after them. Good I ^ d 
tn hini'.tlf’ ” there go nil the disturbers at last! But, 
unfonilnatelv,’ all the dLurbers made the whole assemblage. 

and in a twinkling the great hall was empty. 

Jt is true there still remained a few spectators, some scattered 
about and others grouped around the pillars-women, old men 
and cl ildren-weary and exhausted with the squeeainp and he 
Gamour. A few of the scholars, too, stil remained innun ed 
on the eiiuhlature of the windows, and looking out into the 

fdace. 



Esmeralda 



“ Well ” thought Gringoire, " hero are still ernnv of them t- 
hear the'end of ray mystery. They are few, I' .i they are 
chosen, a lettered audicn-e." 

But a moment afterwards a symphony which was to have 
had the greatest effect at the arrival of the Holy \ irgin w... 
missing. Gringoire discovered that his music had bt.cn earned 
oS by the procession of the fools’ pope. “ Pass it over, said 
he stoically. 

He approached a group of townspeople who seemed to him 
to be talking about his piece, and caught the following fragment 


of their conversation:— 

“ Maitre Cheneteau, you know the Hotel de Navarre, which 
belonged to Monsieur de Nemours ? ” 

“ Oh yes—opposite to the Chapellc de Braque.” 

” Well, the government have just let it to Guillaume 
AlLxandre, heraldry-painter, for six livres eight sols parisis a 
year.” 

” How rents are risingl ” 

“Sol” said Gringoire with a sigh; “but the others are 
listening.” 

” Comrades 1 ” suddenly cried one of the young fellows at the 
windows, " La Esmeralda 1 La Esmendda in the Place 1 ” 

This word produced a magical effect. All who remained in 
the hall rushed towards the windows, climbing up the walls to 
see, and repeating, ” La Esmeralda I La Esmeralda 1 ” At the 
same time was heard a great noise of applauses outside. 

” What is the meaning of La E.smeralda? ” said Gringoire, 
clasping his hands in despair. ” Ah, my Godl it seems to be 
the turn of the windows nowl ” 

He returned towards the marble table, and s.iw that the 
performance was interrupted. It wi\s precisely the moment 
at which Jupiter was to enter with his thunder. But Jupiter 
remairied motionless at the foot of the stage. 

” Michel Gibomel ” cried the irritated poet, “ what are you 
doing there? Is that your part? Go up, I siiy.” 

“ Alasl” exclaimed Jupiter, ” one of the scholars has just 
taken away the ladder.” 

Gringoire looked. It was but too true. All communication 

between his plot and his catastrophe was cut off. “ The fellow I ” 
muttered he; “ and why did he take that ladder? ” 

“To go and see U Esmeralda,” med Jupiter in a piteous tone 
He came and said, Here s a Udder that nobody's usin» • ’ 
away he went with it,” ■' 
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Tliis was the finishing blow. Gringoire received it with 
resignation. Tlie devil take you all! ” said he to the players; 
“ and if they pay I’ll pay you.” 

llicn he made his retreat, hanging his head indeed, but still 
the last in the field, like a general who has fought well. And as 
he descended the winding stairs of the Palais \\ hat a fine 
drove of asses and dolts are these Parisiansl” grumbled he. 
“ Tliey come to hear a mystery, and pay no attention to it. 
They’ve attended to everybody else—to Clopin Trouillefou— 
to the Cardinal—to Coppenole—to Quasimodo—to the Devil 1 
but to our Udv the Virgin not at all. If I’d \<T\o^v^^ it. I’d have 
given you Virgin Maries, I dare say, you wretched cockneys! 
And then, for me to come here to see faces, and see nothing but 
backs!—to be a poet, and have the success of an apothecary! 
True it is that Ilomerus begged his liread through the villages of 
Greece and that Naso died in exile among the Muscovites. 
But the devil flay me if I understand what they mean with 
their Esmeralda. Of what language can that word be?—i. 

must be Egyptian I ” 
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CHAPTER I 

FUOM CHARYBDIS INTO SCYLLA 

The night comes on early in January. The streets were already 
growing dark when Gringnire quitted the Palais. This nightfall 
pleased him: he longed to reach some obscure and solitary alley, 
that he might there meditate at his ease, and that the philosopher 
might lay the first unction to the wound of the poet. Besides, 
philosnphy was now his only refuge; for h*=* knew not where to 
find a lodging for the night. After the signal miscarriage 
of his first dramatic attempt, he dared not return to that 
which he occupied in the Rue Grenier-sur-l’Eau, opposite to 
the Port-au-Foin, having relied upon what the provost was to 
give him for his tpithalamium to enable him to pav to Maitre 
Guillaume Doulx-Sire, farmer of the duty upon cloven-footed 
beasts brought into Paris, the six months’ rent which he owed 
him—that is to say, twelve sols parisLs, twelve times the value of 
all he possessed in the world, including his breeches, his shirt 
and his bicoquet hat. After considering, then, for a moment’ 
provLsionally sheltered under the wicket-gate of the prison 
belonging to the treasurer of the Sainte-Chapclle, as to what 
p ace of lodging he should select for the night, all the pavements 
of Paris bein- at his service, he recollected having espied the 
week before, m the Rue de la Savaterie, at the door of a iun- 
cillor to the parliament, a foot-stone for mounting on mule-back 
and having said to himself that this stone might ser\-e upon 
occasion as an excellent pillar for a beggar or a noet 
Ranked Providence for having sent him this happy idea’- but 

yet standing, with their houses of ninebtor es’ IT’ 

.1 
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sight revived his anguish, and he fled away irorn it. In the 
bitterness of his dramatic misadventure everything which 
recalled to mind the festival of the day irritated his wound and 
made it bleed afresh. 

He turned to cross the Pont-Saint-Michel, but found boys 
running up and down it with squibs and crackers. 

“ A plague on the fireworks! ” said Gringoire; and he turned 
back on the Pont-au-Change. There were attached to the front 
of the houses at the entrance of the bridge three dradels or 
pieces of painted cloth, representing the Kin-j, the Dauphin, and 
Margaret of Flanders; and six smaller pieces or drapdets, on 
which were portrayed the Duke of Austria, and the Cardinal de 
Bourbon, and Monsieur de Beaujeu, and Madame Jeanne of 
France, and Monsieur the Bastard of Bourbon, and w-e know 
not who besides, all lighted by torches, and a crowd admiring 


them. 

“ Happy painter, Jchan FourbauUI” said Gnngoire with a 
heavy sigh; and he turned his back upon the drapcls and 
drapdets. A street lay before him; and it seemed so dark and 
forsaken that he hoped there to forget all his mental sufferings 
by cs<\ii)ing ever^' ray of the illuminations^ and he plunged 
down it accordingly. He had not gone far before he struck Ws 
foot against some obstacle; he stumbled and fell. It was the 
bundle of mav which the clerks of the basoche had pl.aced in 
the morning at the door of a president of the parliament in 
honour of the dav. Gringoire hore this new accident heroicilly: 
he arose, and reached the water-side. After caving behind 
him the Toiirnelle Civile and the Tour Cnmmelle, and passing 
along by the great wall of llie king's gardens, on that unpaved 
strand in which he sank to the ankles m mud, he arnvid at 
the western point of the city, and pzed lor some time upon 
the small island of the Passeur-au.x-\ aches or ferry man of the 
cows w hich has since disappeared under the brazen horse and 
the esplanade of the Pont-Neuf. The islet appeared to his eyes 
in the darkness as a black mass beyond the narrow stream of 
whitish water which sep.arated him from it. He could discern 
upon it by the ravs of a small glimmering ight, a sort o hut 
in the fork of a'bee-hive, in which the ferryman sheltered 

Hapty Te^ro'mak l''*'thought Gringoire, •' thou dreamest not 
of glory thou writest not epithalamiumsl What aie roy. 
marriages or Duchesses of Burgundy to thee? Ihou know st 
no Marguerites but tile daisies which thy April greensward 
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A ny cows to crop; while I, a poet, am hooted—and shiver 

h y.. ‘S^^owe twelve sous—and my shoe-sole is so iransparunl tliat 
d ^’'^night’st use it to glaze thy lantern! I lli.ink thee, ferrv- 
Thy cabin gives rest to my eyes, and makes me fork'et 
} PanJl ” 


He was awakened from his almost lyric ecstasy by a great 
double St. John 5 rocket (so called from the custom (d dis¬ 
charging it on St. John s Day) whicl\ suddenly issued frnm the 
blessed cabin. It was the ferr>’man himself, diking his share 
in the festivities of the day, and letting off his lire«.urk. 

This rocket made Gringoire's hair stand on end 
“ 0 cursed holiday!" cried he, “ wilt thou follow me everv- 
where—0 my God! even to the ferryman’s hut? ” 

Then he looked upon the Seine at his feet, and felt a horrible 
temptation. 

' Oh! ” said he, *' how gladly would I drown mvseU—Lf the 

Then he took a desperate resolution. It was-since he found 
that he could not escape the fools' pope. Jehan Fourbauli's 
paintings, the bundles of may, the squibs and the rockets-to 

fteTl^ce Gr^vt.' 

" At least,” thought he, “ I shall perhaps get a brand there 

r 0" some mtsc 

rom the three great chests of sugar plumbs that will have fecn 
set out there on the public sideboard of the town ” ^ 


CHAPIER II 
the place de GRfeVE 

perfectly synonymous. There now remaiTT^ 

Md scarcely perceptible vestige of this square s”* 
fomerly, and that is the charming turret whir? “ “ 

“"c r -tally 
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that increase of new houses which is so rapidly consurrin thJl 
the old fronts in Paris. vhic’ 


Such Prcnchnien as, like our author, never pass ove a'the 
Place de Greve without casting a look of pity and sympat .y at 
this poor turret, squeezed between two pa!tr\’ houses (tf the 
time of Louis XV.. can easily reconstnjct in their mind’s eve 
the assemblage of edifices to which it belonged, and thus imagine 
themselves in the old Gothic Place of the fifteenth century. 

It was then, as now, an irregular square, bounded on one 
side by the quay, and on the three others l)v a series of loftv 
houses, narrow and gloomy. In the daytime you might admire 
the variety of these buildings, all caiwed in stone or in wood, 
and already presenting complete specimens of the various kinds 
of domestic architecture of the Middle Ages, going back from 
the fifteenth to the eleventh centuiy'—from the Perpendicular- 
window which was beginning to supersede the Gothic, to the 
circular arch w'hich the Gothic had supplanted, and which still 
occupied underneath it the first story of that ancient house of 
the Tour-Rolland, or Roland’s Tower, at the angle of the Place 
adjoining to the Seine, on the side of the Rue de la Tannerie. 
By night nothing was distinguishable of that mass of buildings 
but the black indentation of their line of gables, extending its 
range of acute angles round three sides of the Place. For it is 
one of the essentia! differences between the towns of that day 
and those of the present that now it is the fronts of the houses 
that look to the squares and strcet5, but then it was the bucks. 


For two centuries past they have been turned fairly round. 

In the centre of the eastern side of the Place rose a heavy 
and heterogeneous pile formed by three mas.ses of buildings in 
juxtaposition. The whole was called by three several names, 
expressing its history, its purpose, and its architecture. It was 
called the .Maison-aux-Dauphin, or Dauphin’s House, because 
('harlcs when dauphin, had lived in it; the Marchandise, 
because it was used as the II6tel-dc-Vil!c, or Town House; and 
the Maison-aux-Piliers (domus ad piiorta) or Pillared House, on 
account of a series of large pillars which supported its three 
stones. The lowm had there all that a good t.v.vn like Paris 
wants—a chapel to prav in; a platdoyrr, or court-room, for 
holding magisterial sittings, and, on occasion, reprimanding the 
king's ollicers: and, at the top of all, a magazine stored with 
artillorv and ammunition. For the good people of Pans, well 
kn^oMTiV that It was not sufficient, in every emergency, to plead 
and to pray for the franchises of their city, had always in 
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reserve, in the -.irrets of the Hotel-de-Vill-, some few nood 
rusty arijueb’issLS or other. ^ 

La GroH'e (as the ancient square was familiarly and ellin- 
UcaUy called) hud then that simster aspect which it still derives 
from the execrable Ideas which it awakens, and from tl.egluomy- 
looking Hotel-de-\ ille of Dominique Bocador's erection which 
hw taken the place of the Maison-aux-Piliers. It m’ust he 
obse^-ed that a permannn gibbet and pillor^■, a justicr and an 

middle of the square, contributed not a little to nuke the 
passenger avert his eyes from this fatal spot, where so many 
beings in full !i e and health had suffered their last agony and 
which was to give birth, fifn^ years later, to that St ^Valhe^e s 
fever, as it was called, that terror of the scaffold the 
monstrous of all maladies, because it is inflicted not L 
band of God. but by that of man. 

tha/rhp coiisohto'ry,’' here oi)scrves our author, ‘'to reflect 
that the punishment of death, which, three centnr^* 

w Tifr' -becIs.\yirtsTnr ibtt' 

Baudots, the Porte SainMamnpQ 'f Champeaux, the Porte 

able echelles of the provosts ^of the”h* innumer- 

tbe abbots, of the nWor. h;,?: ^ chapters, of 

judicial drownings m the riv^ SHn'^^ -f ^ mention the 
^flect that now afte^ In.L S'me,-,t is consolatoiA^ to 
her panoplv-lh'er ^"°‘ber, every piece of 

hlfZT ber reLcd and 

afresh every five years a wluch she made 

this old queen of fpoH-ii leather, m the Grand-Chatelet_ 

»<i of ouTw trackid Tbmb 

to place, now possesses, in our r '‘Tn" P'^'oe 
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CHAPTER III 


THE GIPSIES 


When Pierre Gringoire arrived at the Place de Grdve he was 
in a shiver. He had gone over the Pont-aux-Meuniers, or 
Millers’ Bridge, to avoid the crowd on the Pont-aux-Change 
and Jehan Fourbault’s drapelets; but the wheels of all the 
bishop’s rriills had splashed him as he went by, so that his coat 
was wet through; and he thought that the fate of his piece 
had rendered him yet more chilly. Accordingly, he hastened 
towards the bonfire which was burning magnificently in the 
middle of the Place; but a considerable crowd encircled it. 

“ You damned Parisians I ” said he to himself (for Gringoire, 
like a true dramatic poet, was subject to monologues), “ so, now 
you keep me from the fire 1—and yet I’ve some occasion for a 
chimney-corner. My shoes let in wet. and then all those cursed 
milii have been raining upon me. The devil take the Bishop of 
Paris with his mills! I wonder what a bishop can do with a 
mill! Does he expect, from being a bishop, to turn miller? 
If he only wants my malediction to do so, I heartily give it 
him, and his cathedral, and his mills! Let us see, now, if any 
of those cockneys will stand aside. What arc they doing there 
all this while? Warming themselves—a fine pleasure, truly I 
Looking at a hundred logs burning—a fine sight, to be sure 1 ” 

On looking nearer, however, he perceived that the circle 
was much wider than was requisite to warm tliemscives comfort¬ 
ably at the bonfire, and that this concourse of specators were not 
attracted solely by the beauty of a hundred blazing logs. 

In a wide space left clear between the fire and the crowd, 
a young girl was dancing. Whether she was a human being, a 
fairv or an angel, w.is what Gringoire, sce[)tical philosopher 
and' ironical poet as he was, could not at the first moment decide, 
so much was he fascinated by this dazzling vision. 

She was not tall, but the elasticity of her slcndor shape made 
ruj appear so. She was brown; but it was evident that in the 
d;.vlight her complexion would have that golden glow seen upon 
the womnn of Aiid.alusia and of the Roman StiU-s. IlerMiial 
foot, too, was Andalusian; for it was at once tieht an. easy 
in its light ami p'acrful shoe. She was dancing, turning, 
whirling upon an old Persi.an carpet spread negligently unocr 
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her feet; and each time that in turning round her radiant 
countenance passed before you, her large black eyes seemed to 
flash upon you. 

Around, every look was fixed upon her, every movith was 
open; and, indeed, while she was dancing thus to the sound 
of a tambourine which her two round and delicate arms lifted 
above her head—slender, fragile, brisk as a wasp in the sun¬ 
shine, with her golden corset without a plait, her parti-coloured 
skirt swelling out below her slender waist, her bare shoulders, her 
fine-formed legs of which her dress gave momentary glimpses 
her black hair and her sparkling eyes—she looked like somethinc 
more than human. ° 

“ Truly,” thought Gringoire, “ ’tis a salamander—a nymoh 

—a goddess—a bacchante of Mount Manalus 1 ” ^ 

At that moment one of the J^raids of the .salamander’s hair 

came undone, and a small piece of brass that had been attacherl 
to It rolled upon the ground. 

dilp^phreJ.” ■' had 

She resumed her dance. She took up from the ground two 
words, ^e points of which sfie supported upon her forehead 
making them turn m one direction while she turned in the other’ 
It was indeed no other than a gipsy. Yet disenrhn.u.a 
Gringoire found himself, the scene, taken altogether was i “t 
without Its i-ham, not without its magic, iL bonfire cast 

ckde of'fa hghl, which flickered brightly upon^,' 

and brown forehead of riie girl 

and, it the extremities of the Place, threw a Dale red.e.® ’ 

Other, upon the stone arms of the gibbet * ° 

were already 'grey His brnad dT- tomples, which 

them shone an extraordinar^youtt 1*''"/'='P-^tinkcn eye? 
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to the delight of ail, his reverie seemed to grow more and more 
giooray. From time to time a smile and a sigh encountered 
c^h other on his lips, but tlie smile was yet more dismal than 

die sigh. 

The girl, having at length danced herself quite out of breath, 
stopped, and the people applauded with fondness. 

“ Djali! ’’ cried the gipsy. 

Gringoire then saw come up to her a little white she*goat, 
lively, brisk, ami glossy, with gilt horns, gilt feet, and a gilt 
collar, which he had not before observed; as. until that moment, 
it had been lying squat upon one comer of the carpet, looking 

'At his mistress dance. , . • 

“ Diali.” said the dancer, “ it’s your turn now; and. sitting 

down, she gracefully held out her tambourine to the goat. 

“ Djali,” she continued, “ what month of the year ls 

diis? 

The animal lifted its fore-foot and struck one stroke upon t.r 
tamN)urine. It was, in fact, the first month of the year. Tlie 

the girl, turning^ her tambourine another 
■'■'Y/jalitHe/hLliure goWen Yo/ and struck s.x times upon 

D?ii I^'sa'id the gipsy, each time altering the position of 

•he tambourine, “ what hour of the day is it? ^ , 

^ Diali struck seven strokes, and at that very moment the clock 

of tlti MaLon-aux-Pihcrs’stnrcU seven. -Il.e people were 

''"'“‘ThemTtitchcraft in all that,” said a sinister voice in the 
crowd. It was that of the bald man who had h,s eyes constantly 

"’’she'Thuddered and turned away But the plaudits burst 
b rc p exclamation. Indeed they so 

r^YplYn ly efiaced if from her mind that she contmued to mter- 

•■"‘Difh'i "Yaid she, “how does Maitre Guichard Grand- 
Remy!tptam of the town pistoliers, go ur the procession at 

^YhlirrrarVd up on her hind-legs, and began to bleat, marching 
at the same time with so seemly a grav.t^y that the whole circle 
IJf sfecurrs burst out mto a laugh at this mimicry of the seU- 

IT tPTested devotion of the captain of pistoliers. 

‘ “ Djali 1” resumed the girl, emboldened by this increasing 
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success, “ how does Maitre Jacques Channoiuc, the king’s 
attorney in the ecclesiastical court—how does he preach? ” 

The goat sat do^vn upon its posteriors and began to bleat 
shaking its fore-paws after so strange a fashion that, with the 
exception of the bad French and worse Latin of the prea* her it 
was Jacques Charmolue to the life, gesture, accent, and attitude • 
and the crowd applauded with all their might. ’ 

“ Sacrilege 1 profanation 1 ” cried the voice of the balrl- 
headed man. 

The gipsy turned away once more. “ Ah,” said she “ it’s 
that odious man!” Then putting out her lower lip bevond 
her upper, she made a little pouting grimace which seemed 
familiar to her, turned upon her heel, and began to collect in 
her tambourine the contributions of the multitude 

All sorte of small coins-grands, blanks, petUs blancs, larg.s 
hards a I a,gh-v.’trt now sliowered upon her. In ukine he^ 
round she aW at once came before Gringoire arid ^ Ka t 
absence of mind put his hand into^i^sh^stt 
expectmg something. ” Diahle I ” exclaimed the poet Zsn’y 
at the bottom of his pocket the reality—that is to sav ’noth' ^ 

h h^^h'7 before him all the while' look mu 

at him with her large eyes, holding out her tambourine, and waif 

Fortunately an unexpected incident came to his relief “ \vu 

^l;rda'lS"orrofre¥h\V“Th\^^^ ft"'’ 

had tbatVseo dir^^'p 

had her supper? j>cojaing. Hasn t she 

sideboard.” And they all ran^totardsTh^ 

M^nwhile Gringoire availed himself of 

disappear among the crowd ^ '‘‘^^rt.ance of 
children reminded him that he too had of the 

fore hastened to the public buffet c^^a u He there 

a^^eubir Xtdn:’tet'nref:H^ 
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at five fous the pound. There was nothing now against the 
wall but the light fleurs-de-lis intermingled with rose-trees, 
painted there in 1434 by Mathieu Biteme; and they offered 
but a meagre supper. 

’Tis an unpleasant thing, after going without one’s dinner, 
to go to bed supperless. TIs less gratifying still to go without 
one’s supper and not know where to go to bed. Yet so it was 
with Gringoire. Without food, without lodging, he found him¬ 
self pressed by Necessity on every side, and he thought Necessity 
very ungracious. He had long discovered this truth—that 
Tupiter had created man in a fit of misanthropy, and that 
throughout the life of the wisest man his destiny keeps his 
philosophy in a state of siege. For his own part, he had never 
found the blockade so complete. He heard his stomach sound 
a parley, and he thought it very ill-ordained that his evil destiny 
should'reduce his philosophy by simple star\'ation. He was 
sinking more and more deeply into this melancholy reverie, 
when he w'as suddenly sUrtled from it by the sound of a fan¬ 
tastically warbling voice. It was the young gipsy singing. 

Her voice had the same character as her dance and as her 
beauty It had an undefinable charm — something clear, 
sonorous, aerial-winged, as it were. There was a continued 
succession of swells, of melodies, of unexpected falls—then 
simple strains, interspersed with sharp and whistling notes 
—then a running over the gamut that would have bewildered a 
nit^htinc^ale yet ever harmonious—then soft octave undulations, 
which r”ose'and fell like the bosom of the youthful songstress. 
The expression of her fine countenance followed with singular 
flexibility every capricious variation of her song, from the wildest 
inspiration to the most chastened dignity. She seemed now all 

frolic and now all majesty. 

The words that she sang were in Spanish, a language un¬ 
intelligible to Gringoire, and which seamed to be unknown to 
herself so little did the expression which she gave in singing 
correspond with the sense of the words. For instance she gave 
these four lines, from an old ballad of the time of the Moors, 
with the most sportive gaiety:— 

“ Un cofre de pr.in riqur7a 
Hallaron dentro un |)il.ir; 

Dentrn del. nuevas baudoras 
Cod 6_:tiras de espantar." 

And then, a moment after, at the tone which she gave to tins 
Stanza— 
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“ Alarabes de cavaUo 
Sio f'oderse mencar. 

Con espadas, y a los ruellos 
BaHestas de bueo echar *'— 


Gringoire felt the tears come to his eyes. Yet joyfuincss pre¬ 
dominated in her tones, and she seemed to warble like a bird, 
from pure lightness of heart. The gipsy’s song had disturbed 
(.nnpire’s reverie, but it was as the swan disturbs the water. 
He listened to it with a sort of ravishment and forgetfulness 

of everything else. It was the first moment for several hours 
in which he feit no suffering. 

The moment was a short one. The same female voi( e which 
had interrupted the gipsy’s dance now interrupted her 6ong 

Wilt thou be silent, thou hell-cricket?” it cried, still from 
the same dark corner of the Place. 

.Pnh stopped short, and Gringoire stopped his 

ears Oh, he cried, “thou cursed broken-toothed sars 
that comest to break the lyre! ” 

The rest of the bystanders murmured like himself. '* 'Fhe 

mu.ible disturber might have found cause to repent of her 
a lhS m attention been diverted 

Place dTrT"® ""“y was now debouching^upon the 

This nrocl'’'’ clamours.^ 

from the Pala°s"’had departure 

recruited with alUhe rr®“® “"u ^“y’ =‘"‘1 been 

disposable vLabonds ‘be unemployed thieves ami 

be faithfuls beggary, and thievery, could it 

oi ^ould form neither one 

''reat historv least instructive chapters in the 

government! especially in that of all such old 

brigandage (commonW originally by violence and 

the invading aTa,mL - “"d lor the benefit of 

expense of^the nn, their descendants, at the 

of such gleLen ma ority- 

revolution of mg" ’ ‘g f Stance before the 
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hereditary' legislation, originally set up by that great bad man, 
Duke William the bastard, and his copartners in inicuity. 
having borne its full fruits, in these two naturally favoured but 
so long politically cursed islands, is now on the point of being 
washed away by the ocean wa\'es of public opinion, swelled bv 
the terrihc tide of genera! distress. Who can l.eip exclaiming 
with the marin-r in The Tempest ,— 

■ car? r',-.ir<?r3 for the name of k.n» ? •' 

VMio can help deploipig that the fortunes of the united people 
of Great Eritain and Ireland should be in the hands of a Prime 
Minist£r, who, less discreet than Canute of old, is blindly and 
childishly bent on saying to this political sea, “ Thus far shalt 
thou go, and no farther, and here shall thy proud waves be 
stayed I ” 

Tne reader must pardon this burst of political feeling; but 
we wTite in no ordinarv times—we wTite in the vicinity of the 

r ^ 

British metropolis—and cold indeed must be the heart of that 
man who, placed in such a locality, does not, when the word 
be?:rary meets his ear or his eye, reflect with mingled grie: 
and indignation upon that flood of mendicity which he now 
encounters at every turn, among the most industrious people,, 
possessing the richest resources, on the face of the globe—a flood 
which sets magistrates and policemen alike at dchance—remind¬ 
ing him daily and hourly that a regime is yet standing which 
says to such a people as that of these islands, not “ Work or 
stan-e,” but “ Starve, for you shall not work.” ^ 

Havin'? thus vented in some degree our uncontrollable 
feelings on this point, we return to the consideration of that 
description of beggary which, for the sake of distinction, we 
may denominate the comic species, and which, though not 
springing so immediately, as the tragic and revolutionary- 
species just now alluded to, from political iniquity or mis¬ 
management, yet owes its toleration, if not its existence, to the 
same cause as the former—the establishment over a nation of 

‘ To this effect it is that our " goveramcQt ” has spokea, and still 
speaks bv its acts—coupled with which ac^ its words are lutn -rabW 
insulting; In Lari Grey’s speech from the Throne on the assemb^g of 
the first rearmed ParUament. it has been gravely a^ounced to the 
•• l.rds and gentlemen " that it would be their ” anxious but CTatefui duty 
to promote, bv all practicable means, habits of industry and good order 
am o- the labouring classes of the community. N^eil might Mr. Attwood 
of Birmingham in the debate on the Address, after observing that ^^thm 
the last twelve months rmlUcns of these industrious people bad been 
going froai door to d<viT to obtaio food, exci^UD. 

as be did. ’* Surely this CoiJ insult might have been spared' ” 
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a system of plunder, fraud, and coercion miscall ed ^^nvrrnment, 
in which the self-styled governors are utterly regarrllcss of th' 
morals and happiness of the great mass of the community—a 
system which makes up for lack of prevention by prf'f-ision of 
punishment, and for neglect of moral culture by ala( nty wiili 
the halter. 

This it is which creates one species of vagrancy and encourages 

the other. The Beggar’s Opera has generally passed for a very 

good joke, but it conveys an awful moral to those who look a 

little below the surface of things. The identity of pritniple 

between wholesale and petty robbery, between murder of 

hundreds by thousands and murder of an individual bv two or 

three; the fact that robbery consists in taking the piroperty of 

others without their own consent, by whatever number of men, 

upon whatever number committed; and that the destruction 

of life in executing that robbery is murder, whether perpetrated 

by lew or many upon few or many—are moral maxims as evident 

as any mathematical axioms, when once clearly presented to 
the mind. 

“The statesman, because he’s so 
Thinks his trade Ls as honest as mine,” 


S } and assuredly, the statesman who volunteer:' 

his ser\’ices to prosecute and uphold a system which extorts the 
money of the majority of a people by intimidation, and user, 
cannon and bayoneu if they resist, is not a whit more honest, 
though less adventurous, than the robber on the highway- 
nay, if the number of persons injured affect the weight of crime. 

e IS immeasurably the more guilty of the two. And in those 
^es where his ends may be gained not by open force, hut by 
mple fraud, he must be content to be placed on exactly fft 
e same moral ground as the race of petty impostors, whom 

encourages in a vastly greater degree than his 
judicial terrors deter-with this difference only, that in the case 

ud, as m that of violence, he practises on a larger scale. 

oi 1 vagrants, the “ sturdy beggars ” of our 

a laws and popular ballads, and the “ rogues and vagabonds ” 

Statutes, are ever found abundant in large and 

Zp ed ^ goven>ment U too^mucS 

to ^re plundering tire society by wholesale 

wwl • of the individuals composincr it 

\\here is vagabondism now found to thrive? In X K 
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from the soil? In the United States of America and in France; 
in the former of which countries nothing, and in the latter but 
little, of such system remains. 

ITie sources of vagabondism in general, existing amidst a 
great civilised society, are then, we think, pretty clearly traceable 
in misgovemment, or, more properly, false government; but 
there is one variety of it the origin of which has never been, and 
perhaps never can be, distinctly made out—we mean the mixture 
in the general tide of vagrancy of that peculiar stream the race 
of gipsies, whose source, like that of the great Egyptian river 
Itself, has so long been wrapped in mystery. 'I’liey share this 
distinction with the Jews—that they form a nation without a 
country; but here every shadow of resemblance ends. They 
seem to have something of the Ishmaelite, but certainly nothing 
at all of the Israelite. The Jews are a people of ancient litera¬ 
ture, with a regular history the most ancient that has obtained 
-iny currency in Europe, an attachment to their ancient civil 
and religious dispensation unexampled for its persevering 
resistance to the operation of time, place, and persecution, ami 
cherishing through a long succession of ages—if they do not 
cherish it still—the hope of being finally restored to the occupa¬ 
tion of a particular territory, endeared to them, not indeed by 
natural beauty or fertility, but by those ancient traditions of 
liberty, glory, and Divine favour, which seemed to grow the 
dearer to them as they softened under the mellowing hand of 
Time. The gipsies, on the contrary, are a people without 
letters, without religion, and, which is most surprising of all, 
without supersliiion (indeed it may fairly be said that, viihout 
either religion or superstition of their own, they live in a great 
measure upon the heathenish superstitions of persons professing 
the Christian religion); and it is quite certain that, so far from 
their enjoying the promise of a residence in such a country as 
Palestine, the severest punishment that could be de\'ised for 
them would be to compel them to take up their abode finally in 
anv tract upon the face of the earth, thougli it were the most 
paradisal or elysian that could be found or imagined—so 
essentially migratory is their Arab nature. 

As to the clime from which they originallv sprung, the 
F-nglish word gipsy, the Spanish gitano, and the French fgyptten, 
seem to point to it much more truly than the more ordinary 
French term bohemien, which can denote nothing more than that 
they CAme or were jmpularly supposed to nave come into France 
from Bohemia, their complexion and form suflicientiy denoting 
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a southern as well as an eastern origin. Now, it seems most 
likely that in the Middle Ages the ancient fame of Kuypt for 
sorcery, which in Egypt itself must have been confined to tiu; 
real students and adepts in pretended necromancy, Ix'came 
inseparably attached in the vulgar imagination, among the 
nations of the west, to the name Egyptian itself; and that 
while the real Egyptian sorcerers would certainly practise at 
home, the more roving of the Egyptian vagabonds, ori'rinally, 
perhaps, from the other side of the Red Sea, thinking that a 
harvest might be made and their wandering habits indulged 
among these western nations of Europe, rambled of! in that 
direction, and set up for necromancers themselves, their native 
cunning, and the hints they had picked up from practitioners 
of more solid pretension, furnishing them with quite enough 
of the science to impose upon the general ignorance and credu¬ 
lity of the people upon whom they were going to practise, 
and whose imaginations were also excited by the (to them) 
singular habits of these rovers, and their affection for liaunting 
woods, caves, and wildernesses, for holding themselves in close 
communication, as it were, with all the elemental agencies— 
with the winds and the waters, the light and the darkness, the 
mist and the sunshine, the lightning and the tempest. 

At any rate, until a better solution can be given, this may 
perhaps be allowed to pass.' And in the meantime we may 
also note this indubitable phenomenon in the moral constitu¬ 
tion of these people, for the contemplation of the believers in 
universality of natural religion—that the true gipsies 
tnemselves have no notion of a Supreme Being whatever, nor 
apparently of any supernatural agency. 

\Ne must now return to the vagabonds of France in the 

mteenth century, who will be found to make no inconsiderable 
figure m this narrative. 

confess we feel rather at a loss for want of 

dirtinn ^ French Captain Grose to give us a classical 

aictionary of their vulgar tongue. Had we more leisure than 

)ust now at our command to reperuse the valuable collectiono 
tKo venerable countryman just now mentioned 

Mnnrp r biography of the illustrious Bamfylde 

oore Carew (interesting also to us politicians, as havinc- been 

paragraph our attention has bc.n called to 

bV a German .nvestlga 

come from befo^d conjecture as to their having 

lisht 01 a disptLd aluoa ' “ in the 
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an electi\’e sovereign), and the classic pages of that living 
ornament to our literature, Pierce Egan, it is probable that this 
course of study, together with a few weeks’ personal research, 
under some ingenious disguise or other, first in the Holy Land, 
and then in Epping Forest or Maidenhead Thicket (for Norwood 
is no longer tlie classic region of gipsydom), might enrich our 
vocabular>’ to such a degree as to leave the reader, in the sense 
intended by the encouraging French-English advertisements of 
the French hotel-keepers, “ nothing to hope for.” 

However, we shall make the best we can of it in the course of 
our story; and we solicit the reader’s indulgence for such 
deficiency of illustration as may arise from our being of the 
uninitiated. 

And, in the first place, tve will offer an explanation of t^vo 
general denominations, the understanding of which is essential 
to that of the succeeding part of our narrative. The word argot 
denotes in French, or rather it once denoted, the whole tribe o* 
vagabonds by profession; and at the same time was used to 
denote that part of their spieech which was peculiar to them¬ 
selves—their cant language, as we should phrase it. Every 
member of the nation of Argot, as they termed it, was conse¬ 
quently an Argotier; but there was another term synonymous 
with vagabond, and which seems to have been yet more 
popularly familiar—namely, the word truand or truant. 

ITiLs ancient and venerable word has, with slight variations 
of orthography, been in very general use on this western side of 
Europe; and the curious in etymologies will find in Ducange two 
folio columns of gratification under this head. The English 
word truant, apparently one of tlie Norman introducti"ns, 
though now confined to denote the vagabond schoolboy, had 
once, no doubt, a more extended signification; and the Spanish 
truJuin, though it, ag.un, is limited in its application to one 
particukir species of vagalx)nd, the buffoon or jester, evidently 
(X)mcs from the same etymological root, whatever that was. 
But lis the Englisli word truant, corresjK)nding with one of the 
old French orthographies of the word, is by no means associated 
with the compound idea of beggar, thief, and impostor, which 
attached to the French term, we prefer truand, which indeed 
seems have been in most general use formerly, and i> tie 
present form of the word: then we shall say iruandess, t'>r a 
truande or female truand; and iruandry, ior truandrru, tie 
Btiitc or profession of a truand, as also me whole communit) 0 
truands collectively. 
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On the stat" of the Parisian truandry at the period in question,, 
we cannot help remarking that it does not exactly correspond 
with the intimation in one of the lyrical effusions given us by 
King Bamfylde’s biographer and laureate,— 


Where’s the oation lives so iree 
And so merrily as we? ” 


nor yet with Beranger’s song in praise of modem beggarhood, 


Les gu*ux. \ts 
Sont Ifts gens he'jrem. 


Poetry and history, it seems, must always be a Utile at variance. 
Besides that, at the period of our story, truandi<m partook of 
the general savagcncss of the age; and the violent criminal wi\s 
more frequently associated in the same person with the mendi¬ 
cant than in later times. 

But to return to the fools’ pope, whom we left rather uncere¬ 
moniously, in the midst of his triumphal progress, and whose 
procession we must now endeavour to describe. 

First of all marched the tribes of Egypt. The Duke of Eg>'pt 
was at their head, with his counts on foot, holding his bridle and 
stirrup; behind them came the Egyptian men and women, 
pell-mell, with their little children squalling upon their shoulders; 
all of them, duke, counts, and people, covered with rags and 
tinsel. Then followed the kingdom of Argot—that is, all the 
rest of the vagabond community—arranged in bands according 
to the order of their dignities, the moincs or monks walking 
first. Thus marched on, four abreast, with Uie different insignia 
of their degrees in that strange faculty, most of them crippled in 
some way or other—some limping, others with only one hand 
—the courtaux dt bontanche, the coquillarts, the hubinSy the 
s ouleux, the calots, the frafu-mitoux, the poUssons, the picires, 
the capons, the malingreux, the rijodes, the marcandiers, the 
f^rqucis, the orphelinsy the or chi sup pots, the cagoux —denomina¬ 
tions enough to have wearied Homer himself to enumerate, and 
some explanation of which will occur as \v#» Tr ..m.. 
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dances, and surrounded by his mace-bearers, his suppois, and 
tl-.e clerks of the chamhre ies comptes. Lastly came the members 
of the basoche} with their garlanded maypoles, their black 
gowns, their music, worthy of a witches’ meeting, and their 
great candles of yellow wax. In the centre of this latter crowd, 
the great officers of the brotherhood of fools bore upon tlieir 
shoulders a bra7iC(Vil, or chair carried upon poles, more loaded 
witli wax tapers than was the shiine of Sainte-Genevi^ve in 
time of pestilence; and upon this chair shone, crosiered, coped, 
and mitred, the new fools’ pope, the ringer of Notre-Dame, 
Quasimodo the hunchback. 


Each division of this grotesque procession had its particular 
music, llie Egyptians sounded their balafos and their African 
tambourines. The Argotiers, a very unmusical race, had 
advanced no farther than the viol, the bugle-horn, and the 
Gothic rubebbe of the twelfth centur)'. The empire of Galilee 
had not made much greater progress. You could but just 
distinguish in its music some wTctched rebeck of the infancy of 
the art, still confined to the re, la, mi. But it was around tlit 
fools’ pope that were displayed, in magnificent discordance, all 
the musical riches of the age: there were rebeck trebles, rebeck 
tenors, and rebeck counter-tenors—not to mention the flutes 
and the cuivres. Alas I our readers will recollect that it was 


poor Gringoire’s orchestra. 

It is not easy to give an idea of the expression of proud and 
beatific satisfaction to which the melancholy and hideous visage 
of Quasimodo had attained in the journey from the Palais to 
the Gr^ve. It w'as the first feeling of self-love that he had ever 
enjoyed. He had hitherto experienced nothing but humiliation, 
disdain for his condition, disgust for his person. So that, deaf 
as he was, he nevertheless relished, like a true pope, the acclama¬ 
tions of that crowd whom he hated because he felt himself hated 
by them. What though his people were a people of fools, an 
assemblage of cripples, thieves, and beggars! still they were a 
people, and he was a soverfign. And he took in earnest all the 

• Thi.s was originally the denomination of the jurisdiction form-rlv 
exercised by the clerks to the procureurs or attorneys in the court of Uie 
Parisian piliamcnt, for the deasion of differen<»s arising among the 
cl.-rks themselves, or complaints brought 

artisans. There was a chan<elUrie or Chancery of the Dasoche, ‘hat 

one of the clerks who presided over the rest was calJid the ^ 

liasoche (King of the Basoche). But the word by c»‘«D;‘on 

set-ms to hdve a>me to signify the whole tribe of clerks and vvTilers of 
ail degrees, employed in the offices of the legal profes^on at 

oouentiy hunting the Palais de JusUce; and m that signification it 

ca in the text. 
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ironical applause and mock reverence u'liich they gave hiin, 
with which, at the same time, we must not forget to observe 
that there mingled, in the minds of the crowd, a degree of fear 
perfectly real: for the hunchback was strong; tlujugh bow- 
legged, he was active; though deaf, he was malicious—three 
qualities which have the effect of moderating ridicule. 

However, that the new pope of the fools himself at all 
analysed the feelings which he experienced and those which h^’ 
inspired we by no means imagine. The spirit that was loclgeil 
in that misshapen body was necessarily itself incomplete and 
dull of hearing, so that w-hat it felt at that moment wa.s to itself 
absolutely vague, indistinct, and confused. Only joy beamed 
through, and pride predominated. Around that dismal and 
unhappy countenance there was a perfect radiance. 

It was, therefore, not without surprise and dread that all at 
once, at the moment when Quasimodo, in that state of demi- 
intoxication, was passing triumphantly before the Maison-aux- • 
Piliers, a man was seen to issue from the crowd, and, with an 
angry gesture, snatch from his hands his crosier of gill wood, 
the ensign of his mock papacy. 

The person who had this temerity was the man with the bal l 

forehead, who the moment before, standing in the crowd that 

encircled the gipsy, had chilled the poor girl’s blood with his 

words of menace and hatred. He was in an ecclesiastical dress. 

moment he stepped forth from the crowd he w;is recognised 

by Gringoire, who had not before observed him. “ Whatl” 

^id he with a cry of astonishment. “ Why, ’tis my master in 

Hermes, Dorn Claude Frollo, the archdeacon 1 What the devil 

can he want with that one-eyed brute? He’s going to get 
himself devoured 1 ” b b b 


Indeed, a cry of terror proceeded from the multitude. The 
ormidable Quasimodo had leaped down from his chair; and 
the women turned away their eyes, that they might not see him 
tear the archdeacon to pieces. 

bound up to the priest, looked in his face, and 
^en fell u^n his knees before him. The priest snatched his 
«ara from his head, broke his crosier, and rent his tinsel cope, 
gu^imodo remained upon his knees, bowed down his head 
Md clasped his hands. They then entered into a strange dia¬ 
logue 01 signs and gestures, for neither of them uttered a word— 

prLtraS^ imperious; Quasimodo 

Rostrate, humble, suppliant. And yet it is certain that 

Quasimodo could have crushed the priest with a single gripe 
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At last the priest, roughly shaking Quasimodo’s powerful 
shoulder, made him a sign to rise and follow him; and Quasi¬ 
modo rose accordingly. 

Then the brotherhood of fools, tlieir first amazement being 
over, offered to defend their pope, thus abruptly dethroned, 
TTie Egyptians, the Argotiers, and all the Basoche came yelping 
round the priest. But Quasimodo, placing himself before the 
priest, put the muscles of his athletic fists in play, and faced the 
assailants, gnashing his teeth like an enraged tiger. The priest 
resumed his sombre gravity, made a sign to Quasimodo, and 
withdrew in silence. Quasimodo walked before him, scattering 
die crow'd as he passed along. 

Wlien they had made their way through tlie populace and 
across the Place, the mob of the curious and the idle offered to 
lullow them. Quasimodo then placed himself in the rear, and 
followed the archdeacon backwards, looking squat, snarling, 
monstrous, shaggy, gathering up his limbs, licking his tusks, 
growling like a wild beast, and impressing immense vibrations 
on the crowd by mere look or gesture. 

At length they both plunged down a dark narrow street, into 
which no one ventured after them, so effectually was its entrance 
barred by the mere image of Quasimodo gnashing his teeth. 

“ All this is wonderful enough,” said Gringoire to himself, 
” but where the devil shall I find a supper? ” 


CHAPTER IV 

THE INCONVENIENCES OF AN EVENING CHASE 

Gringoire, at a venture, had set himself to f.dlow the gipsy 
girl. He had seen her, with her goat, turn doNsn the Rue do 
la Contelleric, and accordingly he turnr-d into the Rue de la 
Contellerie likewise. ” Why not? ” said he to himself. 

A practical philosopher of the streets of ParLs, Gnngmre had 
remarked that nothing is more favourable to a stale of reverie 
than to follow a pretty woman without knowing whither she is 
going. In this voluntary abdication of one s free wil —in ^ls 
fancy subjecting itself to the fancy of another, while that other 
Ls tutallv uncoii.^cious of it-there is a mixture of fanU^tic 
independence with blind obedience, a something mtcimediate 
between slavery and freedom, which was picassi.g to tlic raind 
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oi Gringoire, a mind essentially mixed, undecided, and complex 
—holding the medium between all extremes, in constant sus¬ 
pense amongst all human propensities, and neutralising one of 
them by another. He likened himself with satisfa« tion to the 
tomb of Mohammed, attracted by the two loilcstones in oppo .ite 
directions, and hesitating eternally between the top and the 
bottom, between the roof and the pavement, between fall and 
ascension, between the zenith and the nadir. 

Had Gringoire been living in our time, what a fine medium, 
what a justf milieu he would have kept between the clas.->ic an<l 
the romantic! But he was not primitive enough to live three 
hundred years, and ’tis really a pity. His absence leaves a 
void which, in these days of ours, is but too sensibly felt. 

However, for thus following the passengers through the 
streets, especially the female ones, which Gringoire readily did, 
there is nothing that better disposes a man than to know where 
to go to bed. 

He walked along, therefore, all pensive, behind the young 
girl, who quickened her step, making her pretty little four- 
footed companion trot beside her, as she saw the townspeople 
reaching home and the taverns shutting up—the only shops 
that had been opened that day. “ After all," he half thought 
to himself, ‘‘ she must have a lodging somewhere—the gipsy 
women have good hearts—who knows? " And there were some 
points of suspension about which he went on weaving this 
web in his mind—certainly very flattering ideas, or shadows of 
ideas. 

Meanwhile, at intennls, as he passed by the last groups of 
bourgeois closing their doors, he caught some fragment of 
their conversation which snapped the thread of *his pleasing 
hypotheses. 

Now it was two old men accosting each other. 

Maitre Thibaut Femicle, do you know, it’s very cold." 
(Gringoire had known it ever since the winter had set in.) 

Ves, indeed, Maitre Boniface Disome. Are we going to 
have such a winter as we had three years ago, in the year ’8o, 
when wood rose to eight sols a load, think you? " 

" Bahl it’s nothing at all, Maitre Thibaut, to the winter of 
1407, when it froze from Martinmas to Candlemas, and so sharp 
^at the ink in the pen in the parliament’s registrar’s hand 

froze, in the Grand’ Chambre, at every three words_which 

interrupted the registering of the judgments! ” 

Then farther on there were two good female neighbours, 
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talking to each other through their windows, with candles in 
their hands that glimmered through the fog. 

“ Has your husband told you of the mishap, Mademoiselle 
La Boudraque.^ ” 

“ No, Mademoiselle Turquant; what is it? ” 

“ The horse of Monsieur Gilles Godin, notary at the Giatelet, 
took fright at the Flemings and their procession, and ran over 
Maitre Philippot Avrillot, lay brother of the Celestines ” 

“Did it indeed?” 

“ Yes, indeed.” 

“ A paltry hack-horse too I Tliat was rather too bad: had 
it been a cavalry horse, now, it would not have been so much 
amiss.” 

And the windows were shut again. But Gringoire had 
completely lost the thread of his ideas. 

Luckily he soon found it again, and easily pieced it together 
at the sight of the gipsy girl and of Dj.ali, who were still trotting 
on before him—two slender, delicate, and charming creatures, 
whose small feet, pretty figures, and graceful motions he gazed 
at with admiration, almost confounding them together in 
bis contempLtion; their common intelligence and mutual 
affection seeming those of two young girls; while, for their 
light, quick, graceful step, they might have been both young 
huids. 

ifeanwhilc the streets were every moment becoming darker 
and more solitary. The curfew had long cea.sed to ring, and 
now it was only at long interv'als that a person passed you on 
the pavement, or a light was to be seen at a window. Gringoire, 
in following the gipsy, had involved himself in that inextricable 
labyrinth of 'alleys, courts, and crossings which surrounds the 
ancjent sepulchre of the Holy Innocents, and may be compared 
to a skein of thread ravelled by the playing of a kitten. “ Very 
xllogical streets, in truth I ” muttered Gringoire, quite lost in the 
thousand windings which seemed to be everla-stingly turning 

k upon themselves, but through which the girl followed a 
track that seemed to ^ well knowm to her, and with a pace of 
increasing rapidity. For his own part, he would have been 
perfectly ignorant as to his “ whereabout ” had he- not obser\'cd, 
at a bend of a street, the octagonal mass of the pillory of the 
Halles, the perforated top of wliich traced its dark outline upon 
a solitary patch of liglit yet visible in a window of tlie Rue 

Vcrdelet. 

A few minutes before his step ha^l attracted the girl’s atten- 
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tion she had several times turned her head towards him, as i! 
withaneasiness; once, too, she had stopped short !uu] availed 
herstf of a ray of light that escaped from a half-open bake- 
hous to survey him steadily from head to foot; then, when 
she hd taken that glance, Gringoire had observed her make 
that ittle mow which he had already remarked, and she had 


gone 'D without more ado. 

Thi same little mow furnished Gringoire with a subject of 
reflec\on. There certainly was disdain and mockery in that 
prett) little grimace. So that he was beginning to hang down 
his had, to count the paving-stones, and to follow the girl at 
a rathr greater distance, when, just after she had made a turn 
into astreet which took her for a moment out of his sight, ho 
heard ler utter a piercing shriek. 

He juickened his pace. The street was quite dark. How¬ 
ever, i twist of tow steeped in oil, which was burning in a sort 
of iron cage, at the foot of a statue of the Virgin at the corner 
of the street, enabled Gringoire to discern the gipsy struggUn.> 
in the arms of two men, who were endeavouring to stifle her 
cries, vhile the poor little goat, all wild with alTright, hung 
down is head, bleating. 

“ Hilher, hither, gentlemen of the watch I ” cried Gringoire, 
and he advanced bravely. One of the men who laid hold of 
the girl turned towards him. It was the formidable visage of 
Quasimodo. Gringoire did not (ly, but he did not advance 
another step. 

Quasimodo came up to him, threw him four paces off upon 
the pavement with a back stroke of his hand, and plunged 
rapidly bto the darkness, bearing off the girl, her figure droop¬ 
ing over his arm almost as flexibly as a silken scarf. His 

companion followed him, and the poor goat ran behind with its 
plaintive bleat 


^^Murderl murderl ” cried the unfortunate gipsy. 

Stand, there, you scoundrels, and let that wench go!*’ 

WM all at once heard in a voice of thunder from a horseman, 

who suddenly made his appearance from the neighbourint^ 
crossway. o o 

It was a captain of that description of household troops 
which were still oUled archers (from the crossbows which they 
^med before the invention of firearms), armed cap-d~pie, with 
his espadon, or great two-edged sword, in his hand. He snatched 
the gipsy from the grasp of the amazed Quasimodo, laid her 
across his saddle, and at the moment when the redoubtable 
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hunchback, having recovered from his surprise, was r\^hing 
upon him to seize his prey a second time, fifteen or sitteen 
archers who followed close upon their captain made Itheir 
appearance, each bnuidishing his broadswtjrd. They ^tre a 
detachment going the counterwatch, by order of Messire ijobert 
d’Estouteville, keeper of the provostry of Paris. I 

Quasimodo was surrounded, seized, and bound. He bared, 
he foamed, he bit; and had it been daylight, no doipt his 
visage alone, rendered yet more hideous by rage, woul| have 
put the whole detachment to flight. Put being in the dirk, he 
was disarmed of his most formidable weapon, his uglinesi His 
companion had disappeared during the struggle. ' 

The gipsy girl gracefully gained her seat upon the <)fficer’s 
saddle, leaned both her hands upon the young man’s shmlders, 
and looked fixedly at him for a few seconds, as if djighted 
wiih his fine countenance and the effectual succour k had 
rendered her. Then speaking first, and making her swert voice 
still sweeter, she said to him, “ Monsieur !e Gendarme, (vhat is 
vour name? ” 

“ ( aptain Pheehus de Chateaupers, at your sen ice, my fair 
one,” said the officer, drawing himself up. 

“ 1 hank you,” said she. 

And while Captain Pheebus was curling his mousia:he a lu 
Ihufg:iif>nontie she glided down from the horse like an arrow 
falling to the ground, and fled with the speed of lightnng. 

“ yomhril du Pape!*' exclaimed the captain, while he rnacle 

them tighten the bands upon the limbs of Quasimodo, I 
rather have kept the wench.” 

“ Why, captain,” said one of the gendarmes, what would 
you have? The linnet is flown; we’ve made sure of the bat. 


CHAPTER V 

CONSEQUEN'CFS OF THE CHASE 

GR.Nr.o.RE, quite stunned with his fa)!, had remained stretched 
upon the pavement before the rood Virgin of the “rner of the 

«^ct liv degrees, however, he recovered his senses. At first 

an-ecr. i>) ^ ^ of ha f-somnolent reverie, 

he was for some minutes in a son 

winch was not altogether disagreeable, and in uhirh the a 
figures of the gipsy and the goat were confounded in ti.s imag.na- 
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tion with the weight of Quasimodo’s fist. This state of his 
feelings, however, was of short duration. A very lively impres¬ 
sion of cold upon that part of his body which was in conuict 
with the ground suddenly awoke him, and brought back his 
mind to the surface. “ Whence is this coolness that I feci? ” 
said he hastily to himself. He then perceived that he lay 
somewhere about the middle of the gutter. 

"The devil take the humpbacked cyclop!” grumbled he, 
and he strove to get up. But he was too much stunned and too 
much bruised; so that he was forced to remain where he was. 
Having, however, the free use of his hand, he stopped his nose 
and resigned himself to his situation. 

“ The mud of Paris,” thought he (for he now believed it to be 
decided that the kennel was to be his lodging, 

El que faire ea uq gite k que I’oq ne sodrc?)— 

" the mud of Paris is particularly offensive. It must contain a 
large proportion of volatile and nitrous salts. Such, too, is the 
opinion of Maitre Nicolas Flamel and the hermetics.” 

This word hermetics reminded him of the Archdeacon Claude 
Frollo. He reflected on the scene of violence of which ho b.vl 
just before had a glimpse; that he had seen the gipsy struggling 
between two men; that (Quasimodo had a companion w’iih him; 
and the sullen and haughty countenance of the archdeacon 
floated confusedly in his recollection. " That would be strange,” 
thought he; and then, with this datum and upon this basis, he 
began to rear the fantastic framework of hypothesis, that house 
of cards of the philosophers; then suddenly returning once more 
to reality, " Oh, I freeze! ” he cried. 

The position was, in fact, becoming less and less ten.'iV.le. 
Each particle of water in the channel carried off a particle of 
caloric from the loins of Griiigoire, and an equality of tempera¬ 
ture between his body and the fluid that ran under it was begin¬ 
ning to establish itself without mercy. 

All at once he was assailed by an annoyance of quite a 
different nature. A troop of children, of those little barefooted 
savages that have in all times run about the streets of Paris, with 
the everlasting name of gamins, “ and who,” says our author, 
when we were children also, used to throw stones at us all as 
we were l^^ving school in the evening, because our trousers were 
not torn —a swarm of these young rogues ran to the crossway 
where Gnngoire was lying, laughing and shouting in a manner 
that showed very little concern about tlie sleep of the neigh- 
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hours. They were dragging after them some sort of a shapeless 
pack, and the noise of their wooden shoes alone was enough to 
waken the dead. Gringoire, who was not quite dead yet, half 
raised himself up. 

“ Hollo, Hennequin Dand^che!—Hollo, Jehan Pincebourde! ” 
cried the\' as loud as tliey could bawd. “ Old Eustache Moubon, 
the old iron-seller at the corner, is just dead. We’ve got his 
Straw mattress, and we’re going to make a bonfire with it. 
This is the Flamiugs’ day.” 

And so saying, they threw down the mattress precisely upon 
Gringoire, whom they had come up to without perceiving him. 
At the same time one of them took a handful of straw, and went 
to light it at the Blessed Virgin’s torch. 

” Mori-Chrisi! ” muttered Gringoire, “ am I now going to 
be too hot.' ” 

The moment was critical. He was about to be fixed between 
fire and water. He made a supernatural effort, such as a coiner 
might have made in trying to escape when they were going to 
boil him to death. He rose up, threw back the mattress upon 
the gamins, and took to his heels. 

‘‘Holy Virgin!” cried the boys, "it’s the old iron-seller’s 
ghost!” And they too ran away. 

The mattress remained master of the field. Those judicious 
historians, Bellcforet, Father le Juge, and Corrozet, assure us 
that the next morning it was taken up with great solemnity by 
the clergy of that part of the town, and carried in great pomp 
to the treasury of Sainte-Opportune’s church, where, until the 
year 1789, the sacristan drew a very handsome income from the 
great miracle worked by the statue of the \ irgin at the corner 
of the Rue Mauconseil, which, by its presence alone, in the 
memoralde night between the 6th and 7th of January 1482, had 
exorcised the deceased Jehan Moubon, who, to cheat the devil, 
had, when dying, slyly hidden his soul within his niattiess. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE COURT OF MIRACLF,S 

After running for some time as fast as his legs would carry him, 
without knowing whither, whisking round many a corner, 
striding over many a gutter, traversing many a court and alley, 
seeking flight and passage through all the meanders of the old 
pavement of the Halles, exploring what are called in the elegant 
Latin of the charters lota via, chtmimim ft viaria, our poet all at 
once made a halt—first because he was out of breatli, and then 
because a dilemma had suddenly arisen in his mind. “ It seems 
to me, Maitre Pierre Gnngoire,” said he to himself, applying his 
finger to his forehead, “ that youTe running all this while like 
a brainless fellow that you are. The little rogues were no less 
afraid of you than you of them. It seems to me, 1 say, that 
you heard the clatter of their wooden shoes running away south¬ 
ward while you were running away northward. Now one of 
two things must have taken place: either they have run away, 
and then the mattress, which they must have forgotten in their 
fright, is precisely that hospitable couch after which you have 
been hunting ever since the morning, and which the Lady Virgin 
miraculously sends you to reward you for having composed in 
honour of her a morality, accompanied with triumphs and 
rnummeries; or the boys have not run away, and in that case 
they will have set a light to the mattress, and that will be 
exactly the excellent fire that you’re in want of, to comfort, 
'^rm, and dry you. In either case—good bed or good fire— 
the mattress is a present from Heaven. The ever-blessed 
irgm Mary that stands at the corner of the Rue Mauconseil 
perrups caused Jehan Moubon to die for the very purpose; and 
folly in you to scamper away at such a rate, like a Picard 
running from a Frenchman, leaving behind you what you are 

to seek, blockhead that you are! ” 

Then he began to retrace his steps, and ferreting about to 
discover where he was—snuffing the wind and laying down his 
he strove to find his way back to the blessed mattress • 
out in vain. AU was intersections of houses, courts and 
clustering streets, amongst which he incessantly doubted and 

allev^ of dark 

labyrinth of the Hotel 
des Toumellea .tself. At length he lost patience, and vehemlS 
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exclaimed, “ A curse upon the crossings! The devil himself has 
made them after the image of his pitchfork! ” 

This exclamation relieved him a little, and a sort of reddish 
reflection, which he at that moment discovered at the end of a 
long and very narrow street, completed the restoration of his 
courage. “God be praised,” said he, “there it is! There is 
my blazing mattress!” And likening himself to the pilot 
foundering m the night-time, ''Salve," added he piously, 
“ salve, marts Stella I ” 

Did he address this fragment of a litany to the Holy Virgin or 
to the straw mattress? We really cannot say. 

He had no sooner advanced a few paces dowm the long street 
or lane, which was on a declivity, unpaved, descending quicker 
and becoming more miry’ the farther he proceeded, than he 
obser\’ed something very singular. The street was not quite 
solitary, for here and there were to be seen crawling in it certain 
vague, shapeless masses, all moving towards the light which was 
fli' kering at the end of the street; like those heavy insects which 
drag themselves along at night, from one blade of grass to 
another, towards a shepherd’s fire. 

Nothing makes a man so adventurous as an empty stomach. 
Gringoire went forward, and soon came up with that one of the 
larvee which seemed to be dragging itself along most indolently 
after the others. On approaching it he found that it was 
nothing other than a miserable stump of a man, without legs or 
thighs, jumping along upon his two hands, like a mutilated 
father-longlegs, with only two of its feet remaining. The 
moment he came up to this sort oi spider with a human face, it 
lifted up to him a lamentable voice: “ La buona mancia, sigtwr ! 
la buona niayuia ! ” 

“ 'I'hc devil take thee,” said Gringoire, ” and rnc along w'ith 
thee, if I know what you mean.” And he passed on. 

He came up to another of these ambulatory masses, and 
examined it. It was a cripple, both legless and armless, after 
such a manner that the complicated machinery of crutches and 
wooden l<gs that supported him made him look for all the 
world like a mason's scaffolding walking along. Gringoire, 
being fond of noble and classical similes, compared him in his 
mind to the living tripod of Vulcan. 

This living tripod saluted him as he went by, but staying his 
hat just at the height of Gringoire’s chin, after the manner of 
a shaving-dish, and shouting in his ears, ” Sinor calat ellero, par 
Coviprar un pedaso de pan / ” 
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“ It appears,” said Gringoire, “ that this one talks too; hut 
it’s a barbarous lan^age, and he’s more lucky tluia I un if lie 
understands it.” Then striking his forehead through i idden 
transition of idea—“ AproposI what the devil did th'?y :n'an 
this momins with their Esmeralda? ” 

He resolved to double his pace ; but for the third tiuv^ som'"- 
thing blocked up the way. This something, or rather this 
somebody, was a blind man, a little blind man, with a l)*'arded 
Jewish face, who, rowing in the space about him with a great 
stick, and towed along by a great dog, snuffled O'lt to him with 
a Hungarian accent, “ Facitote caritatem / ” 

” Oh, come,” said Pierre Gringoire, ” here Is one at last that 
talks a Christian language. Truly I must have a most alms¬ 
giving mien that they should thus ask charity of me in the 
present extenuated state of my purse. ” My friend,” said he, 
turning to the blind man, ” last week I sold my last shirt; that 
is to say, as you understand no language but that of Ci.'-ro, 
Vendidi hebdomade niiper Iransitd ineam tdtimam chemisam.” 

Then turning his back upon the blind man, he went forward 
on his way. But the blind man quickened his pace at the same 
time; and now also the cripple and the stump came up in great 
ha.ste, with great clatter of the platter that carried one of them, 
and the crutches that carried the other. Then all three, shoving 
one another aside at the heels of poor Gringoire, began to sing 
him their several staves,— 

" Caritatem I ” sang the blind man. 

” La buona mancia t ” sang the stump. 

«• rnan of the wooden legs took up the stave with 

Un pedaso de part I " 

Gringoire stopped his ears. ” 0 tower of Babel! ” he cried. 

He _^gan to run. 'Fhe blind man ran. The wooden-lecs 
ran. The stump ran. 

-\nd then, as he advanced still further down the street, stump 
men, wooden-legged men, and blind men came swarming 
aroun him; and one-handed men, and one-eyed men and 

houses/some 

hnSina v!ln streets, some from the cellar-holes— 

° °«'lowmg, yelping—all hobbling along, making their 

Gringoire, still followed by his three oersemtnr^ 

well knowmg what was to come of all this, walked on’afirightpd 
among the others, tummg aside the Umbers, t f 
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stumpies, his feet entangled in that anthill of cripples, like the 
English captain who found himself beset by a legion of crabs. 

The idea just occurred to him of trying to retrace his steps. 
But it was too late: all this army had closed upon his rear, and 
his three beggars were still upon him. He went on, therefore, 
urged for\vard at once by that irresistible flood, by fear, and 
by a dizziness which made it all seem to him like a sort of 
horrible dream. 


At last he reached the extremity of the street. It opened 
into an extcn.'^ive place, into whi( h a thousand scattered lights 
were wavering in the thick gloom of the night. Gringoire 
threw himself into it, hoping to escape by the speed of his legs 
from tlie three deformed spectres that had fixed themselves 
upon him. 

“ Onde vas, hombre 7 ” cried the wooden-legs, throwing aside 
his scaffolding, and running after him with as good a pair of 
legs as ever measured a geometrical pace upon the pavement of 
Paris. Meanwhile the stump-man, erect upon his feet, clapped 
his heavy iron-sheathed platter upon his head, while the blind 
man stared him in the face with great flaming eyes. 

“ Where am I? ” said the terrified poet. 

“ In the Court of Miracles,” answered a fourth spectre who 


had accosted them. 

‘‘ On my soul,” returned Gringoire, “ I do indeed find here 
that the blind see and the lame walk; but where is the Saviour ? 

They answered him with a burst of laughter of a sinister kind. 

The pour poet cast his eyes around him. He was, in fact, in 
that same terrible Cour des Miracles, or Court of Miracles, into 
which no honest man had ever penetrated at such an hotir--a 
magic circle, in which the officers of the Cliatelet and the 
sergeants of the provostry, when they ventured thither, disap¬ 
peared in morsels-the city of the thieves-a hideous wen on 
the face of Paris—a sink from whence escaped every morning, 
and to which returned to stagnate every night, that stream of 
vice, mendicity, and vagrancy which ever flows ihrougli the 
streets of a capital-a monstrous hive, into whic h all the petty 
liomets of society returned each evening with their booty a 
lying hospital, in which the gipsy, the unfrocked monk, the 
abandoned scholar-the worthless of every nation, Spaniards, 
Imliins, Germans—of every religion, Jew^, Christians, Moham¬ 
medans, idolaters-<overed with simulated sores, beggars in the 
davtime, transformed themselves at night into robbers an 
immense dressing-room, in short, in which dressed and undressed 
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at that period all the actors in that everlasting drama which 
robbery, prostitution, and murder enacted upon the pavements 
of Paris. 

It was a large open space, irregular and ill-paved, as was at 
that time every place in Paris. Fires, around which strange 
groups were gathered, were gleaming here and there. All was 
motion and clamour. There were shrieks of laughter, squalling 
of children, and screaming of women. The arms and heads of 
this crowd cast a thousand fantastic gestures in dark outline 
upon the luminous background. Now and then upon the 
ground, over which the light of the fires was wavering, inter¬ 
mingled with great undefined shadows, was seen to pass a dog 
resembling a man, or a man resembling a dog. The limits of 
the different races and species seemed to be effaced in this 
commonwealth as in a pandemonium. Men, women, beasts; 
age, sex; health, sickness—all seemed to be in common amongst 
this people; all went together, mingled, confounded, placed 
one upon another, each one participating in all. 

The weak and wavering rays that streamed from the fires 
enabled Gringoire, amidst his perturbation, to distinguish all 
round the extensive enclosure a hideous range of old houses, 
the de^yed, shrivelled, and stooping fronts of which, each per¬ 
forated by one or two circular attic windows with lights behind 
mem, seemed to hini, in the dark, like enormous old women’s 
neads, ranged in a circle, looking monstrous and crabbed, and 
winking upon the diabolical revel. 

It was like a new world, unknown, unlieard of, deformed 

creeping, swarming, fantastic. * 

growing wilder and wilder with affright, held bv 
bv ^ mendicants as by three pairs of pincers, and deafened 

to ‘“muster presence of mind enough 

but ^ eff.« ^bbath or not; 

*tr^.een wha? “''“''V^'ing - floating 

question to h?mself“"'A“? ", ‘"“T*'", ‘““'“hie 

Holy Virgin 1 ” muttered Gringoire* " the kina nf tu' i 

must surelv be a he-goatl” ^ of this place 

To the king 1 to the king 1 ” repeated every voice. 
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They dragged him along, each striving to fix his talons upon 
him. But tlie three beggars kept their hold, and tore him away 
from the others, vociferating, “ lie is oursl ” 

The poet’s poor doublet, already in piteous plight, gave up 
the ghost in this struggle. 

In crossing the horrible place his dizziness left him. After 
proceeding a few paces the feeling of reality had returned to 
him. His apprehension began to adapt itself to the atmosphere 
of the place. At the first moment, from his poet’s head, or 
perhaps, indeed, quite simply and prosaically, from his empty 
sU'mach, there had risen a fume, a vapour as it were, which, 
spreading itself between him and the surrounding objects, had 
allowed him to survey them only in the incoherent mist of a 
nightmare, in that dark shroudmg of our dreams which distorts 
every outline, and clusters the objects together in dlspropor* 
tinned groups, dilating things into chinuras, and human figures 
into phantoms. By degrees this hallucination gave way to a 
less bewildered and less magnifying state of vision. The real 
made its way to his organs, struck upon his eyes, struck against 
his feet, and demolished piece by piece all the frightful poetry 
wit|i which he had at first thought himself surrounded. He 
could not but perceive at last that he was walking, not in the 
Styx, but in the mud; that he was elbowed, not by demons, 
but by thieves; that not his soul, but, in simple sooth, his life, 
was in danger, seeing that he was unaccompanied by that 
invaluable conciliator who places himself so efiectually between 
the robber and the honest man — the purse. In short, on 
examining the orgy more closely and more coolly, he found that 
he descended from the witches’ revel to the pothouse. 

The Court of Miracles was, in truth, no other than one great 
public-house; but it was a public-house, a cabaret, of brigands, 
m which blood flowed almost as frequently as wine. 

llie spectacle which presented itself to him when his tattered 
escort at length deposited him at the term of its march was 
little adapted to bring back his mind to poetry, though it were 
the poeirv of heU. It was more than ever the prosaic and 
bniul reality of the tavern. Were we not wT.tmg of the 
fifteenth cer.mry, we should say that Gnngoire had descended 

from Michael Angelo to Callot. . 

Round a great fire, which was burning upon a 
flagstone, and the blaze of which had heated re *iol e 
of an iron trivet which was empty for the moment, some worm- 
eaten t.ables were set out here and there, as if by chance, without 
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the smallest geometrician of a waitet haying con<lescrnrled to 
adjust their parallelism, or mind that at least they sUuld not 
m 4 t at too unaccustomed angles. Upon these tables shone 
some pots flowing with wine and beer, around wh-h we- 
grouped a number of bacchanalian visages, reddened by U«e tire 
and the wine. There was one man with a fair round belly and 
a jovial face, noisily throwing his arms round a girl of the town, 
thick-set and brawny. Then there was a sort of false soldier, 
a narqnois,:LS he was called in the Argotian tongue, who whistled 
av/ay while he was undoing the bandages of his false wound, 
and unstiiTening his sound and vigorous knee, which had been 
bound up since the morning in a thousand ligatures. On the 
other hand, there was a malingret^x preparing, with celandine 
and ox-blood, his jambe de Dien, or sore leg, for the morrow. 
Two tables higher up, a coquillarij with his corajdete pilgrim s 
habit (from the coqutUes or shells of which this denomination 
arose), was conning a spiritual song, the Complaint of Sainte- 
Reine, the psalmody and the nasal drone included. In another 
place a young hubin was taking a lesson in epilepsy frum an old 
sabouleuXy or hustler, who was teaching him the art of foaming 
at the mouth by chewing a piece of soap; while four or fwe 
women, thieves, just by them, were contending at the same Uible 
for the possession of a child stolen in the course of the evening. 
All which circumstances, two centuries later, “ seemed so 
laughable at court,” says Sauval, that they furnished pastime 
to ^e king, and an opening to the royal ballet entitled ‘ Night,’ 
which was divided into four parts, and danced upon the stage 
of the Petit-Bourbon.” And “ never,” adds an eyewitness, in 
the year 1653, " were the sudden metamorphoses of the Court 
of Miracles more happily represented. Benserade prepared us 
for them by some very pleasant verses.” 

The loud laugh everywhere burst forth, and the obscene song. 
Each one let off his own exclamation, passing his remark, and 
swearing, without attending to his neighbour. The pots 
rattled, and quarrels were struck out of their collision, the 
smashing of pots thus leading to the tearing of rags. 

A large dog, sitting on his tail, was looking at the fire. There 
were some children mingled in this orgy. The stolen child was 
^ing; another, a bouncing boy of four years old, seated with 
his legs dangling upon a bench which was too high for him, 
with his chin just above the table, said not a word; a third 
was gravely spreading over the table with his finger the melted 
tallow runnmg from a ca;idle; and a fourth, a very little one 
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squatting in the mud, was almost lost in a great iron pot which 
he was scraping w'ith a tile, drawing from it a sound enough 
certainly to have agonised the most obdurate nerves. 

There was a barrel near the fire, and upon the barrel was 
seated one of the beggars. This was the king upon his throne. 

The three who had possession of Gringoire brought him before 
this cask, and the whole bacchanalia were silent for a moment, 
excepting the cauldron tenanted by the child. 

Gringoire was afraid to breathe or lift up his eyes. 

“ Hombre, qiiila tu sombrero ! " said one of the three fellows 
who had hold of him; and before he could understand what 


that meant, another of them had taken off his hat—a wretched 
covering, it is true, but still of use on a day of sunshine or a 
dav of rain. Gringoire heaved a sigh. 

Meanwhile the king from the top of his barrel put the interro¬ 
gatory, “ What is this rascal? ” 

Gringoire started. This voice, though speaking in a tone of 
menace, reminded him of another voice which that ver\’ momin.; 
had struck the first blow at his myster>' by droning out in the 
midst of the audience, “Charity, if you please I” He raised 
his eyes: it was indeed Clopin Trouillefou. 

Clopin Trouillefou, arrayed in his regal ensigns, had not one 
rag more or less upon him. His sore on the arm had indeed 
disappeared. He held in his hand one of those whips with 
lashes of whiticather which were at that time used by the ser¬ 
geants of the wand to drive back the crowd, and were called 
boullayes. He had upon his head a sort of angure formed into 
a circle and closed at the lop; but it was difficult to distinguish 
whether it was a child’s cushion or a king s crown, the two 
things are so much alike. 

However, Gringoire, without knowing why, had felt some 
revival of hope on recognising in the Ki^ of the Court of 
Miracles his cursed beggar of the Grand Salle. Maitrc, 

stammered he, “-Monscigneur-Sire—- How must I 

call you?” said he at last, having mounted to his utmost 
stretch of ascent, and neither knowing how to mount liigher 
nor how to come dowm again. 

“ Monscigneur—your Majesty—or Comrade—call me what 
you like—only dispatch. What hast thou to say in th\ 


defence? ” , 

“ In my dcfcncel ” thought Gringoire; “ I don t like that. 

He replied, hesitating, “ I am he—he who this morning 

“ By tlie devil’s claws,” interrupted Clopin, “ thy 


jf 


name, 
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rascal, and nothing more. Hark yel thou art bcf.-re three 
mighty sovereigns—me, Clopin Trouillefou, King of i unis, suc¬ 
cessor to the Grand-Co'esre, supreme sovereign of tlie kingdom 
of Argot; Mathias Hungadi Spicali, Duke of Egypt and Bohemia, 
that yellow old fellow that thou seest there with a clout round 
his head; and Guillaume Rousseau, Emperor of Galilee, that 
fat fellow that’s not attending to us, but to that wench. We 
are thy judges. Thou hast entered into the kingdom of Argot 
without being an Argotier—thou hast violated the privileges 
of our city. Thou must be punished, unless thou art eitlier a 
capon, a jrammitou, or a rijode—Xh^x is to say, in the .j| 
the honest man, either a thief, a beggar, or a vagrant. Art 
thou anything of that sort? Justify thyself; tell over thy 
qualifications.” 

Alasl” said Gringoire, “I have not that honour. I am 
the author-” 

“ That’s enough," interrupted Trouillefou; ‘‘thou shalt be 
hanged. It’s a matter of course, messieurs the honest towns¬ 
folk. Just as you treat our people amongst vou, so we treat 
yours amongst us. Such law as you give to the Truands the 
Truands give to you. If it’s bad law, it’s your own fault. It’s 
quite necessary that an honest man or two should now and then 
gnn through the hempen collar; that makes the thing honour- 

VO m share thy tatters among these 

TruaL i for the amusement of the 

t^rn'in '"“'"'"■ng to do first, there is down 

we siole the Father that 

we stole from Samt-Pierre-aux-Bceufs. Thou hast iust four 

minutes time to throw thy soul at his head.” 
vv ^ formidable harangue. 

coollyrre msol::tio?rad"^ Gtingoire 

him/ind he spoke quite fcmir'^'to 
performed this mommg in the Grand'"saUeM^th: Ss^ 

P^r la <L D^“’v^eu‘comra‘de ’’ ^ there 

toedst us to death this morning” th^t^thr^°h '^fj’tuse thou 

banged to-night? ’* shouldst not be 

D 423 


rr 
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“ I shall not so easily get off/' thought Gringoire. However 
he made another effort. ’ 

“ I don’t very well see,” said he, “why the poets are not 
classed among the Truands. A vagrant forsooth! why, /Esopus 
was a vagrant. A beggar I well, Homerus was a begc^ar. A 
thiefl was not Mercurius a thief? ” ^ 

Clopin interrupted him. " Metliinks,” said he, “ thou’st a 
mind to us with thy gibberish. Pardieu I Be 

hanged quietly, man; and don’t make so much ado about 
nothing.” 

“ Pardon me, Monseigneur the King of Tunis,” replied Grin¬ 
goire, disputing the ground inch by inch; “it’s rcallv worth 
your while. Only one moment—hear me. You’ll not condemn 
me without hearing me.” 

His unfortunate voice was, in fact, drowned by the uproar 
that was made around him. The little boy was scraping his 
kettle with more alacrity than ever; and, as the climax, an old 
woman had just come and set upon the red-hot trivet a frying- 
pan full of fat, which yelped over the fire with a noLse like the 
shouts of a flock of children running after a mask in carnival- 
time. 

Meanwhile Clopin Trouillefou seemed to confer a moment 
with the Duke of Egypt and with the Emperor of Galilee, who 
was completely drunk. Then he called out sharply, “ Silence! ” 
and as the pot and the frying-pan paid no attention to him, 
but continued their duet, he jumped down from his barrel, gave 
the cauldron a kick which rolled it and the child half a score 
yards off; gave the frying-pan another, which upset all the fat 
into the fire; and then gravely reascended his throne, regardless 
of the smothered cries of the child and of the grunting of the 
old woman, whose supper was evaporating in a beautiful white 
flame. 

Trouillefou made a sign; whereupon the duke and the 
emperor, and the archisuppots and the cagoux, came and ranged 
themselves about him in the form of a horse-shoe, of which 
Gringoire, upon whom they still kept rough hands, occupied 
the centre. It was a semicircle of rags, tatters, and tinsel— 
of pitchforks and hatchets—of reeling legs and great naked 
arms—of .sordid, dull, and sottish faces. In the midst of this 
Round Table of beggarhood Clopin Trouillefou, as the doge of 
this senate, the king of this peerage, tlic pope of this conclave, 
predominated—in the first place by the whole licight of his 
cask, and then by a certain lofty, fierce, and formidable air which 
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made h\s eyeballs flash, and corrected in his savage profile the 

b^tial type of the Tmand race. He might be compared to a 
wild boar among swine. 

“ Hark ye," said he to Gringoire, at the same time stroking 

his shapeless chin with his homy hand, “ I don’t see why thou 

shouldst not be hanged. To be sure thou dost not seem to like 

It, and that s but natural—you bourgeois aren’t used to 11 You 

^ink It very' shocking. After all, we don’t wish thee any harm 

There s one way of getting off for the moment. W.it ihou be 
one of us? 

It may be supposed what an effect this proposal produced 
hr^SoTi^'h^ ^ him,^and felt 

n.en ‘he 

“ vln*’'" «=‘actly so,” responded Gringoire. 

Of the francke-bourgeoisie” 

“ kingdom of Argot? " 

Of the kingdom of Argot." 

A Truand? " 

‘I A Truand." 

“ In your soul? " 

“ In my soul." 

devd 1 ” exclaimed the poet. 

be hang’'ed “ter"’wii^roor"’ ‘"'P"'‘““hable, “ thou wilt 
good town of Par^ un^ "=‘P'=''*'= ‘ho 

“on. That's some coTsoUtio^n ‘'“ost 

Se “™'000d Gringoire. 

0 free bur^eL“ e hanc-bourgeot,, 

pavements, the lamns nn ^ neither towards the 

of Paris arUubje^'- ’ Poor-to which the burgesses 

“ Truand, an 
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The King of Tunis knit his brows. “ W"hat dost thou take 
me for, friend? What Jew of Hungary’s cant art thou singing 
us now? I don’t understand Hebrew: because a man’s a 
robber, he’s not obliged to be a Jew. Nay, I don’t even rob 
now—I’m above all that; a cutthroat, if you like, but no cut- 
purse." 

Gringoire strove to slip in some sort of an excuse between 
these brief ejaculations, of which each succeeding one came 
bouncing out with increased momentum. ‘‘ I ask your pardon, 
monseigneur—it’s not Hebrew’, it’s Latin." 

" I tell thee," rejoined Clopin, in a rage, “ that Tm no Jew, 
and that I'll have thee hanged, ventre de syna-^o^uc, as well as 
that little marcandur of Judea thut stands by thee, and whom 
I hope to see, one of these days, nailed to a counter like a piece 
of bad coin as he is! " 

So saying, he pointed with his finger to the little bearded 
Hungarian Jew that had accosted Gringoire with his Facitote 
caritalem! and who, understanding no other language, was 
surprised to see the ill-humour of the King of Tunis vent itself 

upon him. 

At length Monseigneur Clopin's passion subsided. “ Rascal," 
s;ud he to our poet, “ then thou'rt willing to be a Tmand? ” 

“ Undoubtedly," answ'ered the poet. 

“ Willing isn’t all," said Clopin surlily. “ Good will doesn t 
put one onion more into the soup, and s of no use at all but for 
going to heaven—and there’s a difference between heaven and 
\rgot To be received in Argot thou must prove that thou 
Lrt good for something, and to do that thou must feel tlie 


mannequin. ■ ^ ■ 

“ I’ll fe.;! anything you like.’’ said Gringoire. , . , 

Clopin made a sign; whereupon some Argotiers detacked 
themselves from the circle, and returned m a minute. They 
brought two posts, terminated at the lower extremity t.y two 
broad feet which made them stand firm on the ground, do 
the upper extremities of these two posts they app led a cross 
beam; and the whole formed a very pretty portable gallows, 
which Gringoire had the satisfaction of seeing erected before him 
in the twinkling of an eye. Everything wits there, inckding the 
rone which grircefully depended from the transverse beam. 

“ VVhat can be their meaning? ” thought , 

with some uneasiness. But a no.se of little bells wh|ch he t.eard 
a; that moment put an end to his anxiety for it proceeded from 
a ,tufled figure of a m.an which the Traunds were susi»mding by 
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the neck to the rope—a sort of scarecrow, clothed in red, and so 
completely covered with little bells and hollow, jingling brass'-s 
that there were enow to have harnessed thirty Oistilian mules. 
These thousand miniature bells jingled for a time under the 
vibrations of the rope, their sound dying away graduallv into a 
profound silence, which resulted from the state of perfect rest 
into which the body of the mannequin was speedily brought 

by that lav/ of the pendulum which has superse<led the uso of 
the hour-glass. 

Then Clopin, pointing to an old tottering joint-stool placed 
underneath the mannequin, said to Gringoire, “Get upon 

tn&t. 

" Mori-diable ! ’’ objected Gringoire, “ I shall break mv neck. 
Your stool halts like one of Martial's distichs—it has one 
hexameter leg, and one pentameter.” 

“ (kt up! ” repeated Clopin. 

Gringoire mounted upon the stool, and succeeded, not with¬ 
out some oscillations of his head and his arms, in recovering 

his centre of gravitv. 

Tunis, “ turn thy right foot 

round th> left leg, and spring up on the toe of thy left foot.” 

Monseigneur,” said Gringoire, “ vou are then absolutely 
deumuned that I shall break some of my limbs.” ^ 

Clopin shook his head. “ Hark ye, friend,” said he, “ you 
vour?np"'^^^ii amounts to this: you’re to spring up on 

Docket- ^ mannequin’s 

m it P""^ it-pull out a purse that’s 

we 11 ^ you do all that without jingling one of the bells 

noline hie 

belabour thee soundlv for a week ” 
Vmre-D,eu i I shaU not cate to do it,”'said GtLlre 
I niake the bells j ingle ? ” ° ^nn„o,re. 

“ No'*! hanged. Dost thou understand? ” 

■' HaA i understand it at all,” answered Gringoire. 

nequl s "ock^andl in the man- 

sti?s while'^youl doin^h bell 

understand? ” ^ ^ hanged. Now do you 

If vou mil^ that. What next? ” 

jingle at all, yo%^a Tn’' "taking any 

dayjtogilhlr^Tol'oTdt^^^^ 

No, monseigneur, I don’t understand this\ime i. 


it 


ii 
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my advantage? To be hanged in one case, or beaten in the 
other] ” 

“ And to be a Truand into the bargain,*' rejoined Clopin 
—“to be a Truand! Is that nothing? It’s for thy own 
advantage we shall beat thee, to harden thee against stripes.” 

“ I’m greatly obliged to you,” answered the poet. 

“ Cornel quick! ” said the king, striking his barrel with his 
foot and making it ring. “ Pick the mannequin’s pocket, and 
let’s have done with it. I tell thee once for all, that if I hear 
the smallest tinkle, thou shall take the mannequin’s place.” 

The whole company of Argotiers applauded the words of 
Clopin, and ranged themselves in a circle round the gallows, 
with so pitiless a laugh that Gringoire saw plainly enough that 
he gave them too much amusement not to have everv'thing to 
fear from them. He had therefore no hope left but in the faint 
chance of succeeding in the terrible operation which was imposed 
upon him. He resolved to risk it; but he first addressed a 
fervent prayer to the man of straw from whose person he was 
going to do his best to steal, and whose heart was even more 
likely to be softened than those of the Truands. That myriad 
of bells, with their little brazen tongues, looked like so many 
asps with their mouths open, ready to hiss and to sting. 

“ Oh! ” said he in a low voice, “ and can it be that my life 
depends upon the smallest vibration of the smallest of those bits 
of metal? Ohl” he added, clasping his hands, “ye bells, 
tinkle not—ye balls, jingle not I ” 

He made one more efTort with Trouillefou. “ And if there 

come a breath of wind I ” said he. 

“ Thou shalt be hanged,” replied the other without hesitation* 

Finding that there was no respite, delay, or subterfuge what¬ 
soever, he bravely set about the feat. He turned his right foot 
about 'his left leg, sprang up on the toe of his left foot and 
stretched out his arm; but the moment that he touched the 
mannequin, his body, which ww now supported only by one 
foot, tottered upon the stool, which had only three, he mechani- 
cally caught at the mannequin, lost his balance, and fell heavily 
to the ground, quite deafened by the violent vibration of the 
scarecrow’s thousand bells; while the figure yielding to the 
impulse which his hand had given it, first revolved on his own 
axis, and then srvung majestically backwards and forwards 

between the two posts. , , „ ... -.u k:. 

" Malediction / ” he exclaimed as he fell; and he lay with his 

face to the ground as if he was dead. 
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However, he heard the awdul chime above liim, and the 
diabolical laughter of the Truands, and the voice of Trouillcfou, 
saying, “ Lift the fellow up, and hang him in a trice.” 

He rose of himself. They had already unhooked the manne¬ 
quin to make room for him. The Argotiers made him get u[K>n 
the stool again. Oopin came up to him, passed the rope round 
his neck, and, slapping him on the shoulder, " Good-bye, friend,” 
said he; ” thou’lt not get away now, though thou should st be 
as clever as the Pope himself. ’ 

The word “ Mercy I ” expired on Gringoire’s lips; he cast his 
evM round, but saw no gleam of hope—all were laugliing. 

Bellevigne de TEtoile,” said the King of Tunis to an enor- 
mous Truand who stepped out of the ranks, “ do you get upon 

Bellevigne de I’Etoile climbed nimbly up to the trans\ erse 
ar; and an instant after, Gringoire, looking up, saw him with 
terror squatted just above his head. 

Now, continued Clopin Trouiilefou, ” as soon as I clap my 
^ds, do you, Andry-le-Rouge, push down the stool with your 

an/in.rn rascal’s feet; 

/ * Bellevigne, drop upon his shoulders; and all three at 
time—do you hear? ” 

Gringoire shuddered. 

Aruf^^r Clopin Trouiilefou to the three 

suler Lh ‘ themselves upon the post. The poor 

heTerJIti^ reached. ” Are you ready ? ” 

secon^mn ' hands ready to give the signal. A 

second more and all would have been over. ^ A 

suddenly occurred to him. 

us not to hanfT n' ^ 1 * ** forgotten. It’s customar)- for 

that’ll have awhina asking if there be a woman 

chance- thou m ♦ ^ to say to him. Comrade, it’s thy last 

to life 4ain within ^e had come 

^ely ve^ much upolTit ^ 

" hoUo“’'there'TO“me‘^ reascended his c.isk- 
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I’ve not a single denier 


B^rarde Fanouell Michelle Genaillel Claude Rouge - Oreille. 
Mathurine Giroroul Hollo I Isabeau-la-Thierrye 1 Come and 
see' A man for nothing 1 Who’ll have him? ” 

Grin^’oire, in this miserable plight, was, it may be supposed, 
not over-inviting. The Truandesses displayed no great enthu¬ 
siasm at the prnposal. The unhappy fellow heard them answer, 
.< no—hang him!—it’ll please us all! ” 

Three of them, however, stepped out of the crowd, and came 
to reconnoitre him. The first was a large, square-faced young 
woman. She carefullv e.xamined the philosopher’s deplorable 
doublet. The coat was threadbare, and had more holes in it 
than a chestnut-roaster. The woman made a wry face at it. 
.An old rag! ” muttered she; and then, addressing Gnngoire, 

Let’s see thy cope.” 

“ I’ve lost it,” said Gringoire. 

“Thy hat?” 

“ They’ve taken it from me.” 

“ Thy shoes? ” 

“ They’ve hardly a bit of sole left.” 

“ Thv purse? ” 

“Alas!” stammered Gringoire, 

• • *1 

Lot them hang thee, and be thankful,” replied the 

Truandess, turning her back upon him 

The second woman, old, dark, wrinkled, of an ugliness con¬ 
spicuous even in the Court of Miracles, now mirde the circuit of 
Gringoire. He almost trembled lest she should want to ha^ve 
hirii But she only muttered, “ He's too lean, and went her 

"'T-he third that came was a young gir], Iresh-cornplexioned 
and not very ill-looking. “ Save me! whispered the poor 
devil She looked at him for a moment with an air o pity, then 
clt down her eyes, made a plait in her skirt, and rc-maincd 
undecided He watched her every motion -it was his last 

gleam of hope. f ^^e returned into the 

I.ongue-)(*ue would beat me. miu 

“ <L-iid Clooin ” thou’rt unlucky.” Then, stand- 
Cornrade, sai p ' . ^ ^ ^.. ^e, mimicking 

ing up on his bart ; '^»b“dy ^ 

the cone of an auctioneer, to the gre.u u turnina 

“ so nohodv bids? Going-go.ng-^omg-— then, turning 

towards the gallows with a motion of his head, gone. 

Bellevigne do I'Etoile, Andry-le-Rouge, and hranp.is Chante 
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pruen again approached Gringoire. At that m<jrn«'nt a cry was 
heard among the Argotiers of “ La Esmeralda! la Ksincr.iida! ” 
Gringoire started and turned towards tlie side from which the 
shout proceeded. The crowd opened and made way fur a clear 
and dazzling countenance. It was that of the gipsy girl. 

“La Esmeraldal” said Gringoire, amazed in the midst of 
his emotions by the instantaneousness with wliich tljat magic 
word linked together all his recollections of that day. 

This fascinating creature seemed to exercise, even over the 
Court of Miracles, her sway of grace and beauty. Argotiers, 
male and female, drew up gently to let her pass by; and their 
brutal countenances grew kindly at her look. 

She approached the sufferer with her elastic step, her pretty 
Djali following her. Gringoire was more dead than alive, 
hne gazed at him for a moment in silence. 

Clop^n man,” said she gravely to 


‘ Yes, sister,” answered the King of Tunis, “ 
take him for thy husband.” 

She made her pretty little grimace with the 
take him,” she said. 


unless thou wilt 
under lip. ** I 


And now Gringoire was firmly persuaded that he must liave 
oeen in a dream ever since the morning, and that this was but 

of evenu, though grati- 
a Violent one. They undid the noose, and let the 

obfigedtr^o sit 

forTh^n'l'^* of Egypt without uttering a word, brought 
“ Throw ^0 gipsy girl presented it to Gringoire. 

io^Z^s ‘‘ “■I P‘‘^her broke in 

S^or^'r' foreheads she is thy wife.-Sister he is^tiy 
usnand—for four years. Go your way.” ^ 
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CHAPTER VII 

A VVEDDING NIGUT 

In a few minutes our poet found himself in a little chamber with 
a Gothic-vaulted ceiling, the windows and doors well closed, 
and comfortablv warm, seated before a table which seemed 
quite ready to borrow a few articles from a sort of small pantr)’ 
or safe suspended just by, having a good bed in prospect, and 
lete-a-iite with a pretty girl. The adventure had something of 
encliantment. He began seriously to take himself to be a 
personage of the fairv-Ules; and now and then he cast his eyes 
around him, as if to see whether the fiery chariot drawn by two 
hippogriffs, which alone could have conveyed him so rapidly 
from Tartarus to Paradise, were still there. At intervals, too, 
he fixed his eyes steadfastly upon the holes in his coal, by way 
of dinging to reality, so as not to let the earth altogether slip 
from under him. His reason, tossed to and fro m imaginative 

space, had only that thread left to hold by. 

^The girl seemed to pay no attention to him. She was going 
backwards and forwards, shifting first one article and then 

another, Ulking to her goat, making her little ^ 
there At length she came and sat down near the table, and 

‘‘Tin^tn^cir^a:e‘'rrr 

”rcan sa; ‘'-f Have passed 

h“‘''rlhe'brinkM a nl’ulet o'^a a sunshiny day, some prettv 
brier, on the brink checkin*^ its flight at acute angles. 

fly, ^ green or blue ch^ 

and kissing the extremi y . . your looks were fixed 

r,TtlSf vhlz^ of purple and 

upon that little wmn o - , ^ ^ vour eyes could 

azure, in the rnidst of ^Hich Hoated 

not seize, veiled as it was n^„„eptiblTthrough all that flutter- 
Thc aerial being oonfusply percep imaginare, impossible to 

ing of wmgs, app^red chimm^^jmaginaiy^ 

touch, impossible ^ t holding 

settled on the point of a 

> The sime, we Relieve, ^ t=Ce voracitg. 

Dimed ii trom its beaut>, the fc k 
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in your breath all the while, the long gauze pini« ns, the long 
enamel robe, the two globes of crystal, what aslomshinent dnJ 
you not experience, and what fear lest you should again see the 
form go off in shadow and the being in chimera! Recall to your 
mind these impressions, and then you will easily understand 
what were the feelings of Gringoire in contemplating, uruler her 
visible and palpable form, that Esmeralda, of whom until then 
he had only caught a glimpse amid a whirl of dance, sung, and 
flutter.” 

Sinking deeper and deeper into his reverie, “ So then,” said 
he to himself, as his eyes wandered over, “ I now see what this 
Esmeralda really is—a heavenly creature, a dancer in the 
so much, and yet so little 1 She it was who gave the 
finishing blow to my mystery this morning—she it is who saves 
my life to-night. My evil genius, my good angel! A pretty 
woman, upon my word—and who must love me to distraction 
to have taken me as she has done. By-lhe-bye,” said he* 
suddenly rising up from his seat, with that feeling of the real 
which formed the substance of his character and of his philo- 

h^ b * 


With this idea in his head and in his eyes, he approached the 
>oung gjrl m so military and gallant a manner that she drew 
DacK. What do you want with me? " said she. 

Can you ask me such a question, adorable Esmeralda?" 
returned Gringoire in so impassioned a tone that he himself was 
ast^ished to hear himself utter it. 

^ you 


and ryfl!nf- Gringoire, growing warmer and warmer, 

the Court 'nf ^ virtue of 

ar^^u nnt ^ I uot thine, my sweet friend?- 

rould her waS"' ™ 

through his hands like the skin of 
stooned d sprang from one end of the cill to the other 

itself beC^L. ^ goat placed 

'ower.g ita uVprlit/gTtrd^.^^t^ h^^ 
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done in the t^nnkling of an eye. The demoiselle turned wasp, 
and had even’ disposition to sting. 

Our philosopher stood quite confused, looking sheepishly 
first at the goat and then at its mistress. “ Holy Virgin! ” he 
exclaimed at last, as soon as his surprise permitted him to speak, 
“ here are a pair of originals 1 ” 

'Fhe gipsy girl now broke silence. “ You must be a ver>' bold 
fellow I ” she said. 

“ I ask voiir pardon, mademoiselle,” said Gringoire with a 
smile; “but why, then, did you take me for your hus- 

.band?” 

“ Was I to let you be hanged? ” 

“ So, then.” rejoined the poet, a little disappointed in his 
amorous expectations, “ you had no other intention in marr)’ing 
me but to save me from the gallows? ” 

“ Whv what other intention should I have had ? ” 

Gringoire bit his lip. “ Humph 1” said he, “I'm not yet 
quite so triumphant in Cupido as 1 thought. But then, what 

was the use of breaking that poor pitcher? 

Meanwhile the poniard of Esmeralda and the horns of the goat 

were still in a posture of defence. 

■■ Mademoiselle Esmeralda," said the poet, let us make a 

capitulation. As I am not registcnng-clerk at the Chalelet, 
shall not quibble with vou about your thus carr>-mg a dagger in 
Paris in the teeth of Monsieur the Provost's ordinances and 
prohibitions. You are aware, however, that Noel Uscnvain 
was condemned, only a week ago, to pay a fine of ten sous 
parisis for carrying a braquemard.* But that s no business of 
minT and^^to come to the point, I swear to you, by my 
chan4 of salvation, that I will not approach you without your 

leave and permission. But pray, give me my supper. 

The truth is that Gringoire, like Desprfaux, w^ vert- 1 tt e 
voluDtuous ” He was not of that cavaher and mousqurtm 
LccTcsTho carry girls by assault. In a love affair, as in cve^- 

?li:rafTa.. hc^ilfingly resigned 

amator\' adventure. hnr littip dlsdain- 

Thc cipsy gave him no answer. She made her little cl saam 

iiic gipy b a bird then burst into a laiign, 

ful mow, drew up her head like a u , fnrfh without 

and the little dagger disappeared, as i > 

. A sort ol shorl cullass wbicb was worn banging do„-n by the thighs. 
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Gringoire’s being able to discover whereabouts the wasp cori- 
ccale'l its sting. 

In a minute there wt-re upon the table a loaf of rye brc.i<l, a 
slice of bacon, some withered apples, and a jug of beer. Grin- 
goirc set to with perfect violence. To hear the furious clatter 
of his iron fork upon his earthenware plate, it seemed as jf all 
his love had turned to hunger. 

The girl, seated before him, witnessed his operations in silence, 
being evidently preoccupied by some other rellectiun, at which 
she smiled from time to time, while her delicate hand airessed 
the intelligent head of the goat, pressed softly between her knees. 

A candle of yellow wax lighted this scene of voracity and of 
musing. 

And now, the first cravings of an empty stomach being 
appeased, Cringoire felt a twinge of false shame at seeing that 
there was only an apple left. 

“ Mademoiselle Esmeralda,” said he, ” you don’t eat.” 

She arpwered by a negative motion of the head, and then 

her pensive look seemed to fix itself upon the vault of the 
chamber. 


What the devil is she attending to.^ ” thought Gringoire; 
It cant be that grinning dwarf’s face carved upon that key¬ 
stone that attracts her so mightily. The devil’s in it if I caii't 
bear lhai comparison, at any rate.” 

He spoke louder—“ Mademoiselle I ” 

She seemed not to hear him. 

He repeated, louder still, “Mademoiselle Esmeralda!” It 
was ail in vain. The girl’s mind was wandering else where, and 
gringoire s voice was unable to bring it back. Luckily the goat 
“ j' t>egan to pull its mistress gently by the sleeve 

ofLuri"S’con:irsS'’"^’ "" opportunity 

"h'oh Djali 

b y ate out of the hollow of her hand. 

for your ™ 

The pr! looked steadily at him, and answered “ No ” 
iover? ” proceeded Gringoire. 

For your friend? ” then demanded the poet. 
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Attain she looked at him steadily; and after a moment’s 
reflection she said, “ Perhaps.” 

This perhaps, so dear to philosophers, encouraged Gringoire. 
” Do you know what friendship is? ” he asked. 

” Yes,” answered the gipsy; ” it is to be like brother and 
sister—two souls meeting without mingling—two fingers on the 
same hand.” 

“ And love? ” proceeded Gringoire. 

” Oh, love / ” said she, and her voice trembled, and her eye 
beamed—" that is to be two and yet but one—a man and a 
woman mingled into an angel; it is heaven! 

The street dancing-girl, while saying this, had a charact^'r 
of Ixauty which singularly struck Gringoire, and seemed to him 
to be in perfect harmony with the almost Oriental exultation 
of her words. Her pure and roseate lips were half smiling. Her 
clear, calm forehead was momentarily ruffled by her thoughts, 
like the mirror dimmed by a passing breath. 
lon<r dark, drooping lashes there emanated a kind of meflabh- 
ligU, giving her profile that ideal suavity which Raphael after¬ 
wards found at the mystic point of intersection oi virginity, 

maternity, and divinity. 

Gringoire, nevertheless, continued, \\^lat must a man be, 

then, to please you? ” 

“ He must be a man.” 


a 


And what am I, then ? ” 
A man has a helmet on 


his head, a sword in his hand^ and 


r s^d Gnio..; •' the horse n.akcs the man. Do 

you love anybody? ” 

" As a lover? ” 

Sh?remained"thoughtful for a moment. Uen she said with 
“ in a tender tone. 

" Sh^e^mveMma grave look, and said, “ I can never love a 
man who cannot ^ reflection to himself. The 

Grmgo.re coloured and to k h 

girl '''idently alluded to ‘he ^ 

m the critical situation in ^ adventures 

hours before. This He struck his forehead. 

'■ AVre;:::mfderi:d;rsti^^^ ■■ I oug-it to have begun with 
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that. Pardon my foolish distractions. How did you contrive 
to escape from the clutches of Quasimodo? ” 

At this queston the gipsy started. “ Oh, the horrid hunch¬ 
back 1 ” said she, hiding her face with her hands and shivering 
violently. 

“Horrid indeed!” said Gringoire, still pursuing his idea. 
“ But how did you manage to get away from him ? ” 

La Esmeralda smiled, sighed, and was silent. 

“ Do you know why he had followed you? ” asked Gringoire, 
striving to come round again to the object of his inquiry. 

“ I don’t know,” said the girl. Then she added sharply, 
" But you were following me too. WT\y did you follow me? ” 
“To speak honestly,” replied Gringoire, “I don’t know 
that either.” 

There was a pause. Gringoire was marking the table with his 
knife. Tlie girl smiled, and seemed as if she had been looking 
at something through the wall. All at once she began to sing 
in a voice scarcely audible,— 


'•Quando las pintadas aves 
Mudas estao, y la lierra. 


»> 


She suddenly stopped short, and fell to caressing Djali« 
You’ve got a pretty animal there,” said Gringoire. 

It's ray sister,” answered she. 

\Vhy do they call you La Esmeralda? ” asked the poet. 

I don’t know at all.” 

But why do they though? ” 

She drew from her bosom a sort of small oblong bag, suspended 
rom her neck by a chain of grains of adrezarach. A strong smell 

exhaled from the bag; it was covered with green 
SI k, and had in the centre a large boss of green glass, in imitation 
0 an emerald. “ Perhaps it’s on account of that,” said she. 
ringoire offered to take the bag, but she drew back. “ Touch 

t-hp rK ** amulet. You would do mischief to 

pr the charm to you.” 

awakened. “ ^Vho 

° QK ? said he. 

obuin an™' a,S^e?‘ questions, but could hardly 

'■ *at word, La Esmeralda? ” 

‘ know,” she replied. 

What language does it belong to ? ” 
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“ I think it’s Egyptian.” 

“I suspected so,” said Gringoire; “you’re not a native of 
France? ” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ Are your parents living? ” 

She began to sing to an old tune,— 

“ A bird was my mother; 

Mv father, another; 

Over the water 1 pass without ferry; 

Over the water 1 pass without wherry. 

A bird was my mother; 

My fatlier, another.” 

“ Very good,” said Gringoire. “ At what age did you come 
to France ? ” 

*' A very little girl.” 

“ And when to Paris? ” 

“ Last year. At the moment we were coming in by the 
Porte Papalc, I saw the red linnet scud through the air—it was 
at the end of August. I said, It’ll be a hard winter.” 

“ It has been so,” said Gringoire, delighted at this com¬ 
mencement of conversation. “ I’ve done nothing but blow my 
fingers. So you’ve the gift of prophecy? ” 

She fell into her laconics again. " No,” she answered dryly. 
“ That man whom you call the Duke of Egypt is the chief 

of y'^'ur tribe? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ It was he, however, that married us,” observed the poet 

timidly. . , • / i. 

She made that pretty little habitual grimace of hers. 

don’t know so much as your name.” .... 

"My name? If you wish to know it, it is this — I lerre 

Gringoire.” 

” 1 know a finer one,” said she. 

'■ Naughty girl I ” rejoined the poet. No matter 

not provoke me. Nay, you will perhaps love -h™ 
know me better: and then, you have told me your history 
with such unreserved confidence that I am bound to give you 
some account of myself. You must know, then 
is Pierre Griimoire, and that I am the son of a farmer of the 

of^Gonesse-that is to say of the office of notary 

in that seigneurial jurisdiction. My fatierw . 

Burgundians, and my mother ripped open by the ‘ 

tl.e of the siege of Paris twenty years ago. At six years of 


I 
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age, then, I was an orphan, without any other sole to my foot 
than the pavement of Paris. How I got over the time from six 
years old to sixteen I hardly know. Here a fruit-woman used 
to give me a plum, and there a baker used to throw me a crust. 
At night I used to get myself picked up by the Onzf-viugts, 
who put me in prison, and there I found a bundle of straw. 
All this did not prevent my growing tall and thin, as you 
see. In winter I warmed myself in the sun, under the porch 
of the Hotel de Sens; and I thought it very ridiculous tl.at the 
great fire on the Feast of St. John should be reserved for the dog- 
days. At sixteen I wished to choose a calling. I tried every¬ 
thing in succession. I turned soldier, but was not brave enongii. 
I tlien turned monk, but was not devout enough; and besides, 
Im a poor drinker. In despair, I apprenticed myself among 
the carpenters of the grande coignee; but I was not strong 
enough. I had more inclination to be a schoolmaster: to be 
sure, I couldn’t read; but that needn’t have hindered me. I 
perceived, at the end of a certain time, that I was in want of 
some requisite for everything; and so, finding that I was good 

° pleasure, turned poet 

and rhymester. ’Tis a calling that a man can always embrace 

^ vagabond; and it’s better than robbing, as I was 
advised to do by some young plunderers of my acquaintance, 
rortunately, I met one fine day with Dom Claude Frollo, the 
reverend Archdeacon of Notre-Dame. He took an interest 
in me; and to him I ov-’e it that I am now a true man of letters 
acquainted \vith Latin, from Cicero’s Offices to the Mortuology 
® Celestine fathers, and not absolutely barbarous either in 
scholastics, m poetics, or rhythmics, nor yet in hcrmetics, that 

the author of the mystery that was 
all ^ triumph and concourse of people, 

tharwm of the Palais. I’ve also written a book 

of lafir SIX hundred pages, upon the prodigious comet 

^ '^^ese are not the 

ca^.er iTo?. H 

which’ von bombard of Jean Maugue, 

time i’t I, o' Charenton the 

You see ?hat 1^^“ r spectators, 

c mat 1 ra not so mdifferent a match T Irnn^u 

inLn^ce'^^tirthe'Bbh^p * k"u ftat cumedTh 
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good lump of hard cash, if I get paid. In short, I’m at your 
service, I and ray wit and my science and my letters—ready to 
live with you, damsel, as it shall please you, chastely or other¬ 
wise; as man and wife, if you think good; as brother and sister, 
if you like it better.” 

Here Gringoire was silent, awaiting the effect of his harangue 
upon the gipsy girl. Her eyes were fixed upon the ground. 

“ FheebuSy' said she, with an emphasis upon the word, 
though in a half whisper; then, turning to the poet, “ Pheebus” 
said she—“ what does that mean? ” 

Gringoire, though not at all understanding what relation 
there could be between his address and this question, was not 
sorry to show off his erudition. He answered, bridling with 
dignity, “ ’Tis a Latin word that signifies the sun.” 

“ The sun? ” repeated she. 

” ’Tis the name of a certain handsome archer, who was a 
god,” added Gringoire. 

” A godl ” ejaculated his companion; and there was some¬ 
thing pensive and impassioned in her tone. 

At that moment one of her bracelets came unfastened, and 
dropped on the floor. Gringoire eagerly stooped to pick it up; 
and when he rose again the girl and the goat had both disap¬ 
peared. He heard the shoot of a bolt. It was a small door, 
communicating no doubt with an adjoining chamber, which 
some one was fastening outside. 

“ Has she, at any rate, left me a bed ? ” said our philosopher. 

He made a tour of the chamber. There was no piece of 
furniture at all adapted to repose, except a very long wooden 
chest; and the lid of that was carved, so that it gave Gringoire, 
when he stretched himself upon it, a sensation much like that 
which the Micromegas of Voltaire’s tale would experience lymg 

all his length upon the Alps. . i, . » 

” Come! ” said he, making the best he could of it, there s 

nothing for it but resignation. And yet this is a strange 
wedding-night. ’Tis pity, too. That broken-pitcher marriage 
had something sweetly simple and antediluvian about it that 
quite pleased me.” " 
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CHAPTER I 

NOTRE-DAME 

Assuredly, the church of Our Ladv at Paris is still at this day 
a majestic and sublime edifice. Vet, noble an aspect as it has 
preserved m growing old, it is difficult to suppress fcelinrs of 
aad mdlpiation at the numberless de,^ILtions®and 

.«ictcdTport^^ tn^le^InlZertf ‘'^rdtss-’t.hr;, 

belide° eadf French cathedrals, 

hoZ edTlr find a scar. Tempus edax\ 

blind, but man is sSil' 

tracerof^dettn?r^tin ^ ^7 one, with the reader, the 

of Time would Kp ? ‘”^P''*nted on this ancient church, tlie work 
destructinn ha ^ ^nnnd to form the lesser portion; the worst 
art. We Le especially by men of 

‘>i art seeine that th necessity of using the expression men 
haveas^\<mp?i 4 .k individual in France who 

are, assmedly fe^° leading examples-there 

the Parisian cathLml in h pages than that front of 
three ret^din^ V successively and at once the 

band of thi twenty and indented 

window, fluted ? 

tohated arises "''="^‘--r gallery^KH. 

innumerable details of Stan nnconfused, with their 

alliance with the tranqu^’p^dS^ft? 
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svmphony in stone, if we may so express it—the colossal work 
ot a man and of a nation—combining unity with complexity, 
like the Iliads and the Romanceros, to which it is a sister pro¬ 
duction—the prodigious result of a draught upon the whok' 
resources of an era—in which, upon ever\* stone, is seen dis¬ 
played in a hundred varieties the fancy of the workman disci¬ 
plined by the genius of the artist—a sort of human Creation; 
in short, mighty and prolific as the Divine Creation, of which it 
seems to have caught the double character—variety and eternity. 

And what is here said of the front must be said of the whole 
church, and what we say of the cathedral church of Paris, must 
be said of all the churches of Christendom in the Middle Ages. 
FA'er>'thing is in its place in that art—self-created, logical, and 
well-proportioned. By measuring the toe we estimate the giant. 

But to retTim to the front of Notre-Dame as it still appears 
us when we go to gaze in pious admiration upon the solemn 
and mighty cathedral, looking terrible, as its chroniclers express 
— (IU(£. Tn»li' sud l€TTOT€fn tnculil sp^ctdntibus. 

Three things of importance are now wanting to this front: 
first the flight of eleven steps by which it formerly rose above 
the level of the ground; then the lower range of statues, which 
occupied the niches of the three portals; and, lastly, the upper 
series, of the twenty-eight more ancient kings of France which 
filled the gallery on the first story, beginning ’^‘^h Childebert 
and ending with Philip-Augustus, each holding m his hand the 


™As for the flight of steps, it is Time that has made it dis¬ 
appear, bv raising, with slow but resistless prr-gress, the level 
oMhe ground in the city. But while thus swallowing up one 
after another, in this mounting tide of the pavement o. Paris 
the eleven steps which added to the majestic elevation of the 
structure Tinfe has given to the church, perhaps, yet more 
t has taken from it; for it is he who has spread over ,ts 

face that dark-grey tint of centm.es makes of the 

of architectural monuments their season of beauty. 

“lint who has thrown down the two ranges of ues? who 
■ I f. , 1 . „irlies emntv? who has cut in the middle of the 

«nt!'al portal that new and bastard pointed arch ? who h^ 

d.ired to hang in it that heavy Tte 

d la Louis XV., besides the arabesques of Biscomette? 

t ^ho has o.. 

turned that colossal St. Christopher, proverbial (or his magni- 
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tude among statues, as the Grand’ Salle of the Palais v. as amonq 
halk, as the spire of Strasburg among steeples? And th.»se 
myriads of statues which thronged all the intercolnmniation.s of 
the nave and the choir—kneeling, standing, equestrian- men, 
women, children—kings, bishops, warriors—in stone, in marble] 
in gold, in silver, in brass, and even in wax -who has !)riiullv 

swept them out? It is not Time that has done it. 

And who lias substituted for the old Gothic altar, splendidly 

loaded with shrines and reliquaries, tliat heavy sarcopliagas of 

marble, with angels’ heads and clouds, which looks like an 

ui^atched specimen from the Val-de-Grace or the Invalidesl 

\Vho hs^ stupidly fixed that heavy anachronism of stom* inU) 

YTV f pavement of Ilercandus? Was it not Uuis 

Aiv. fulfilling the vow of Louis XIII.? 

Slass in place of tliose d^'erv- 
metured panes which made the wondering eyes of our fore¬ 
fathers hesitate between the round window over the grand 
doonvay and the pointed ones of the chancel? And what would 
a subchanter of the sixteenth century say could he sec that fine 

archbishops have bc- 

werTadT^d ^,^ngman brushed over such buildings os 

the PetirR^^^Khe infamous; he would recollect the hotel of 
for Up V® ^ been washed all over veliuw 

mxed”"Ts ““--yellow, alter all, .0 w.'n 

centov anrt i' ‘‘PI’’'"'*’ «f a 

beW that tr^h 

floe away It '' ^ “"'i "’““'d 

'^.'cnd the cathedral-not to mention a 
with that barbarisms of every kind—what have they done 

piaster of lead which resembles the lid of a porridge- 

XUS ‘1: 
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ally made deficiencies here and there, and has gnawed over iu 
whole surface; then religious and poUtical revolutions, which, 
blind and angry in their nature, have tumultuously wreaked 
their fury upon it, torn its rich garment of sculpmre and carving, 

burst its rose-shaped 

and miniature figures, torn dowri its statues, here for thei 
mitre there for their crown; and lastly, changes of fashion, 
growing more and more grotesque and stupid, which, commenc- 
L with the anarchical yet splendid deviations o the revival, 
ha^ve succeeded one another in the necessary declme of archi¬ 
tecture Fashion has done more mischief than revolutions. It 
has cut to the quick-it has attacked the very bone and frame¬ 
work of the art It has mangled, dislocated, killed the edific 
—in its form as well as in its meaning, m its consistency as well 
as in its beauty. And then it has remade which, ‘‘t ^ 
neither Tiine nor revolutions had pretended to do. It has 

fitted into the wounds of Gothic architecture its 
l ed ewga^^^ r,bands-~its metal 

wre.Lie h *= leorosv of ovolos. volutes, and etUouruc- 

.‘."ir:; ri Hi'™. ' S"” "f”™. 

:r!rSio:. i». co.h.; 

imputations, dislocation o barbaric of the professors 

the labours, Grecian, oni ' . magnificent art 

iccording to Vitruvius a ,have murdered, 
which the Vandals at all events, 

To the operations of ages grandeur have been added 

devasute with ™Py‘^„Yt„ined architects, licensed, privi- 
those of the j . ling with all the discernment and 

Icged, and patented, , i^^ting for instance, the chicorces 

selection »' ‘’“^^‘V.othic lace-work, to the greater glory ol 

^T^s throM oak Jh'ich^n the last stage of decay, is stung and 
"''’rw r'tVo't: “ dr.!J.“rirom the time when Robert Cenalis, 
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comparing Notre-Dame at Paris to the famous temple of Diana 
at Ephesus, “ so much vaunted by the ancient (' i -ans,” which 
immortalised Erostratus, thought the Gaulish cathedral “ more 
excellent in length, breadth, height, and structure.” ’ 
Notre-Dame, however, as an architectural monument, is not 
one of those which can be called complete, definite, belonging 
to a class. It is nut a Roman church, nor is it a Gothic church. 
It is not a model of any individual order. It has not, like the 
abbey of Tournus, the solemn and massive squareness, the 
round broad vault, the icy bareness, the majestic simplicity, of 
the edifices which have the circular arch for their basis. Nor 
IS it, like the cathedral of Bourges, the magnificent, airy, multi¬ 
form, tufted, pinnacled, florid production of the pointed arch. 
It cannot be ranked among that antique familv of churches, 
gloomy, mysterious, lowering, crushed, as it were, by the 
weight of the circular arch—almost Egyptian, even to their 
ceilings—all hieroglyphical, all sacerdotal, all symbolical—more 
abounding in their ornaments with lozenges and zigzags than 
>Mth flowers—with flowers than with animals, with animals 
than with human figures—the work not so much of the archi- 
ect of the bishop—the first transformation of the art—all 
» mped with theocratical and military discipline—having its 
root m the Lower Empire, and stopping at the time of William 
e ^nqueror. Nor can this cathedral be ranked in that other 
miy of lofty, airy churches, rich in sculpture and painted 
wmdovvs, of pointed forms and bold disposition—as political 

citizen—as works of art, free, capri- 
—the second transformation of ecclesiastical 
doJl longer hieroglyphical, immutable, and sacer- 

rehiri ^^^‘stical, progressive, and popular—beginning at the 
Ik - and ending with Louis XI. Notre- 

of niir’^'U. T' k- purely Roman race like the former, nor 

of purely Arabic race like the latter. 

iust transition. The Saxon architect was 

arch arrivingpdlars of the nave when the pointed 
conoueror crusade, came and seated itself as a 

des^ned to sunoort “P’tals which had been 

theLifonl^r^'^P “"'y arches. The pointed arch 

Sr^dT. Ho“-‘tucted thebemainder of 
mencement" we ‘""’‘.P^'^nted and timid at its corn- 

restraining iuet t’t v^dT'® 

■ ’ ^ ^ ® 'P'*"® “P "rows and 
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it. But the fabrics of two formations are more frequent. Such 
is the Notre-Dame of Paris, an edifice of the pointed arch, 
which, in its earliest pillars, dips into that Roman zone in which 
the portal of St. Denis and the nave of St. Germain-des-Pr^s 
are entirely immersed. Such is the charming semi-Gothic 
chapter-house of Bocherville, which the Roman layer mounts 
halfway up. Such is the cathedral of Rouen, which would 
have been entirely Gothic, had not the extremity of its central 
spire pierced into the zone of the Revival.^ 

However, all these gradations, all these differences, affect 
only the surface of the structures. It is only the art that has 
changed its coat: the conformation of the Christian temple 
itself has remained untouched. It is ever the same internal 
framework, the same logical disposition of parts. Whatever 
be the sculptured and decorated envelope of a cathedral, we 
consuntly find underneath it at least the germ and rudiment 
of the Roman basilic. It eternally develops itself upon the 
ground according to the same law. There are invariably two 
naves crossing each other at right angles, the upper extremity 
of which cross is rounded into a chancel: there are constantly 
two low sides for the internal processions and for the chapels— 
a sort of lateral ambulatories communicating with the principal 
nave by the intercolumniations. This being once laid down, 
the number of the chapels, of the doorways, of the steeples 
of the spires, is variable to infinity, according to the fancy ot 
the age, of the nation, of the art. llie performance of the 
worship being once provided for and ensured. Architecture is 
at liberty to do what she pleases. Statues, painted glass rose¬ 
shaped windows, arabesques, indentations capitals, and bas- 
reliefs-all these objects of imagination she combines m such 
arrangement as best suits her. Hence the prod.g.ous exterr,^ 
variety of these edifices, in the mam structure of wh.ch d«ells 
so much order and uniformity. Tlie trunk of the tree is unchang- 

ing, the vegetation is capricious. 

'Thi.s part of the 

consumed by ligbtmug io 1823. 
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CHAPTER II 

A bird's-eye view of PARIS 

We have endeavoured to repair for the reader the arlmirahle 
church of our Lady at Pans. We have brietjy puinted out tl.e 
greater part of Uie beauties which it possessed in the fifteenth 
century, and which are wanting to it now; but we have omitted 
the pnnc.pal-the view of Paris as it then appeared from the 

summit of the towers. '-u irom me 

Indeed, when, after feeling your way up the lonu sniral 

perpendicularly perforates the^hick wall of^the 
steeples you at last emerged all at once upon one of the two 

Dklu e th^t 

picture that opened upon you on every side a snect . If f»t- 
Sheris some idea of which may easily be formed by such o 
r readers as have had the good fortune to s-e a Gothic town 

are stin"a7fw"‘^’ and homogeneous-of wliich description there 

in Snain—Bavaria, and Vittoria 

smaller specimens, provided thev be in 
,o^d^preservat.on, as Vitri in Brittany! 'and Nnrdhausen In 

hundred and fifty vears arm rh^ t> ■ 

C.v/o" Gtf .vhich'^a ‘‘ri''’‘'y-inhabited island of the 

the centr^of Sfpre“nt" o'^tnd'^K ' * 

eharmels of the Sdnf embraced between the two 

at its western extremity The‘''t ‘"^ '‘1 'k- '""'•‘t again 

enclosure, the Seine iu^firsT trench"'^ f fitst 

Pans remained in its island several centuries 

the north, the other on tt sonth^a '"h . " '^"dges-one on 

"^‘rigrhin" ^‘tt ir" 

ihen, on each 
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side beyond either Chatelet, a first line of walls and towers 
beean to cut into the country on both sides of the Seme. 01 
this ancient enclosure some vestiges were still remaining as late 
as the last century; but now there is nothing left but the memor>’ 
of it, with here and there a local tradition, as the Baude’s or 

Baud^ver porta Bagauda. 

By deforces the flood of houses, constantly impelled from the 

heart of'" the town towards the exterior, overflowed and wore 
away this enclosure. Philip-Augustus drew a fresh line of 
circumvaUation. He imprisoned Pans within a circular chain 
of CTeat towers, lofty and massive. For upwards of a century 
the^ houses pressed upon one another, accumulated, and rose 
higher in this basin, like water in a reseiw-oir. fhey began to 
dSpen-to pile story upon story-to climb as it were, one 
upon anotbe^r. They shot out in height, like evei^ growth 
is compressed laterally, and strove each to lift lU head 
above its neighbours, in order to get a breath of air. The 
TZts became deeper and narrower, and every open space was 
overrun bv buildings and disappeared. At last we find the houses 
ovmtenpin.^ the wall of Philip-Augustus. and spreading them- 
merrily over tlie plain in all manner of positions, wi hout 
pllror «ement, Siting their unrestricte ease, and slicing 

Siemselves gardens out of the surrounding fields. 

]n .367 the suburbs were already so f 

r'Lfs''whkrreceivc airthe 

furinels, . country—all the natural tendencies 

moral, and mtelkctua) 0 ! - ^ and also sinks, 

drop, and century y ,hen, had the same fate 

Ihe circumvallation (he fifteenth century 

as that of Philip-Augustns. sixteenth we 

a new subiirb had hemming buried deeper and deeper 

find It rapidly rece „ < becomini: outside it. 

in the old town, so there-Paris had already 

Thus, in the fifteenth „alls which, in the 

worn away tlie three . „,ta,e may be said to have 

time of Julian, falsely^lled th^A^p^ 

ChTteiet Td re Petit Chatelet. The growing city had suoces- 
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sively burst its four gir.iles of walls, like a child gro'A n too lar-e 
for Its last year’s clothes. In the reign of Luuis XI. were to be 
seen rising here and there amid that sea of houses s-.rne groups 
of ruinous towers belonging to the ancient bulwarks like 
archipelagos of the old Paris submerged under the inundation 

hannT I’’™,’. has undergone another transformation, un- 
happiy for the eye of Taste; but it has overleaped only one 
boundary nnore-that of Louis XV.-the wretched mu,] wail 

his magnificent line, too ingenious to be translatable,— ^ 

" U mur p.-iris rend Pari-, 

towns^auimTl^ "“o three 

* t Unk of th^f«''iversity covered 
NisU ^ ‘he TournelU to the Tour dr 

the fo’rmer the " w”’ ” 

the Mo„„air or Mint ifs / 

that tract in which rii'lhI t a™ple slice of 

prised the hill of St Ten “"stracted his baths, and corn- 

walls was the ‘'‘.‘his curve of 

nearly the site nf »h ^ ^ or Papal Gate—that is to say very 

‘he ll;gest Oi the tht'’e7''"‘t r”"' w« 

bank. “Snkv i7‘'7 the right 

options, ra^ ‘’f'^oks and infer- 

dJ Be»-rat is ^’“y ‘“ ‘he Tour 

now stands to ’ti.at ^here tlie Cremer d Abondance 

points at which the Tuileries. These four 

the left th^ t ^ h circumference of the caoitAl 

nght tL de and "n"the 

distinction, the fou^ tLets of pSs" t hy 
more dceDlv into *. i ^rib. The Town projected vAf 

Universit?.’^ Ue mesf" ‘h^ Se'ine ttan the 

constnicid by ChX V 7 '“f't (t“ 

j~., a. .a":a :" “it,'"'" f ■ !>•..' ..d",' 

the gates now so called. P'^'^nisely the same as those of 
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As we have just before said, each one of thes.' three great 
divisions of Paris was a town; but it was a town too peculiar 
to be complete in itself—a towTi which could not dispense with 
the vicinity of the other two. So, also, each had its characteristic 
aspect. In the City, the churches abounded; in the Town, the 
palaces; in the University, the coIK-ges. leaving apart the 
secondary original features of old Paris, and the capricious dis¬ 
positions attaching to the droit de voirie or right of road—and 
noting only the great masses in the chaos of the communal juris¬ 
dictions—we may say in general that the island belonged to the 
bishop; the right bank to the prevdt des merchands, or provost 
of the traders; and the left bank to the rector of the University. 
The provost of Paris, a royal and not a municipal officer, had 
authority over all. Among the conspicuous edifices, the City 
had Notre-Dame; the Town, the Louvre and the H6tel-de-Ville; 
and the University, the Sorbonne. Again, the Town had the 
Halles; the Citv, the Hotel-Dieu; and the University, the Pr^ 
aux-Clercs. Offences committed by the scholars on the left 
bank, in their Pr^-aux-Clercs, they were tried for in tlie island 
at the Palais-de-Justice, and punished for on the right bank 
at Montfaucon—unless, indeed, the rector, feeling the University 
to be strong at that particular time, and llie king weak, thought 
proper to interfere; for it was ?. privilege of the scholars to be 
handed at home-that is to say, within the University precincts. 

Most of these privileges, we may observe in passing-and 
there were some of greater value than this-had been extorUd 
from the kings by revolts and disturbances. Such has been 
the course of tilings time out of mind. As the French proverb 
saith, U fo, ne lachc que quand U peupU arrache ; in plain 
Engl sh, the king never leaves hold until the people pidl too hard 
for him. In one of the old French charters we find this popular 
fidelity defined with great simplicitv Cnnbtn fideUtc^ in rq;' , 
tamn, aliqu„:„:s sedUiombus mletruHa, muL„ p.'pcnl 

fifteenth century, the Seine embraced five islands 
within the circuit of Paris-the /Ir 

were then In iiig trees, though there are now only piles of «ood, 
the lU au: VaAes, the lU Notre-Damr both .d- 

Xii two islands, in the seventeenth cenmry -re madeynto 

one, since built upon, and now called the e • , Pnsseur' 

Citv, having, at ius western extremity the islet c Po. 
a.«-FuWi«, since lost under the espl-made of tlie I ont-Neut. 
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The City had at that time five bridges-^ tlir^e on the richt (the 
Pont Nolre-Dami and the Po,u-au-Change of stone, and ti.e 
Pont-aux-Meunurs of wood), and two on the left (the Petit 
Pont of Stone, and the Pont St. M.ehel of wood)-all of them 
laden with houses. The University had six gates built bv 
Phihp-Aupistus; which, to set out from the Toumoll,-, occurred 
n the following order-the Porte St. Victor, the Porte liordeVe 
the Parte Papule, the Porte St. Jacques, the Porte St Mirh I 
the Poru St. Gerrnatn. The^Town had .also si glief blilt 

Porte J D ‘ie Bill’y the 

Porte i ‘^artni’ [he 

mribnu IT T'' «i‘''-l-whicfr k'uer 

TtTtrlh Zr. mconrpatible with strength. A wil 
floods, wa-shed the foot of stream during the winter 

furnishing Ure water At 

the City the three great pieces of town 

extriTThT’etblTsTrl-;^ faltalT^ ^ - 

tinguishL TTr, 1 * “'’^“'"Plete whole. You at once dis 

dev^a'tio:' ^^rrupTont 

all the three S frTm one f '‘"I’ ‘ntcrsecting 

suuth to the noTl^’ at ‘hi 

and mingling them’ and inee Seme, connecting 

into the precinlts o’f the oTlf u- P"’P‘' '=ath 

of these two iTieTof stoeet rt'from ^ P One 

Porte St. Martin, and wJla Ld t ‘he 

/toques,- in the Citv pTede/al Umvcrsity, Pue St. 

/™ry); and in the Town Rue St /lT‘'“ Jeivery or 

twice under nr, ■‘^iaritn. It crossed tiie wator 

‘hougT‘d&“‘'^'p-‘^ S‘"oer 

sxssif sli 
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of the triple city were fed, or into which they emptied them¬ 
selves. 

Independently of these two principal, diametrical streets, 
nanning quite across Paris, common to the entire capital, the 
Town and the University had each its own great street, running 
in the direction of their length, parallel to the Seine, and inter¬ 
secting the two arterial streets at right angles. Thus, in the 
Town, you descended in a straight line from the Porte St. 
Antoine to the Porte St. Honors; in the University, from the 
Porte St. Victor to the Porte St. Germain. These two great 
ways, crossing the two first mentioned, formed with them the 
frame or skeleton upon which was hid, knotted and drawn in 
every direction, the tangled network of the streets of Paris. 
In the unintelligible figure of this network you might, however, 
also discover, upon attentive observation, two bunches, as it 
were, of large streets, the one in the University, the other in 
the Town, wluch ran diverging from the bridges to the gates. 
Somewhat of the same geometrical disposition still exists. 

Now, what aspect did all this present when viewed from the 
top of the towers of Notre-Dame in 1482 ? We will endeavour 

to describe it. 

The spectator, on arriving, out of breath, upon this summit, 
was first of ail struck by a dazzling confusion of roofs, chimneys, 
streets, bridges, squares, spires, steeples. All burst upon the 
eye at once—the formally-cut gable—the acute-angled roofing 
—the hanging turret at the angles of the walls--the stone 
p\Tamids of the eleventh century—the slate obelisk of the 
fifteenth—the donjon tower, round and bare—the church to^yc^, 
square and decorated—the large and the small, the massive, 
and the airy. The gaze was for some time utterly bcji do ed 
by this labyrinth, in which there was nothing but proceeded troro 
art-from the most inconsi.lcrable carved and painted house- 
front, with external timbers, low door^^'ay. and stones ^Jectmg 
each above each, up to the royal 

time, had a colonnade of towers. But the following were the 
principal masses that were distinguishable when the eye becam 
steady enough to examine this tumultuous assemblage 

objects in detail. 

First of all, the City. The island of the City, as 
by Sauval, the most laborious of the old explorers of 
antiquity, who, amidst all his trashmess, ha 5 these occ^‘ 0 "al 
h.appincsses of expression-" The isle of the City is shaped hl^c 
a tncat ship, sunk in the mud, and nm aground lengths ise 
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the stream, about the middle of the Seine.” We have already 
sho^m that, in the fifteenth century, this ship was rnnorcd to 
the two banks of the river by five bridges. Tliis form of tlie 
hull of a vessel had also struck the heraldic scribes; for, friun 
this circumstance, according to Favyn and Pasquier, and not 
from the siege by the Normans, came the ship emblazonerl upon 
the old escutcheon of Paris. To him who can decipher it, horaMry 
IS an emblematic language. The whole history of the latter 
half of the Middle Ages is written in heraldry, as that of the 
ormer half is in the symbolism of the churches of Roman arclii- 

th^ocracy hierogl>'phics of feudality succeeding those of 

''‘7’ itself to the view with its stern 

vTl, “ ‘""'ttnerahle congregation of old roofs 

th the lead-covered bolster of the Sainte-Chapclle rising above 

tlTT’ '“T back with the tower 

occupied bv the h M c-lephanfs tower was 

ornaLefeT ^ boldest, openest, airiest, most notched and 

work cone Hos ‘l T "''m ‘''■'““Sh its lace- 

in the ^ bofore Notre-Dame three streets t< rminated 

entrant ‘a ’fi "^burchyard contiguous to the grand 

t P, bne square of old houses. The southern side o 

H6tel-D?eu''TnTuT“"®f ‘be 

and war^’ aTh T *’• '' "''‘b pimples 

narrow circuit of thTcit"^^* "‘‘b'" ‘bat 

one churclT of all T,?' '"V" ‘“"g"<l,‘bo steeples of its twentv- 

decaved Roman T ^ ‘be low and 

to the campanile of St. Dems-du-Pas (career Glaucini) 

BchLd W Pi-^^e-aux-Bceufs and St. Cdry 

Gothic ganeries^ToTh™ T' ‘b' '^'oi^ter, with ite 

bishop;®and ‘b® <lomi-Roman palkce of the 

lation of ho[Tes ’tTe^eve ' ‘b=“ “tumu- 

perforated mitres of distinguish, by the high 

upon the roon4elf sT^onnlTd T P‘“«d aloft 

'^dows, the mansinn range of palace 

of Charles ^ ^e^eign 

black, pitch^J''^^"^^ a little farther on the 

in anitLr dTreS the Marche Palus and 

lengthened in ueg hv ^ chancel of St. Gerraain-Ie-Vieux 

5”“' ri r rr' s 

E ^ '•“cre were to be seen some 
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cross-way crowded with people—some pillory erected at the 
corner of a street—some fine piece of the pavement of Phihp- 
Augustus-a magnificent flagging, furrowed in the middle to 
prevent the horses from slipping, and so ill replaced in the six¬ 
teenth century by the rvretched pebbling called pave de la Ligue 
—some solitary backyard, with one of those fransparent sUur- 
case turrets which they used to build in the futeenth century', 
one of which is stiU to be seen in the Rue des Bourdonnais. 
And on the right of the Saint-Chapelle, to the westward the 
Mais-de^Tusti« rested its group of towers upon the water s 
brink The groves of the royal gardens, which occupied th. 
western poin! of the island, hid from view the islet of the 
Passeur.^ hs for the water itself, it was hardly visible from the 

“Appealing und°r the bridges, and the bridges under the 

‘'°And when you looked beyond those bridges, the roofs upon 
And when y hay'ms, contracted untimely 

which . vapours of the water, if you cast your eye 

mouldiness from P . University, the first edifice that 

“‘"r t'Ls\ large 1 ; cluster "f tow^em, the Petit Chatelet 
Struck It was a larg , to devour the extremity of 

the gaping porch of ranged along tlie shore 

the P<=t't-P°"‘-„J‘'f:"„’„''th'^°Tournelle to^he Tour de Nesle, 
from east to w'=st, f , exhibiting sculptured beams, 

you beheld a long Ime °‘^house^^^“„haniing tLt beneath it 

coloured of ordinary gables, cut at frequent 

—an intermiriable z g g by 

intervals by the end n , gtone-built mansion, which 

the front or the corner ^ ,„d gardens, ite 

seemed to stand that rabble of houses crowd- 

wings and its comp like a erand seigneur amidst a 

ing and fiU nr six of these mansions upon 

mob of rustics^ de Lorraine, which shared with the 

the quay, from the i^g neighbouring enclosure of 

house of the Bemardmes the^gre^t^^^^ 

the Tournelle, to p on that side, and the pointed 

which formed the ^ to cut with their dark triangles, 

roofs of which the scarlet disk of the setting sun 

during three months of ^ ^ver was the least mercantile of 

That side of the Seme h”" e'ler.^w^^^^^ 
the two: there was more Mis “ , speaking, any quay, 

:X“^Vom thr'pM^l^rJto^ th’^ ■I’lur de Nesle. The 
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rest of the margin of the river was either a bare strand, as was 
the case beyond the Bernardines, or a dose ranj^c of houses 
with the water at their foot, as between the two bridges. '1 here 
was a (Treat clamour of washerwomen along the waterside, 
talking, shouting, singing, from morning till night, and beating 
away at their linen—as they do at this day, contributing their 
full share to the gaiety of Paris. 

The University, from one end to the other, presented to the 
eye one dense mass forming a compact and homogeneous whole. 
Those thousand thick-set angular roofs, nearly all composed of 
the same geometrical element, when seen from above, looked 
almost like one crystallisation of the same substance. 'I'he 


capricious fissures formed by the streets did not cut this con¬ 
glomeration of houses into slices too disproportionate. The 
foriy-two colleges were distributed among them very equally, 
and were to be seen in every quarter. T'he amusingly varied 
summits of those fine buildings were a product of the same 
description of art as the ordinary roofs which they overtopped, 
being nothing more than a multiplication, into the square or 
the cube, of the same geometrical figure. Thus they complicated 
me whole without confusing it, completed without overloading 
lb Geometry itself is one kind of harmony. Several fine man- 
sions, too, lifted their heads magnificently here and there above 
t e picturesque attic stories of the left bank—as the l^gis de 
the Lo^is de Rome, the Logis de Reims, which have 
isappeared; and the Hotel de Chtny, which still exists for the 
ar 1st s consolation, but the tower of which was so stupidlv 
snortened a few years ago. Near the Hotel de Cluny, that 

iiati f T semicircular arches, were once the 

Julian. There were also a number of abbeys, of a 

serninr .^'^^^gious, of a grandeur more solemn, than the 
which beautiful nor less grand. Those 

with itc ti attention were that of the Bernardines, 

tower that of Sainte-Genevi^ve, the square 

rapnearan^^’r the 

half^mnnl i ° remainder; the Sorbonne, half college, 
fine oiinH admirable a nave of which yet survives- The 

t -d, adjacent 'to it 

its three enormn of the Cordeliers, with 

tines, the graS'. ^ugus- 

the next Ifh! which formed, after the Tour de Kesle 

from fte «esta'rd'"xh? "n commenci' 

estt^ ard. The coUeges-wh.ch are, in fact, the inter- 
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mediate link bet^veen the cloister and the world—held the 
medium in the architectural series between the great mansions 
and the abbeys, exhibiting a severe elegance, a sculpture less 
airv than that of the palaces, an architecture less stem 
than that of the convents. Unfortunately, scarcely anything 
remains of these structures, in which Gothic art held so just 
a balance between richness and economy. The churches— 
and they were numerous and splendid in the University, and of 
every architectural era, from the round arches of Saint-Julien 
to the Gothic ones of Saint-Severin—the churches, we say, rose 
above the whole; and, as one harmony more in that harmonious 
mass, they pierced in close succession the multifariously indented 
outline of the roofs, with boldly cut spires, with perforated 
steeples, and slender aiguilUi, or needle spires, the lines ot 
which were themselves but a magnificent exaggeration of the 


acute angle of the roofs. 

The ground ->f the University was hilly. The Montague Ste. 
Genevieve, on the south-east, made one grand swell; and it 
was furious to see, from the top of Kotre-Dame, that crowd of 
narrow, winding streets (now the pays Latin), those clusters of 
houses which, scattered in every direction from the summit of 
that eminence, spread themselves in disorder, and almost pre¬ 
cipitously down its sides to the water’s edge—looking, some as 
If tlioy were falling, others as if they were climbing up, and all 
as it hanging to one another; while the continual motion of a 
thousand dark points crossing one another upon the pavement 
ga\-e the whole an appearance of life. These were the peop e 
m the streets, beheld thus from on high and at a distance. 

And in the interv'als between those roofs, those spires those 
innumerable projections of buildings, 

bent, twisted, and indented the extreme line of the Ui >ersit> , 

vou distinguished here and there some great 
covered wtll, some thick round tower, or some embattle^ 
fortress-looking town-gate: this vas the ericlosure of Philifw 
Augustus. Bevond extended the green 

the roads were seen diverging, ha^•mg /anWre 

nuittine the bodv of the town, a number of maiseiii * 
or houses without the walls, which were seen more thmK 

scattered the greater their disunce 

these faubourgs w. re considerable. FtW/.r^with its 

from the Tournellc) there was the bourg St. f ’ its 

bridge of one arch over the Bi6vre; us abbey, «l''ch was « 

be read the epitaph of King Louis the Fat, .puapinum Ludoua 
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Grossi; and its church, with an octagonal spire flanked bv four 
steeple turrets, of the eleventh centiir*.- (such a one is still to be 
seen at Etampes). Then there \'as the bour^ Si. Maicrnu, 
which had already three churches and a convent. Then, lfa\ mg 
on the left the mill of the Gobelins and its four while walls, 
came the fai<l>ourg St. Jacques, with the fine sculptured cr«iss in 
the middle of it; the church of St. Jacques du llaut-Pas, then 
a charming Gothic structure; that of St. Magi f>ire, with its fine 
nave of the fourteenth centurv', which Napoleon turned into a 
hay-bam; and that of Noire-Dame des Champs, or Notre-Damie 
m the Fields, in which were to be seen some byzantins. Anti 
after leaving in the open country the monastery of the ( hattmix, 
or Ciarthusians, a rich structure of the same period as the J'.ilais 
de Justice, with its little compartmenu-d gardens, and tlie 
haunted rums of Vauvert, the eye fell, towards the west, upon 
the three Roman-built spires of St. Germaiu-dci-Prh Si Ger- 
mam or Germanus in the Meadows. The boutg St. Germain 
already a large commune, formed fifteen or twenty streets iri 
e rear, sharp steeple of St. Sulpice indicating one of its 

to be distinguished the quadrilateral 

then'^tH^^ GcrmaiH, where is now the market; 

^en the abbot s pillors*. a pretty little round tower, well capped 

and^thpT^ tuileric, or tilc-kiln; 

bakehoiiciA^^ which led to the four banal, or manorial 

_ ■’ '''tb the manorial mill perched upon its mound 

charar^pHl?r vexatiously tyrannical 

espe^ialiv^^!^.^ balf-seen building. But that which 

which had an itself. It is certain that this monastery 

the bishops of P 'otdship—that abbatial palace, in which 

night-that refit .‘'?^"iselves happy to sleep a single 

the beauty and tlT’i the architect had given the air, 

-that ew’anll^ splendid rose-shaped window of a cathedral 
tory—thoTe snf“P*" Virgin—that monumental dormi- 

jealous drawblidr'e—portcullis and 
Its indented outline unon\h"^‘^“‘l°^ battlements which marked 
those courts in which tW r”'’ around- 

with golden cones Ihl men-at-arms shone mingled 

about the thtf a tallied, as it were 

Gothic chance ba^ed uprn ,’ 

cancel-made a magnificent figure in the horizoa 
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When at length, after long contemplating the University, 
you t'med towards the right bank, to the Town properly so 
Llled the cimracter of the scene was suddenly changed. The 
To,vn’was not onlv much larger than the bn.vershy but dso 
less uniform. At first sight it appeared to be divided into 
several masses, singularly distinct from each other First o 
all on the east in that part of the Town which still takes its 
nie f^rtre’ Irmr, or march, in which Camulogenes en- 
tangled Caesar, there was a collection of palaces, the mass o 
which extended to the waterside. Four great mansions almost 

conti-uous-the hotels De Jouy, De Sens, and De Barheau and 
? 7 • cast UDon the Seme the reflection of their 

slated tops Nonaindi^res to the abbey 

“ 

the ‘^‘^'oly-cut borde^ g ^3 „ 

,t recommended Its com ^ direction, in some places 

Behind those palaces , iXg a citadel, in others veiled 

cloven, palisaded, and te^Tthe vast and multi- 

by large trees like a , Pol, in which the 

fonn circuit of that wo superbly twentv-two princes of 

French King had room to lod pe y jj ..ith their 

the rank of the Dauphin 

trains and their ^ ^-hen he came to visit Paris, 

superior Lil^ion to themselves within the royal 

and the lions, who ‘ observe that a [irmce’s lodgings 

mansion. And '^e mu h principal apartments, 

then consisted of chamber appropriated to prayer; 

from the audience-room to t other ■' super- 

besides all 'ch suite of apartments was pro- 

fluous places,’’ with whic of each one of the Km. s 

vided; besides ^ cellars, pantries, and geneial 

gnests; besides the 

refectories of the household, general ofiircs, from the 

which there were or butlery; places 

fonrille, or bakehouse, to ^ tennis, riding at the 

for games of fifty ^ " oienageries, stables, caUk sm 

ring, etc,; aviancs, fish-pond.s, menag 
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libraries, urmouries, and foundries. Such was, at that day, a 

palais de roi —a Louvre—a Hotel St. Pol: it was a city within 

a citv. 

• 

From the tower upon which we have placed ourselves the 
Hotel St. Pol, though almost half hidden from view by the four 
great mansions of which we have just spoken, was, nevertheless, 
very considerable and very wonderful to behold. You could 
clearly distinguish in it, although they had been skilfully joined 
to the main building by means of long-windowed and pillared 
galleries, the three several mansions which Charles V. had thrown 
into one together with his former palace; the Hotel du Petit- 
Muce, with the airy balustrade which gracefully bordered its 
roof; the hotel of the abbot of St. Maur, presenting the varietv 
of an entrance regularly fortified, with a massive tower machi¬ 
colations, shot-holes, moineaux de fer, and, over the wide Saxon 
gateway, the abbot’s escutcheon placed between the two notches 
for the drawbridge; the hotel of the Count d'Eumpes. the keen 
0 which, being ruinous at the top, looked rounded and indented 
like the crest of a cock; here and there three or four old oaks 
making together one great swelling tuft; haunts of swans amid 

° ^ preserves, all wavering in light and 
shade; the picturesque comer of many a court; the Hdtel des 

short Saxon pillars, its iron portcullises, and its DerDetual rnlr 
mg; then, shooting up above this group of objccU the sc-ilJ 

o?‘pa? mansion^flhe 

j'lr .rcaif ■ 

galleries, itsTout^^^^^ 

surrounded by bat^rmente^lt^^^ b' roof of which, 

hat with the brim turned up. “ P“‘nted 

which thus” dkpiryed'lteU at a dUu*^ ""Phitheatre of 

a vast structure of several distent 

r«r tha^n a ”“^5 

a red waistcoat might 
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with a blue doublet. However, the singularly sharp and 
elevated roof of the modem palace, bristling with carved spout 
«nds and covered with sheets of lead, over which ran sparkling 
incrustations of gilt copper in a thousand fantastic arabesques 
—that roof so curiously damaskened sprang gracefully up from 
amid the brown ruins of the ancient edifice, the old massive 
towers of which were bellying with age into the shape of casks, 
their height shrunk with decrepitude, and breaking asunder 
from top"’to bottom. Behind rose the forest of spires of the 
Falais des Tournelles. Nor was any assemblage of objects m 
the world—not even at Chambord nor at the Alliambra—more 
magical, more aerial, more captivating, than that grove of 
spikes turrets, chimneys, weathercocks, spiral staircases, airy 
lanterns, pavilions, spindle-shaped turrets, or tourndUs,^ they 
were then called—all differing in form, height, and position. 

To the ri-ht of the Tournelles, that bundle of enormous 

f.wers perfectly black, growing, it were, one 
and looking as if bound together by their circular fosse, that 
do'iion tower, looped much more with shot-holes than with 
windows; that drawbridge always lifted; that porten lis always 
down—those are the liastille. Those objects like black beaks, 
proiectin<T between the battlements, and which at this distance 
vou would take for the mouths of spoute, are cannon. Unde 
their fire at the foot of the formidable structure, you rnay 
Jerceivrihe Port St. Antoine, almost buried between its two 

tufted carpet of labyrinth of groves and 

of which was dislmguishab , y , ■ XI. had given 

walks, the "^oteekatory rose above the labyrinth, 

to Coictier. Ihe aocior cm-ill house for its capital; 

like a great practised astrologies of terrible 

and in that study had been T.inre Rovale. 

effect. That spot /p^,^‘g'and iti precincts, 

As we have already Tte 

of which we have prominent features, filled up 

though by “ enclosure made with the Seme on 

the angle which Charle . occupied by a heap of 

the east. The J^thek that the three bridges of 

ordinary houses. h^rrkd their stream of passengers; 
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This accumulation of common dwelling-houses, pressed against 
one another like the cells in a hive, was not without its beauty. 
In the roofs of a capital, as in the waves of a sea, there is at 
least grandeur of outline. In the first place, then, tlx- streets 
crossed and intertwined, diversified the mass with a hundred 
amusing figures; around the Halles it was like a star uith a 
thousand rays. The Rues St. Denis and St. Martin, with tl.eir 
innumerable ramifications, ascended one after the oiIkt like 
two great trees mingling their branches; and then there were 
tortuous lines the Rue de le Platrerie, etc., winding about over 
the whole. There were also some fine edifices lifting their heads 
above the petrified undulation of this sea of gables First at 
the entrance of the Pont-aux-Changeurs, behind'which 'the 
Seme was seen foaming under the mill-wheels at the Pont-aux- 
Meumers, there was the Chatelet; no longer a Roman tower as 
under the Emperor Julian, but a feudal tower of the thirteenth 
century, and of a stone so hard that in three hours the riick 
did not rernove it to the depth of a man's fist. Then there 
was the rich square steeple of St. jacques-de-lu-Boucherie its 
angles all rounded with sculptures, and already worths; ^ 

at™vLnteH’“ cenuiry 

a^t the^o ^ particular those four monsters which, still perched 

y the four corners of its roof, look like so many sphinxes eivine 

Rauu: r sc^Tptorpiaced "L" th:;e,‘':t^r tVryeTr^:'"^^^ 

ThuJehTf some description. There wl^the 

spoSfd h^‘t of^T ti^v ^\tdTa 

other stnicfures which disdained not to bn^ 

in that chaos of deep dark anH their attractions 

which you discovered at a distanertTe r' Irjnocents, of 

the pillory of the HaUes the ton nf ttf k ^ enclosure; 

the chimnevs of the Rue He lo r ^ was visible between 

Croix-du-TmhoL b fZtlurTT'"’ 

« Phihp-Augustus, distbguishable w'd il::" 

o 


124 


Notrc-Damc 


the houses—ivy-mant!ed towers—ruinous gatewav-;—crumbling 
and shapeless pieces of wall—the quay, with its thousand shops 
and its bloody-looking ecorcheries, or skinning yards; the Seme 
covered with boats from the Port-an-Foin to the For-VEveque 
and you will have some general idea of the appearance presented 
in 1482 by the central trapezium or irregular quadrangle of 

the town. . 

Together with these two quarters—the one of palaces, the 

other of houses—the third great feature then observable m the 
Ville was a long zone or belt of abbeys which bordered it almost 
in its whole compass on the land side, from east to west, and, 
behind the line of fortification by which Pans was shut m, 
formed a second internal enclosure, consisting of convents and 
Chanels 'i'hus, close to the park of the Toumelles, between the 
Rue^ St. Antoine and the old Rue du Temple there was St. 
Catherine’s, with its immense grounds, bounded only by the 
wall of Paris. Between the old and the new Rue du Temple 
there was the Temple itself, a frowning bundle of towers, lofty 
erect and isolated in the midst of an extensive embattled 
rnebsure Behveen the Rue Keuve du Temp e and the Rue S . 
Martin in the midst of its gardens, stood St. Martin s ^ 
t «. #; A ^iiiirrh whosc girdle of towers, whose tiara of steeples, 
fortified splendour only to St. Germain-dos- 

Tri: • Baton rt“wo Rues^St. Martin and St. Denis was d.s- 

1 " j rirniit of the or convert of the Trinity. And 

played the ci Montorgueil was that ot 

nieu Close b^he latter were to be distingui.shcd the 
the * , ,,nnaved enclosure of the Cour des Miracles, 

fhTonfy'Sre obtruded itself into that chain 

tmctly m the great enclosure, and the 

occupying the wesw h j palaces and great 

waterside ^,Vot Louvre."^ The old Louvre 

mansions crowding immense structure—the great tower 

of Phihp-Augustus, m principal towers, 

besides all the summits of the Hotel d’AIcn^on and 

as It were within th c lowers, the giant-keeper of 

the Petit-Bourbon. tois nyara 01 » erect—with the 

Paris, with its in lead or scaled with 

monstrous ridges of its meullic streaks— 

slates, and all vanegated with glittermg 
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surprisingly terminated the configuration of the Town on 
the west. 

Thus an immense pale —what the Romans called an insula or 
island—ol ordinary dwelling-houses, flanked od eitlier side by 
two great clusters of palaces, crowned, the one by the InuxTe. tlie 
other by the Toumelles, and bordered on the north by a long 
belt of abbeys and cultivated enclosures—the wlmle mingled 
and amalgamated m one view—and over those thousands of 
buildings whose tiled and slated roofs ran in so many fantastic 
chains the steeples, engraved, embroidered, and inlaid, ol the 
forty-four churches on the right bank-myriads of cross-streeLs- 
the boundary on one side a line of lofty walls with square h,w. rs 
(those of the University wall being round), and on the other the 
Seme, mtersected by bridges and crowded with numberless boats 
-such was the town of Paris in the fifteenth centurv 

Beyonu the walls there were some laubourgs adia.cnt to the 
gates, but le^ nun^rous and more scattered than those of the 
University side, ^lus behind the Bastille tliere were ad' 
of mean houses clustered around the curious carvinre rf J 
cross called the Croix^aubin, and the buttresses of the AbW 

thed^tK ^ Anthony’s-in-the-Flclds^- 

Bateliire, encircled with white wills aL°herT'/,r' 

Itself, witlHts chalky declivitiVc \i 

almost as many churrhp^ oc ■ which had then 

only the windmills, " for ” reUined 

seeks only bread for the Wv ai? now 

reader may interpret in his own wa^ k 

^uvre, you saw, stretchin- into Z 

f^onore, even then of consPaer^lP f the faubourg Si. 

La Petite-Breiagne, or Little 'Rritn; ^ looking green 

the MarclU-ail-PoZcenul spreading itself out 

Which heaved.thrShodder^Ifedl^^^^^ oi 
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thenon nor n temple of the Olympian Jupiter; it was the dismal 
Montfaucon, already alluded to, and hereafter to be described. 

Now, if the enumeration of so many edifices, brief as we have 
sought to make it, have not shattered in the reader’s mind the 
general image of old Paris as fa.st as we have endeavoured to 
construct it. w'e will recapitulate it in a few words. In the 
centre was the island of the City, resembling in its form an 
enormous tortoise, extending on either side its bridges all scaly 
with tiles, like so many feet, from under its grey shell of roofs. 
On the left the close, dense, bristling, and homogeneous quad¬ 
rangle of the University; and on the right the vast semicircle 
of the To^s-n, much more interspersed with gardens, and great 
edifices. The three masses—City, University, and To^vn—are 
veined with innumerable streets. Across the whole runs the 
Seine, “ the nursing Seine,” as Father Du Breul calls it, 
obstructed with islands, bridges, and boats. All around is an 
immense plain, chequered with a tliousand different sorts of 
cultivation, and strewed with beautiful villages; on the left 
Issy, Vanvres, Vaugirard, Montrouge, Gentilly, with its round 
tower and its square tower, etc.; and on the right twenty others, 
from Conflans to ViDc I’Eveque. In the horizon a circle of hills 
formed, as it were, the rim of the vast ba.sin. And in the dis¬ 
tance, on the east, was Vincennes, with its seven quadrangular 
towers; on the south, the Bicetre, with its pointed turrets; on 
the north, St. Denis and its spire; and on the west, St. Cloud 
and its donjon. Such was the Paris beheld from the summit of 
the towers of Notre-Dame by the crows who lived in 14S2. 

And vet it Is of this ritv that VolUtre has said that before 
the time of Louis XIV. it possessed only four fine pieces ol 
architecture ’’—that is to say, the dome of the Sorbonne, the 
Val-de-(;race. the modem Ixiuvre, and—we have forgotten 
which wa. the fourth; perhaps it wa.s the Lvixcrnbourg. 
Voltaire, however, was not the less the author of Candtdf ^ 
having made this obser^-ation; nor is he the less, all the 

men who have succeeded one another in the k.ng series of human 
characters, the one who has possessed m the greatest action 
the riff dinhoUque, the sardonic smile. This opinK-n of onb 
affords one evidence, among so many others that a ^ ^ 
a fine genuis, ami vet understand nothing of an art -^uh 
not studied. Did not Molit^re think he wrvs honour 

to Raphael and Michael Angelo when he calle<l them those 

But to return to Paris and to the fifteenth centurr-. It nw 
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not then a fine town only, but it was a homoj^eneous tt)wn, an 
architectural and historical production of ilic Miiidl'- 
chronicle in stone. It was a city composed of two arc l;iit i tural 
strata only—the Romanish and the Gothic layer: for ifu- true 
Roman layer had long disappeared, except In the liaihs of 
Julian, where it still pierced through the thick incru-stiiion of 
the Middle Ages; and as for the Celtic stratum, no specimen of 
that was now to be found, even in sinking a well. 

Half a century later, when the Revival came and broke into 
that consistency, so severe and yet so varied, with the dazzling 
profuseness of its systems and its fancies, rioting among Roman 
arches, Grecian columns, and Gothic depressions—its carving 
so delicate and so imaginative, its peculiar tastes for araljcsqucs 
and foliage, its architectural paganism contemporary with 
Luther—Paris was perhaps more beautiful still, though less 
harmonious to the eye and to the mind. But that splendid 
period was of short duration. The Revival was not impartial. 
Not content with erecting, it thought proper to pull down; it 
must be acknowledged, too, that it wanted room. So ’the 
Gothic Paris was complete but for a moment. Scarcely was the 
tower of St. Jacques-de-la-Boucherie finished before the demoli¬ 
tion of the old Louvre was begun. 

Since then this great city has been daily sinking into de¬ 
formity. The Gothic Paris, under which the Romanish Paris 
was disappearing, has disappeared in its turn; but what name 
shall we give to the Pans that has taken its placed 

There is the Paris of Catherine dc M6flicU at the Tuileries ‘ 
the Pans of Henry II. at the H6tcl-de-Ville-two edifices which 
smi m fine taste; the Paris of Henry IV. at the Place Royale 

tncoloured houses; the Pans of Louis Xlll. at the V.tl-de- 

‘ Om: author has here subjoined the (oUowuig note — 
heavy lor hAnrUir,i^Tw“: architecU of our time have bands tou 
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Qrice _of architecture crushed and squat^ with basket-handle 

vaults, big-bellied columns, and a humpbacked dome; the 
Paris of Louis XIV. at the Invalides—great, rich, gilded, and 
cold; the Paris of Louis XV. at St. Sulpice—with volutes, knots 
of ribbons, clouds, vermicelli, and succory, all in stone; the 
Paris of Louis XVI. at the Pantheon—St. Peter’s at Rome ill- 
copied, and the building has been awkwardly heightened, which 
has by no means rectified its lines; the Paris of the Republic at 
the School of Medicine, a poor Greek and Roman style, just as 
much to be compared to the Coliseum or the Parthenon as the 
constitution of the year III. is to the laws of Minos—the French 
denomination for which style in architecture is U gout messtdor; 
the Paris of Napoleon at the Place Venddme—something subhniC; 
a brazen column composed of melted cannon; the Pans of the 
Restoration at the Bourse, or exchange—a colonnade veiy white, 
supporting a frieze very smooth; the whole square, and costing 

twenty millions of francs. , j 1 

To each of these characteristic structures is allied, by simi¬ 
larity of style, manner, and disposition of parts, a certain number 
of houses scattered over the different quarters of the town 
which the eye of the connoisseur easily distmgiiishes and assigns 
to their respective dates. When a man understands the art of 
seeing, he can trace the spirit of an age and the features of 

king even in the knocker on a door. ,_ 

q\e present Paris has therefore no f 
It is a collection of specimens of several different ages, 
finest of all have disappeared. TJis “pi^ is me g 

dwelling-houses only, and in what dwelling-houses? int goes 

on as 1? is now doing, Paris will be renewed every «W y-r. 

So also the historical meaning of Its architectur y 8 

away. Its great structures are beco^ng fewer and^^e^ 

seeming to be swallowed “P X -"sent day might 

houses. “Our fathers” a ha^eoneof plaster.’’ 

exclaim, “iiad a Pans of stone, p shall gladly 

As for the modem ^t-ctures of 

decline enlarging upon them. Genevieve of M. Soufflot 

them all proper admiration hte- uen 

is certainly the finest Savoy distinguished 

The Palace of isaninglish 

piece of pastry. The “T" e ’ The towers of St. Sulpice are 
,ockey-cap on a magnificent^ ■ ^ ^ clarinet shape 

-a.,. ...i 
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makes an admirable diversity upon the roof. Tlie churrh of 
Saint-Roch has a doons'ay with whose magnificence onlv that 
of St. Thomas d Aquin can compare; it has also a pluin-jjudding 
Mount Calvary down in a cellar, and a sun of gilt wood. Thes<'. 
it must be owned, are things positively marvellous. The 
bntern of the labyrinth at the Jardin des Plantes, too, is vastly 
ingenious. As for the Palais de la Bourse^ or Exchange, which 
is Grecian in its colonnade, Roman by the circular arches of its 
duors and windows, and of the Revival by its great d.-pressed 
ceiling, it is doubtless a structure in great correctness and [)unty 
of taste, one proof of which is that it is crowned by an attic story 
such as was never seen at Athens, a fine straight'line. gracefully 
intersected here and there by stove pipes. Wc must add that 
if It be a rule that the architecture of a building should be so 
adapted to the purpose of the building itself as that the aspect 
of the edifice should at once declare that purpose, we cannot too 
inuch admire a structure which from its appearance might be 
either a royal palace, a chamber of deputies, a town hall a 
college, a riding-house, an academy, a repository, a court’of 
justice, a museum, a barrack, a mausoleum, a temple or a 
theatre—and which all the while is an exchange. It has been 
thought too tliai an edifice should be made appropriate to the 
climate and so this one has evidently been built on purpose for a 
cold and rainy sky. It has a roof almost flat, as they are in the 
East; and consequently m winter, when it snows, the roof has 
to be swept And does any one doubt that roofs are intended 
to be swept? As for the purpose of which we have just now 
been speakmg, the building fulfils it admirably. It is an ex- 

Tni^i> It would have been a temple in Greece 

True it IS that the architect has had much ado to conceal 
clock-face, which would have destroyed the ouritv nf fh * 

Imes of the facad .; but to make amends ve I' 

these, doubtless, are very superb structures Add fk 
y a pretty street, amusing and diversified like tK p 
Rivoh, and we need not despair that Paris 
as seen m a baUoon flight that rirhn.« " H- P^^^sent, 

of detail, that peculiar”diversity of aspect Tha^ opulence 
passingly grand in the simple and Ttrlkln. ■ something sur- 
which distinguishes a draughtboard ® ^ 

w.,. 
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reconstruct in your imagination the Paris of the fifteenth 
centur>-; look at the sky through that surprising forest of spires, 
towers, and steeples—spread out amidst the vast city, tear 
asunder at the points of the islands, and fold round the piers of 
the bridges, the Seme, with its broad green and yellow flakes, 
more variegated than the skin of a serpent—project distinctly 
upon a horizon of azure the Gothic profile of that old Paris 
make its outline float in a wintrv' mist clinging to its innumerable 
chunneys—plunge it in deep night, and obsene the hmtastic 
display of the darkness and the lights in that gloomy labyrinth 
of buildings—cast upon it a ray of moonlight, showing it ui 
glimmering vagueness, with its towers lifting their great heads 
fiom that foggy sea—or draw that dark veil aside, cast into shade 
the thousand sliarp angles of its spires and its gables, and 
exhibit it all fantastically indented upon the glowing western 


skv at sunset, and then compare. 

.Vnd if vou would receive from the old city an impression 

which the modern one is quite incapable of giving you ascend, 
on the morning of some great holiday, at sunrise, on Laster or 
WhitsuiKiav, to some elevated point from which your eye can 
command the whole capital, and attend awakening of the 
chimes. Behold, at a signal from heaven—for u is the sun that 
cives it—those thousand churches startmg from their sleep. 
At first you hear onlv scattered tinkhngs going from church to 
church, as when musicians are giving one another notice to begin 
■I hen all on a sudden, behold-for there are moments when the 

"zrzi s 

^ \ TVi Ml hv clcfirees as they expand they mingle, 

r,tra'r/los-t .n each o\herfand -"founded m 
concert. Then it ts aU one m.tss of u^o 

santly sent forth from tl.e .nnumerable^suepks^^floaU^^^^^^ 

dulating, bounding, and ^ of iu oscillations, 

far beyimd the horizon the o ^ ^ ^ 

Vet that sea of harniuny ;f ".^;;.:i";percei^ the winding ol 
IS, it has not lost its transparen . • > P several rings; you 

each group of notes and clamorous, of the 

can follow the dialogue by octaves leaping from 

crecelie and the bourdon , V® P springing aloft, winged, 

one steeple to another; falling broken and 

kght, and whistling from the bell of siuer, lai g 


A Bird’s-Eye View of Paris 131 

limping from the bell of wood. You admire among the 

rich gamut incessantly descending and reascending the se\'en 
bells of Sainte-Eustache; and you see clear and rapid notes 
running across, as it were, in three or four luminous zig/ i;'s, and 
vanishing like flashes of lightning. Down there vou see Saint- 
Martin’s Abbey, a shrill and broken-voiced songstress; here 
is the sinister and sullen voice of the Bastille; and at the otlirr 
end js the great tower of the Louvre, with its counter-tenor. 
The royal chime of the Palais unceasingly casts on everv’ side 
resplendent trillings, upon which fall at regular intervals the 
heavy strokes from the great bell of Notre-Dame. which strikes 
sparkles from them like the hammer upon the anvil. At 
intervals you perceive sounds pass by of every form from the 
triple peal of Saint-Germain-des-Prds. Then, again, from time 
to time that mass of sublime sounds half opens,’ and gives 
passage to the stufto of tlic Ave-Maria, which glitters like an 
aigrette of stars. liclow, in the deepest of the concert, vou dis¬ 
tinguish confusedly the internal music of the churches, exhaled 
through the vibrating pores of their vaulted roofs Here 
certainly, is an opera worth hearing. Ordinarily, the murmur 
that escapes from Paris in the davtime is the city talkin"- in 
the night It is the city breathing; but here it is the citv sii^’in'^ 
Listen, then, to this tulti of the steeples: diffuse over the whole 
the murmur of half a million of people—the everlasting plaint 
of the river—the boundless breathings of the wind—the wave 
and far qu.irM of the four forests placed upon the hills in the 
disiance like so many vast organs, immersing in them as in a 

mZ'd “I ” othenvise be too 

gged or too sharp; and then say whether ^■ou know of anv 

riallV" joyous, more golden, mo« 

mn t^on this tumult of bells and chimes—this furnace of 

?utes7f thousand voices of brass, all singing together in 
flutes of stone three hundred feet lii^h—this rite- whfrK u 
one orchestra-this svmphony as loudens a t^nipek 
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CHAPTER I 

GOOD FOLKS 


It was sixteen years before the period of our story that on a 
fine morning of the first Sunday after Easter—called in England 
Low Sunday, and in France, U dimanrhe de la Quaumodo, or 
Qiiosivwdo Sunday, from the word Quasimodo, which commences 
the Latin ofTertory appropriated to the mass of that day—that 
a young child bad been deposited, after mass in the cathedral 
church of Notre-Dame, upon the bedstead fixed in the pave¬ 
ment on the left hand of the entrance, opposite to that great 
image of St. Christopher which the stone figure of Messire Antoine 
des Ksvirts, knight, had been contemplating on his knees since 
the year 1413, at the time that it was thought proper to throw 
down both the saint and his faithful adorer. Upon this bed¬ 
stead it was customary to exp(*se foundlings to the charity of 
the public. Any one took them that chose; and in the front 
of the bedstead was placed a copper basin for the reception of 


"hns. , , . .. 

The sort of living creature that was found lying upon the e 

planks on Low Sunday morning in the year of our Lord mu? 
appeared to excite in a high degree the cunosiy of a very con- 
-iderable group of persons which had collected round the bed 
^tead, and which consisted in great measure of individuals of 
the fair sex. Indeed, they were nearly all old 

In the front line of the spectators, and ^^ooping the most 

mtentlv over the bedstead, were to be seen four ^ ^ 

by their grev ra^ouU (a sort of cassock), appeared to be 

'devout%istelhood. We kno« not h.sto^should 

not hand down to posterity the names of these discreet and 
venerable demoiselles. They were Agm'^a 

la 1 arme, Henriette la Gaultii re, an ‘ Cha-belle EUtnne 

all four widows, all four bo,mf femmes of the ( 

;y.„rfrv, who had come thus far from then house, "'p ' ^ 

m,.St,-ess’s leave and conformably to the statutes of Pierre 


d’Ailly, to hear the sermon. 
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However, if these good Haudriettes were observing for thte 
moment the statutes of Pierre d’Ailly, assuredly they wuc 
violating, to their hearts’ content, those of Michel dc Brache and 
the Cardinal of Pisa, wliich so inhumanly prescribed silence 
to them. 

“ Whatever can that be, sister?” said Agnds to Ga-irh^c, 
as she looked at the little exposed creature which lay screaming 
and twisting itself about upon the bedstead, frightened ul bring 
looked at by so many people. 

“ Bless mel ” said Jehanne, ” what’s to become of us all if 
that’s the way they make children now 1 ” 

“ I'm no great judge of children,” resumed Agn^, ” but it 
must surely be a sin to look at such a one as this I ” 

” It’s no child at all, Agn^-” 

” It’s a misshapen baboon,” observed Gauch^re. 

” It's a miracle,” said Henriette la Gaulti^re. 

“Then,” remarked Agn^s, “this is the third since Ls-Urr 
Sunday j for Jt’s not a week since we had the miracle of the 
mocker of pilgrims divinely punished by Our Lady of Auber- 
vilhers, and that was the second miracle of the month 

” This pretended foundling’s a very monster of abomination ” 
resumed Jehanne. ' 


_ He brawls loud enough to deafen a chanter,” added Gauch^rc 
— ^ Hold your tongue, you little bellower.” 

Reims that sends this 

monstrosity to Monsieur of Paris 1” exclaimed La Gaultiirc 
clasping her hands. ^aumerc, 


animai"^th Herme, “ that it’s some strange 

amrnal-the offspring of some beastly Jew or other-something 

'■ r ^ Gaulti^re, “ nobody'll ask to have it I ” 

■szn ":r a-- 
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infant. It was a little angular, restless mass, imprisoned in a 
canvas bag marked with the cipher of Messire Guillaume Chartier, 
then Bishop of Paris, with a head pee[)ing out at one end of it. 
This head was very deformed, exhibiting only a forest of red 
hair, one eye, a mouth, and some teeth. The eye was weeping; 
the mouth was crying; and the teeth seemed to desire, above 
all things, to bite. The whole lump was struggling violently 
in the bag, to the great wonderment of the increasing and inces¬ 
santly renewing crowd around it. 

Dame Aloise de Gondelaurier, a wealthv and noble lady, 
holding by the hand a pretty little girl about su years of age, 
and drawing after her a long veil attached to the golden horn 
of her coif, stopped as she was passing before the bedstead, and 
looked for a moment at the unfortunate creature; while her 
charrninii little daughter, Fleur-de-Lys de Gondelaurier, all 
clad in silk and velvet, was spelling with her pretty finger, upon 
the permanent label attached to the bedstead, the words Eufans 

Trouves. • . «. i 

“ Really,” said the lady, turning away with disgust, I 

thou'dn thev exposed here nothing but children.” 

She turned her back, at the same time throwing into the basin 

a silver florin, which rang among the liards, and opened wide 

the eyes of the poor bonnes femmes of the Chapelle Etienne 

A moment afterwards the grave and learned Robert Mistn- 
colV, king’s prothonotar>', passed by, with an enormous missal 
under one arm, and his wife under the other (Damoiselle Guille- 
meite-Ia-Mairesse), having thus at his side his two regulators, 

the spiritual and the temporal. _ 

“Foundling, indeed!” said he after examining the ivin 
lump; “ yet—found, apparently, upon the paraj>et of tti 

river Phlegethonl ” . p.-n,, 

“ It has but one eye visible,” observed Dampiselle Guille 

mette; ” it has a great wart upon the other. 

•• It’s no wart,” e.xclaimed Maitre Robert M.s ncolle U S 
an egg that contains just such another dernon which upon 

its «e another little egg enclosing 'se 

■■ ilow do you know that? ” asked , 

■■ 1 know it for very sufficient reasons,’ answered the pro 

“ Monsieur the Prothonotary,” asked Gauch.^re, what do 
you prognosticate from this pretended foundling. 

“ Ihc greatest calamities,” answered MistricoUc. 
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** Ah, my God! ” said an old woman amon" th^ bystanders, 
“ withal that there was a considerable pestilence last year, 
and they say the English are going to land in great cumpatiy 
at Harfleurl '* 

“ Perhaps that’ll prevent the Queen from coming to I^iris in 
September,” obsen’ed another; “ and trade’s so bad alreadv! ” 

” I’m of opinion,” cried Jehanne de laTarme, ” that it would 
be better for the inhabitants of Paris for that little conjurer 
there to be lying upon a fagot than upon a boanl.” 

“ A fine flaming fagot I ” added the old woman. 

“ It would be more prudent,” said Mistricolle. 

For some minutes a young priest had been listening to the 
argument of the Uaudriettes and the oracular sentence's of the 
prothonotary. 

He had a severe countenance, wdth a broad forehead and a 
penetrating eye. He made way silently through the crowd, 
examining the little conjurer with his eve. and stretched out his 
hand over him. It was time, for all the devout old ladies were 
already regaling themselves with the anticipation of the fine 
flaming fagot. 

“ I adopt that child.” said the priest. He wrapt it in his 
c^sock and carried it away with him, the bystanders gazine 
after him with looks of affright. In a minute he had disappeared 
through the Porte-Rouge, or red door, which at that time led 
from the church into the cloisters. 

When the first surprise was over Jehanne de la Tarme 
whispered m the ear of U Gaulti^re, ” Did not I tell vou sister 
that that young clerk, Monsieur Claude Frollo, is a sorcerer? ” * 


CHAPTER II 

CLAUDE FROLLO 

Claude Frollo was in fact no vulgar person Hp j 

tyne of those families of middle rLk Uich w-ere 

thirty twenty-one houses of which had 

thirteenth century, the object of so many plea^^mg^Teiom tt 
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official As possessor of this fief, Claude Frollo was one of the 
sept-vingt-un, or hundred and forty-one sei-neurs claiming 
ccnsive or manorial dues, in Paris and its faubourgs; and in 
that capacity his name was long to be seen inscribed between 
that of the Hotel de Tancarville, belonging to Maitre Francois 
le Rez, and that of the college of Tours, in the chartulary de¬ 
posited at Saint-Martin-des-Champs. 

The parents of Claude Frollo had destined him, from his 
infancy, for the ecclesiastical state. He had been Uught to 
read in Latin; and had been bred to cast down his eyes and to 
speak low. While yet a child, his father had cloistered him m 
the college of Torchi, in the University; cuid there it was that 
he h.ad grown up, over the missal and the lexicon. 

He was, moreover, a melancholy, grave, and serious boy, 

who studied ardently and learned with 

..houted loud when ut play; he mLxcd little m the 

of the Rue du Fouarre; knew not what it was to dare alapiis 

H capillos laniare; nor had figured m that 
which the annalists gravely record under the title of Sixi6r^ 
Trouble de I’Universit^.” It did not often happen to him to 
raUv the poor scholars of Montaigu upon their cappetles, from 

Couronnes expre^^es assiduous at the great and the 

But. on the other hand, 

little schools of - Cnint Pierre-de-Val, at the moment 

scholar whom the Abbo of Samt-P.err^e W ^ 

of commencing ^is re g against a pilUr of the ^cole 

tently fixed, OPPJJ'' Claude FroliC, armed with his inkhom, 
Saint-Vendrcgesilt, was much-worn knee, and in 

chewing his pen, auditor that Messire Miles 

winter blowing his fing- • Monday morning, 

d-Isliers, docteur en ^ of\he school 

quite out of breath, at ^ , Frollo Thus at the age of 
Du Chef Samt-Dems, was . ■ j^^stical theology, for 

sixteen the yoa^ clerk tiieology for a father of the 

a father of the Church; mr a doctor of the Sorbonne. 

Council; and in scholastic theology, for a doaoro^^^^^ 

Thcologt- being pa-^ed toug , h ScnUnces, 

deern, or study of the decretals, j ^ad 

he had fallen upon the Capitularies of Charlemagne, 
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successively devoured, in his appetite for knowlfd^r, decretals 
upon decretals—those of Theodore, Bishop of Hispalis; those 
of Bouchard, Bishop of Worms; those of Yves, Ihshcp of 
Chartres; then the decret of Gratian, which succeeded the 
capitularies of Charlemagne; then the collection by Gregory 
IX.; then the epistle Super specula of Honorius III. Tie made 
himself clearly familiar with that vast and tumultuous period 
of the civil and the canon law, in collision and at strife with each 
other in the chaos of the Middle Ages—a period which opens 
with Bishop 'fheodore in 618, and closes in 1227 with Pope 
Gregory. 

Having digested the decretals, he plunged into medicine and 
the liberal arts. He studied the science of herbs, the science 
of unguents. He became expert in the treatment of fevers and 
of contusions, of wounds and of inipostliumes. Jacques d’Espars 
would have admitted him as a pliysician, Richard Hellaln as a 
surgeon. In like manner he ran through every degree in the 
faculty of arts. He studied the hjiguages — Latin, Greek, 
Hebrew—a triple sanctuary then but very little frequented. He 
possessed by an absolute fever of acquiring and storing up 
science. At eighteen he had made his way through the four 
faculties; it seemed to the young man that life had but one s.de 
object, and that was to know. 

It was just about this period that the excessive heat of the 
summer of 1466 gave birth to that great plague which carried 
on more than forty thousand souls within the viscountv of 
Baris, and arnongst others, says John of Troves, “ Maitrc 
^oul the kings astrologer, a man full honek, wise, and 
pleasant. It was rumoured in the university that the 

ue Jircchappe was one of those especially devastated bv the 
pestilence It was there, in the midst of their fief, that the 

K to y^^ng scholar hastened in great 

^ he found tliaf his 

-almes of this Ufo. Then, otoved with pity, he wL setcd^'llh' 
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passion and devotion for this infant brother; and strange at 
once and sweet was this human affection to him who had 
never yet loved anything but books. 

This affection developed itself to a singular degree; in a soul 
so new to passion it was like a first love. Separated since his 
childhood from his parents, whom he had scarcely known— 
cloistered and walkd up, as it were, in his books—eager above 
all things to study and to learn—exclusively attentive, until 
then, to his understanding, which dilated in science—to his 
indignation, which expanded in literature—the poor scholar 
had not yet had time to feel that he had a heart. This little 
brother, without father or mother—this infant which suddenly 
dropped, as it were, from heaven into his charge—made a new 
man of him. He dibcovered that there was something else 
in the world besides the speculations of the Sorbonne and the 
verses of Homerus—that man has need of affections—that life 
without tenderness and w’ithout love is but a piece of dry 
machinery, noisy and wearisome. Only he fancied—for he 
was still at that age when iUusions are as yet replaced only by 
illusions—that the affections of blood and kindred were the only 
ones necessary, and that a little brother to love was sufficient 
to fill up his whole existence. 

He threw himself, then, into the love cf his little Jehan with 
all the warmth of a character which wab already deep, ardent, 
conctntrated. This poor helpless creature, pretty, fair-haired, 
rosy, and curly—this orphan with another orphan or its only 
support - moved him to the inmost soul; and, like a grave 
thinker as he was, he began to reflect upon Jehan with a (ctlmg 
of the tenderest pity. He bestowed all his solicitude “P"" ^ "V- 
as upon something extremely fragile especially commerced 
to his care. He was more than a brother to the infant he 

became a mother to it. , , . 

Now little Jehan having lost his mother before he was > 

Claude put him out to nurse. was held^of 

he inherited from his father that of Moulin, which ° 

the square tower of Gentilly; it was a mill standing 

near ihe Chateau de Wwchestre, since conupted 

The miller’s wife was suckling a fine T her in his 

the university, and Claude carried his little Jehan to her m his 

“'Thenceforward, feeling that he h.id a burden to bear he began 
to look on life a serious matter. Tl.e thought 
brother became not only his recreation from study, u 
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of his studies themselves. He resolved to devote liinivlf entirely 
to the future life of the being for whom he thmj}:lit liimself 
answerable before God, and never to have any other spuus'-, any 
other offspring, than the happiness and the fortune of his bn-thcr. 
He attached himself, therefore, more devotedly than ever to his 
clerical vocation. ITis merit, his learning, his quality as an 
immediate vassal of the Bishop of Paris, opened wide to him the 
gates of the Giurch. At ttventy years of age, by sp'M ial dis- 
perusation from the Holy See, he was ordained priest, and 
performed the service, as the youngest of the chaplains of 
Notre-Dame, at the altar called, on account of the late mass 
that was said at it, altare pigrorum, the altar of the luiy. 

There, more than ever immersed in his dear book; which 
he quitted only to hasten for an hour to the fief Du Moulin, 
this mixture of learning and austerity, so rare at his ago, had 
speedily gained him the admiration and reverence of the cloister. 
I'rom the cloister his reputation for learning had been com* 
municated to the people, amongst whom it had been in some 
degree converted, as not unlrequcntiy happened in tliat day, 
into renown for sorcers. 

It was at the moment of returning, on the Quasimodo Sunday, 
from saying his mass of the slothful at their altar, which wa.v 
at the side of that gate of the choir which opened into the 
nave, on the right hand, near the image of the \ irgm, that his 
attention had been awakened by the group of old women 
screaming around the bed of the foundlings. 

Then it was that he had approached the unfortunate little 
creature, the object of so much hatred and menace. That 
distre^, that deformity, that abandonment, the thought of his 
little brother, the idea which suddenly crossed his mind that 
were he himself to die his dear little Jehan, too, might chance 
to be mi^rably cast upon those boards—all tliat had rushed 

ofTm I®’ “ possession 

Of him, and he had borne off the child. 

VNTien he ^ew the infant out of the bag he found it to be very 

u left eye, the head compressed between the shoulders thp 

was increased by this ugliness; and he vowed in 

brmg up th. child for the love of his broILeVin orde'rlaT 
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7/hatever might in future time be the faults of little Jehan, 
there might be placed to his credit this piece of charity per¬ 
formed on his account. It was a sort of putting out of good 
works at interest, which he transacted in his brother’s name— 
an investment of good actions which he wished to make for him 
beforehand—to provide against the chance of the little fellow’s 
one day finding himself short of that sort of specie, the only kind 
taken at the gate of heaven. 

He baptized his adopted child by the name of Quasimodo; 
whether it was that he chose thereby to commemorate the day 
when he had found him, or that he meant to mark by that name 
how incomplete and imperfectly moulded the poor little cnature 
was. Indeed, Quasimodo, one-eyed, hump-backed, and bow- 
legged, could hardly be considered as anything more than an 

almost. 


CHAPTER III 

THE RINGER-GENERAL OF NOTRE-PAME 

Now in 1482 Quasimodo had grown up, and had been for several 
years ringer of the beUs of Notrc-Dame by the grace of his 
aZtive ither, Claude Frollo, who was become Arcb.leacon of 

Jcas, by the grace “^r.47^ on the d?ar"of 

Gumaurne C^rTi'er, by Z grace of his patron Olivier 1 = Daim, 
barber to Louis XL, king by the gra« 

a'ltn™:’f-uin had been 

contracted between the ringer e^^urch.^^ 'irr^nkno!^' 

b]^h td ;::o^ ulrtn^e 

religious 'lively as he grew up. the egg, the 

Dame had been to him successively, 

nest, his house, his < outib 7 .^- mysterious and pre- 

And «rtam it is “'e^e ^ ^ this edifice. WTien, 

exLsting harmony between this crea . • ..u alf-na tortuously 

while vet quite little, he used to drag 

aud tuinblmgly, under the gbom of its arches, h 
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his human face and his bestial members, the native reptile oj 
that damp dark floor, upon which the shadows of the Sax^n 
capitals projected so many fantastic forms. 

And afterwards, the first time that he clung mechanically to 
the bell-rope in the towers, hung himself upon it, and s( t the 
hell in motion, the effect upon Claude, his adoptive father, was 
that of a child finding its tongue and beginning to talk. 

Tlius it was that, gradually unfolding his being, which con 
stantly took its mould from the cathedral, living in it, sleeping 
in it, scarcely ever going out of it, receiving ev.-ry hour its 
mysterious impress, he came at length to resemble it, to be 
fashioned to it, as it were, to make an integral part of it. His 
salient angles fitted themselves (if we may be allowed the ex¬ 
pression) into the re-entering angles of the structure, and he 
seemed to be not only its inhabitant, but even the natural tenant 
of it. He might almost be said to have taken its form as the 
snail takes that of its shell. It was his dwelling-place, his 
hole, his envelope. BeUveen the old church and himself there 
was an instinctive sympathy so profound—so many affinities 
magTiPtic as well as material—that he in some sort adhered to 
it, like the tortoise to its shell. The cathedral, with its tune- 
roughened surface, was his carapace. 

It is needless to hint to the reader that lie is not to accept 
literally the figures that we are here obliged to employ in order 

to express that singular assimilation, symmetrical, immediate_ 

consubstantial, almost—of a man to a building. Nor is it 
less evident to what a degree he must have familiarised himself 
with the who^ cathedral during so long and so intimate a co* 
nabitation. This was his own peculiar dwelling-place- it had 
no depth which Quasimodo had not penetrated, no height which 

^ clambered up its 

front to one story after another, with no other help than the 
projections of its architecture and sculpture. The towers over 
the external surface of which he was sometimes seen creeping 

cLeL ^ waU-those two Lift’ 

cheeks ol the building, so lofty, so threatening, so formidaL 
had for hun neither giddiness, nor dizainess, nor“ ^ 
see them so gentle under his hand, so easy to scale nnp ™ Tj 
have said that he had tamed them. By dint of leaning i 
sporting, amid the abysses of the gfgant c Sdr 

aiabnan child, which swims before it L n,n ^ T 

Its infancy with the sea. P*»ys b 
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Moreover, not only did his body seem to have fashioned itself 
accordin<^ to the cathedral, but his mind also. In what state 
was thaAoul of his ? What bend had it contracted, what form 
had it taken, under that close-drawn envelope, in that savage 
mode of life? This it would be difficult to determine. Quasi- 
modo w.'is bom one-eyed, hump-backed limping^ It was with 
great difficultv and great patience that Claude FroUo had 
succeeded in teaching him to speak. But a fatality pursued the 
poor foundling. Made ringer of Notre-Dame at fourteen years 
of age a fresh infirmity had come to complete his desolation-- 
the bells had broken his tvmpanum, and he had become deal. 
The only door that nature had left him open to the external 

world had been suddenly closed for ever light 

And in closing, it intercepted the sole ray of joy and h„ht 
that still penetrated to the soul of Quasimodo. That moonlight 
was veiled in deep night. The poor creature s melanclio y 
became mcurable and complete as his de ormity; ^'ch 
his deafness rendered him m some sort dumb. FoD “ 

miirht not make himself laughed at by others, from the moment 
that he found himself deaf he resolutely determined to obsen-e 
a silence whirh he scarcelv ever broke except when he was alone. 
He tie'up vokinurily that tongue which Claude Frollo had had 
so much trouble to untie. And hence it -^‘hat when n ^ 
compelled him to speak, his tongue moved stiffly and awkwaroiy, 

like a door of which the hinges have grown i^ty. 

Were we now to endeavour to penetrate “ Q ■ , j 

soul through that thick,, hard 

of that ill-formed organisation non-transparency 

a.s it were, with a torch m interior of that opaque 

of those organs to explore „ and absurd no-thorough- 

being—to elucidate its obscure - ]i<rht upon the Psvehe 

fares! and throw all at once a should Tmd 

chained down m that f decrepitude, stunte.l and 

the poor creature in some postu t d p^^ 

rickety, like those prisoners 

dungeons of Venice, bent^double m a^^f.^Yfull length. 

too short for them nTnes in a misshapen body. Quasi- 

It 15 certain that the spi ‘ P . „ . ^^,|thin him. a soul made 

modo scarcely felt, stm ^ eternal objects under- 

after his own image. Iheimp . reached his appre- 

went a considerable refraction before t ey rc.acn k 

hension. His brain was a the 

passed through it issued tort P 
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re6ection which proceeded from that refraction wMb neccj^>urily 
divergent and astray. 

Hence he was subject to a thousand optical illusions, a 
thousand aberrations of judgment, a thousand wanderings of 
idea, sometimes foolish, sometimes idiotic. 

The first efiect of this fatal organisation was to disturb the 
look which he cast upon external objects. He received from 
them scarcely any immediate perception. The external worhi 
seemed to him much farther ofi than it does to us. 

The second effect of his misfortune was to render him mis¬ 
chievous. He was mischievous, indeed, because he was savage • 
and he was sav^e because he was ugly. There was a con.se- 
quentiality in his nature as well as in ours. His stren-’th too 
developed in so extraordinary a degree, was another cause of 
mischievousness —malus pner robustus, says Hobbes. 


Besides we must do him the justice to observe that mis¬ 
chievousness was perhaps not inherent in him. At his very 
first steps among mankind he had felt himself—and then he had 
seen himself—repulsed, branded, spit upon. Human speech 
had ever been to him a scoff or a malediction. As he grew up 
he had found naught around him but hatred. What wonder 
that he should have caught it 1 He had but contracted his share 

of malice—he had but picked up the weapon that had wounded 
nun. 

And, after all, he turned but reluctantly towards mankind— 
his cathedral was sufficient for him. It was peopled with 
figures in marble—with kings, samts, bishops—who at all events 
did not burst out a-laughing in his face, but looked upon him 
\\ith unifonn tranquillity and benevolence. The other^figures 
those of the monsters and demons, had no hatred for^him’ 
Quasimodo. He was too much like them fnr 'ru..’ 



serenade. 


surprised in his 
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QO mountains but the colossal towers of the church, no ocean 

but Paris, murmuring at their feet. 

That which he loved above all in his maternal edifice—that 
which awakened his soul, and made it stretch forth its poor 
pillions which it kept so miserably folded up within its cavern; 
that which sometimes made him happy—was the bells. He 
lov^ them, caressed them, talked to them, understood them. 
From the carillon in the central steeple to the great bell over 
the doorway they all sliared his affections. The central steeple 
xnd the two towers were to him three great cages, the birds 
in which, taught by himself, sang for him alone. It was, how¬ 
ever, those same bells that had made him deaf. But a mother 
is o/ten the fondest of that child which has cost her the most 


suffering. 

It is true that their voices were the only ones that he w'as still 
capable of hearing. On this account the great bell of all was 
his bcsl-beloved. She it was whom he preferred among th-s 
family of noisy sisters that fluttered about him on festival days. 
This great bell was named Marie. She was placed in the 
southern tower, where she had no companion but her sister 
Jacqueline, a bell of smaller dimensions, shut up in a smaller 

cage by the side of her own. , t xf . 

This Jacqueline was so named after the wife of Jean MonU’.gu, 

which Jean had given her to the church—a donation, however, 
which had not prevented him from going and figuring without 
his head at Montfaucon. In the northern tower were six other 
bells- while the six smallest inhabited the central steeple, over 
the choir together with the wooden bell, which was rung on y 
rom the’aftfrnoon of Maundy Thursday untd the "'ontmg of 

IlTy Saturday or Easter Eve. Thus 

^1?:: d^u^ ^ t^e day, 

wluch the,, rang ,n full peal. T^e -oment ^rchd^acon had 

set h.m oa w.th the word Go he ^ on ^P ^ 

case of the steeple qy'TLi^treathlL into ?he aerial chamber 
hamElik'^agood"horse setting out on a 

sorrow for the trouble he was going lower 

first caresses he called out to "h^^Veight 

.tory of ttie tower, to begin. Ihe ,ound of 

at the ropes, the capstan creaked, an 
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metal swung slowly. Quasimodo, panting, follow'jd it with liis 
eye. The first stroke of the clapper against the brazen wall 
tliat encircled it shook the wood-work upon which lie stood. 
Quasimodo vibrated with the bell. “ Vahl ” he wuult] cry witli 
a burst of insensate laughter. Meanwhile the motion of thc- 
bell became quicker; and as it went on, taking a wider and 
wider sweep, Quasimodo’s eye, in like manner, opened wider 
and wider, and became more and more phosphoric and flaming. 
At length the great peal commenced, the whole tower trembled 
—wood, lead, stone, all shook together—from the piles of Uie 
foundation to the trifoliations at the summit. Quasimodo was 
now m a boiling perspiration, running to and fro and sliaJcing 
with the lower from head to foot. The bell, now in full and 
furious swing, presented alternately to each wall of the tower 
its brazen throat, from whence escaped that tempest breath 
which was audible at four leagues’ distance. Quasimodo 
placed himself before this gaping throat, squatted down and 
rose up again at each return of the bell, inhaled that furious 
breath, looked by turns down upon the Place whicli wiis swarm¬ 
ing with people two hundred feet below him, and upon the 
enormous brazen tongue which came, second after second and 
bellowed in his ear. It was the only speech that he understood 
the only sound that broke tofiim the universal sDence. His 
soul dilated in it, like a bird in the sunshine. All at once he 
would catch the frenzy of the bell; and then his look became 
extraordinary—he would wait the next coming of the vast m.iss 
of metal, as the spider waits for the fly. and then throw himself 
headlong upon it. Now, suspended over the abyss, borne to 
and fro by the formidable swinging of the bell, he seized the 
yazen monster by the ears, gripped it between his knees 
spurred it with both his heels, and redoubled, with the whole 
shock and weight of his body, the fury of the peal. Me rnwht 
he tower trembled, whde he shouted and ground his tee?h his 

and his fl?myPg,‘’;v\iir^‘’rnSstd 
|£«"NotrfSa'r or Z ^-It ^ 

'fSn i I'aTf'’“ 

^toMio, carried along upon a prodigious hip^p^ri'ff 
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escape from him—so at least said the exaggerating superstitions 
of the multitude—a mysterious emanation, which animated alJ 
the stones of Notre-Dame, and heaved the deep bosom of the 
ancient church. To know that he was there was enough to 
make you think you saw life and motion in the thousand statues 
of the galleries and doorways. The old cathedral did indeed 
seem a creature docile and obedient to his hand. She waitec 
his will to lift up her loud voice; she was filled and possessed 
with Quasimodo, as with a familiar spirit. One would have said 
that he made the immense building breathe. He was to be seen 
all over it; he multiplied himself upon ever>' point of the 
structure. Sometimes you beheld with dread at the ven.; top 
of one of tlie towers a fantastic, dwarfish-looking figure c imb- 
ing twi<;ting, crawling about, descending outside over tbe aln^s, 

chimera, squatting and dogged-look.ng .t 
musing. Sometimes you e^spied up 

enormous h^d d ^ Quasimodo ringing the 

furiously at the end Oftpn at ni^^ht a hideous form was 

vesper-bell or the Angelu. Often „,,uch 

socn wandering upon f ton nf the chancel; it was 

crowns the towers ^ Then the good women of 

still the hunchback of super- 

-n inXwhofe church-eyes and 
natural, horrible dogs gnfrm.s, 

mouths opened m it h outstretched neck 

and the rest that watch d . ‘ ^ ciilhedral were heard to 

and open jaws, night -while the great bell, 

bark. And if .t was a the faithful to the 

that seemed to rattle m its , spread over the 

blazing midnight mass, the seemed to be devouring 

gloomy front that the grea .window above it was looking 
?he multitude, while K.vpt 

down upon them an ^^n^ple—thc Middle 

would have Uken him f . was in fact its soul. 

Ages believed him to be I to those who know that 

Qu^^imo'do has existed, ThTvS 

^nt is i:;? "‘.O- skr^n-.^rsp.r/b^. quUre. ,r-.ev 
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see the place of its habitation, but that is all. It is like a skull, 
which still has boles for the eyes but no look sluniug tiirough 
them. 


CHAPTER IV 

THE DOG AND HIS MASTER 

There was, however, one human creature whom Quasimorlo 

excepted from his mahce and hatred for the rest.Ld whom 

he loved as much-perhaps more than his cathedral-this was 
Claude Frollo. 

The case simple enough. Claude Frollo had received 
him, adopted him, brought him up. While yet quite little 
It was between Claude Frollo’s knees that he had been acen-;!^ m i 
to take refuge when the dogs and the children ran yelpinc aTle 
him. Claude Frollo had taught him to speak, to read to writ. 

Claude Frollo, in fine, had made him ringer of the bell’s_and f 

^ve the^peat bell in marriage to Quasi^modo was giv^gtlia 

Accordingly Quasimodo’s gratitude was deep, ardent hound 

often ^ countenance of his adoptive father was 

often clouded and severe—althouch his nf ^ 

habitualiy brief, harsh, imperious-nt.erhad Iha'i fedL'^f 

and blindly placed by him at the dLosal n? ^ '" Quasimodo, 
F muid by another mind 


1^8 Notre-Damc 

There was a poor, weak, awkward organisation, hanging it* 
head and casting down its eyes in the presence of a lofty and 
penetrating^ intellect, powerful and commanding. In fine, and 
above all the rest, there was gratitude—gratitude pushed to that 
extreme limit that we know not to what to compare it. This 
virtue not being one of those of which the finest examples are 
found amongst mankind, we must therefore say that Quasimodo 
loved the archdeacon as no dog, no horse, no elephant ever 

loved his master. 


CHAPTER V 

MORE ABOUT CLAUDE FROLLO 

In 1482 Quasimodo was about twenty years old and Claude 
Frollo about thirty-six. The one had grown up; the other had 

^Oaude Frollo was no longer the simple scholar of the Torchi 
College the tender protector of a little boy, the young dreaming 
philosopher, who knew many things and was ignorant of many. 
He 3 a pnest, austere, grave, morose-having ' 

Monsieur ?he Archdeacon of Joas-the second o' th 

hi^hoo—having charge of the two deaneries of Montlhery ana 

and iaquette, when be passed slowly 

the cerdes matutinels of No ,up’phoir maiestic, pensive, 

under the lofty so much inclined upon his 

with his arms crossed, a ^ bald 

breast that nothing could be seen of his face b 

forehead. ^ kart abandoned neither science 

Dorn Claude Frollo, however, occupations of his 

nor the education of his bro , bitterness had been mingled 

life. But in the course of time some bhter^^^^^^^^ 

with these things which be h^dj^otind 

Frollo, surnamed Du which Claude had been 

nursed, had not grown brother had reckoned upon 

desirous of giving hnn. Ihe jj^^ble. But the younger 

d pupil pious, docile, ^ baffle the endeavours 

^brother, like those youn P ^ - towards that side alone 

of the gardener, and turn obstmaieiy 
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from which they receive air and sunshine—the younger brother 
grew up, and shot forth full of luxuriant branches only on the 
side of idleness, ignorance, and debauchery. He was a very 
devil—extremely disorderly—which made bom Claude knit his 
brows; but very droll and very cunning-which made the elder 
brother smile. Claude had consigned him to that same College 
de Torch, in which he himself had passed his earlier years in 
study and modest seclusion; and it grieved him that this 
sanctuary once edified by the name of Frollo, should be 
scandalised by it now. He sometimes read Jehan very long 
and very severe lectures upon the subject, which the latter 
intrepidly sustained. After all the young rake had a Tood 
heart—as all our comedies take care to assure us on' the^likc 
oct^ion. But when the lecture was over he did not the less 
quietly resume the course of his seditions and his enormitie. 

discouraged in his 

the arms'See thatlfsw” ardenti; into 

- your face! but ’etr p^rvou fat 

He became, ken. more and rreTarnek'''^ ^e" 

manners' a^d^o^ 

•i.* a t” 

oge, external and lawful 
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he was under the absolute necessity, unless he was to stop ubi 
defuit orbis, of going further, and seeking other food for the 
insatiable activity ©f his intellect. The ancient symbol of the 
serpent biting his tail is especially appropriate to science, and 
it seems that Claude Frollo had experienced this. Many grave 
persons aflirmed that after exhausting the fas of human know¬ 
ledge he had ventured to penetrate into the tiejas. lie had, they 
said, successively tasted all the apples of the tree of knowledge, 
and, whether from hunger or disgust, he had ended with tasting 
of the forbidden fruit. He had Uken his place by turns, as 
our readers had seen, at the conferences of the theologians at the 
Sorbonne; at the meetings of the faculty of arts at the image 
of St. Hilary; at the disputations of the decretists at the image 
of St. Martin; at the congregations of the physicians at the 
benitier of Notre-Dame, ad cupam nosim dominie. All the 
viands, permitted and approved, which those four great cutstnes 
called the four faculties could prepare and serve up to the under- 
standinir, he had devoured; and he had been satiated by 
before liis hunger was appeased. Then he had 

further-lower-underneath all that hn.te, material limited 

science He had perhaps risked his soul, and seated himself 

in the cavern, at that mysterious table of the 

astrologers, the hermetics, of which Averroes, Guillaume de 

Paris and Nicolas PTamel occupy the lower ''""'‘'y 
Middle Ages and which extends in the East, under e g 
r seven'.b;anched candlestick, up to Solomon rythago ^ 
and Zoroaster. So, at least, it was supposed, whether rigt y 

"r; ,s..«« 

of the Holy Innocents, in which, of 1^66; 

had been buried, with to the cross'^at the head 

but that he testified much less tomb of Nicolas 

of their grave then to the strange fi^r p . 

Hamel and h.s wife the 

It is certain that he had a small house at 

Rue dcs Lombards, and Rue des Kcrivains and the Rue 

the corner of the ^ Nicohis Hamel had built, 

Marivaux. It was the hou and w hich, uninhabited 

in which he had died about the 50 nuich had the her- 

ever since, was beginning to a its walls by 

mctics and the alchemists of all . Some of the neigh- 

smifily engraving their through an air-holc, 

hours even affirmed that they had once seen, tnroug 
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the Archdeacon Claude digging and turning over the earth at 
the bottom of those two cellars, the buttresses in which had been 
scrawled over with innumerable verses and hieroglyphics by 
Nicolas Flamel himself. It was supposed that Flamcl had l)uried 
the philosopher’s stone in these cellars; and the alchemists for 
two centuries, from Magistry dowm to Father Pacifique, never 
ceased to turn about the ground, until the house itself, so merci¬ 
lessly ransacked and turned inside out, had at last cruml>led 
into dust under their feet. 

It is certain, too, that the archdeacon had been seized witli a 
singular passion for the symbolical doorway of NotTe-Daiuc, 
that page of conjuration written in stone by Bishop William of 
Paris, who has undoubtedly been damned for attaching so 
infernal a frontispiece to the sacred poem etemallv chanted bv 
the rest of the structure. Archdeacon Claude had also the credit 
of having sounded the mysteries of the colossal St. Christopher 
and of that long enigmatical statue which then stood at the 
entrance of the Par\-is, and which the people had nicknamed 
Monsreur Legris. But what everybody might have remarked 
w'as the interminable hours which he w'ould often spend, seated 
upon the parapet of the Parvis, in contemplating the sculptured 
hgures of the porUl—now examining the light maidens with 
their amps turned upside down, and the prudent ones with 
their lamps the right end up; at other times calculating the 
angle of vision of that crow which clings to the left side of the 

chTch^* ^ mysterious point within the 

^urch, where tlie philosopher’s stone is certainly hidden if it 
be not in Nicolas Flamel’s cellar. ’ 

churrW Passing) for the 

tZent l beloved in tw 0 

unlike as devotion, by two bcin^ so 

Kni k Claude and Quasimodo—loved by the one a r.f 

elemaUy propose to the understanding ""'Sma whicl. it 

upon the Gr^ve, close by the cale of tk. looks 
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it vv-ii-s said-without his leave. Tliis cell had been constructed 
of old almost at the top of the tower, among the crows nests, 
bv Bishop Hugo de Besanfon,* who had played the necromancer 
there in fc time. What this cell contamed no one knew. But 
from the strand of the Terram at night there was often seen to 
appear, disappear, and reappear, at short and regular ["teryals, 
a^a small round window or lutliern, tnat admitted light into it 
from the back of the tower, a certam red, mtermittent, singular 
glow seeming as if it followed the successive puffings of a pair 
of bellows and as if it proceeded from a flame rather than from 
a feht In the dark, at that elevation, it had a vey odd appear¬ 
and' and the good women of the neighbourhood used to say, 
^'^^;re’s the archdeacon blowing I Hell-fire’s casting sparks 

“'’Northat there were, after all, any great proofs of sorcery; but 
stiU there was quite as much smoke as was necessary to rnake 

ropumtion not a htti necromancy-that 

“I S 

of robber wU^ri^s 

a -rxre abhorrence or merely ffie trick ^ 

:„Sert^ by the learne^ he^s of rhe chaj.er .one who had 

occult sciences. Nether were p v sussed of the 

state of the the mmd of eve^^o 

smallest sagacity ^ ulc ringer wis to serve the arch- 

the sorcerer 1 “"jhl e 'p^ra® ^ of which he was to 

deacon for a given time, R that the archdeacon, 

carry oS his soul by way o p y • ^ odour with 

“r*^'** fs'erk'“^'d ffiem wL nev^r a nose of a devotee, how- 
:vermex;:ri. rlced, hut couW s-ll Mm for a magician^ ^ 
And if as he grew older he had lormco j 

science, others had opened '•''‘j™'’ ]„ observed that face of 

they had reason to believe wh" h a murky cloud. 

his, in which his soul shone fo Y constantly bent 

Wi:ence tliat large bald with sighs? What 

forwaid-that breast constantly heaved witn g 

I •• Hugo de Bisuncio.” 
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secret thought wreathed that bitter smile about his lips, at the 
same moment that his lowering brows approaclicd each other 
fierce as two encountering bulls? Why were his remaining 
hairs already grey? What internal fire was that which occii- 
sionally shone in his glance, to such a degree as to make his eye 
look like a hole pierced through the wall of a furnace ? 

These symptoms of a violent moral preoccupation had 
acquired an especially high degree of intensity at the period to 
which our narrative refers. More than once had a chorister boy 
fled affrighted at finding him alone in the church, so strange and 
fier>' was his look. More than once in the choir, at service-time 
the occupant of the stall next this own had heard him mingle’ 
m the plain chant ad omnem tonum, unintelligible parentliCbcs’ 
More than once had the laundress of the Terrain, whose busi¬ 
ness ,t to wash the chapter,” observed, not without dread 
marks of finger nails and clenched fingers in the surplice of 
Monsieur the Archrleacon of Joas. ” 

How-ever, he became doubly rigid, and had never been more 
exemplary By character as well as by calling, he had always 
kept at a distance from women; and now he seemed to hate 
them more than ever. The mere rustling of a silken coiir- 
hardte brought his hood down over his eyes. On this point so 
jealo^ were his austerity and reserve, that when thi^ Kine’s 
daughter the Lady of Beaujeu, c.ime in December 148! to v®it 
the cloister of Notre-Dame, he gravely onnosed her pntn 

Book of the chapter, dated St. Bartholomew’s Eve 'i ,44 fnr 
b ddmg access to the cloister to every woman “ old 

or young, mistress or maid.” WhereuDon tho ’ • 

been constrained to cite to him the ordlTnce of th leTa.^ 

wb.ch makes an exception in favour of ^tain ladtf 
rank—oiiju® magnates mulieres, quer suie ^ 

hTb,'"' 5" 
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been rummaging among the mouldy archives of the official, m 
order to collect together all the cases of wizards and witches 
condemned to the flames or the halter for having been accom¬ 
plices in sorcery with he-goats, she-goats, or sows. 


CHAPTER VI 


UNPOPULARITY 


Tbe archdeacon and the bell-ringer, as we have already stated, 
were no favourites with either high or low among the dwellers 
around the cathedral. WTien, as often happened, Claude and 
Quasimodo left the building at the same time, and together, 
the man following the master, traversed the cool, narrow, dark 
streets that ran between the houses adjoining Notre-Dame, 
they were assailed with many injurious words, muttered 
innuendoes, and insulting jests, unless, as was rarely the case, 
Claude FroUo walked with head erect and awed the scoffers 
with his austere and almost commanding countenance. 

Both men, in their own neighbourhood, were like the poets 
of whom Regnier writes:— 

" All kinds of people, like tbe Ies«er fowl, 

Pursue the poet, as these do the owl." 


Now it was a sneaking little brat who risked skin and bones for 
the ineffable pleasure of sticking a pin into Quasimodo s hump; 
now a pretty young girl, somewhat livelier and bolder than 
was becoming, who brushed past the 

singing under his very nose the ironical refrain of Hide hiae, 
the^devil is caught; ” sometimes it was a party of squalid old 
women squatting side by side on the steps of a shadowy porch 
whose voices rose in loud grumblings as the archdeacon and 
bellringer passed, accosted by their curses and such enco^u g- 
ing remark^s as “ Hum I there goes one with a soul as misshapen 
as^the other’s body;’' or it might be a group of students or 
soldiers playing at hop-scotch, who stood up m a body to give 
them a daiic^salutation, flinging some Latin gibe at them, 

As a nile the insults passed unheeded by priest and bell 
ringer. Quasimodo was too deaf, and Claude too deep m 
thought to take note of all these courteous greetings. 



BOOK V 


CHAPTER I 

ABBAS BEATI MARTINI 

Dom Claude’s fame had travelled far. About the time when 
he refused to see Madame de Beaujeu it procured him a visit of 
which the remembrance remained with him long after. 

It was evening. Service was over, and he had just returned 
to his canonical cell in the cloister of Motre-Dame. There was 
nothing unusual or mysterious about this cell, if we except 
certain glass phials put away in the comer, that were filled 
with a somewhat suspicious-looking powder, remarkahlv like 
powder of projection. There were, it is true, some inscriptions 
on the walls, but these were merely scientific phrases or pious 
quotations from well-known authors. The archdeacon had 
just taken his seat by the light of the copper lamp, with its 
triple burner, in front of a huge chest piled with manuscripts 
his elbow was resting on the open pages of Honorius d’Autun’s 
Of Pradestinatione ft Ubero arbitno, and, plunged in thought 

n ^ printed folio he had brought 

his cell Tn thP printing-press that stood i^n 

IS Mil. In the midst of his reverie a knock came to the door 

that ^^**^^* ® not more gracious than 

that of a dog disturbed over his bone. A voice^reolied fmr^ 

and opened it” ^ door 

yelrsT tarstf:: ^o^^S cour„^'cet^ 

gown Closed down the front and Ltened with 

hidden under their sleeves, their feet under 

their eyes under their caps. “ May God 

men I said the archdeac^ as he ush^d th? u 

expect such distinguUhed visitors at This 

*F <23 “OUT, and as he 
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uttered his courteous phrases his glance wandered anxiously 
and inquiringly from the physician to his companion. 

“ It is never too late to call upon so eminent a scholar as 
Dora Oaude Frollo de Tirechapp6,” replied Doctor Coictier, 
whose drawling Franche-Comt6 accent caused his sentences 
to trail as majestically as a lady’s train. 

And Uien the physician and the archdeacon began to exchange 
the complimentary speeches which at that time were the usual 
prologue to conversation when two learned men came together, 
but which did not make them hate one another less cordially. 
As for that, however, it is just the same nowadays; the lips 
^hat utter the compliments of one scholar to another are as a 
cup of honeyed g^ll. 

The congratulations addressed by Claude Frollo to Jacques 
Coictier had reference chiefly to the many temporal advantages 
which the physician m the course of his envied career, knowing 
how to turn each of the king’s maladies to good account, had 
procured for himself, by means of an alchemy of higher virtue 
and more to be depended upon than the search for the philo¬ 


sopher’s stone. , , j , / .u 

“ In truth. Monsieur Coictier, I was delighted to hear of the 

bishopric that had fallen to your nephew, my reverend lord 
Pierre Verse. He is now, I believe, bishop of Amiens? " 

“ Even so, Archdeacon, by the favour and mercy of God. 

“ Well 1 must confess, you looked a fine figure on Christmas 
Day at the head of your fellow - officers of the Exchequer, 

Vice-president, Dorn Claude. Alas! nothmg morel 

“ How is that superb mansion of yours in the Kue ^>amt 
Andrd-des-Arcs getting on? It is quite a I>ouvrc. 1 admire 
Aat apricot-tree^ carved over the door with the lively play ol 

Mistefaaude, all that stone-work costs me a perfect 
fortune ’ As the house rises, I am gradually Ire.ng rumed. 

“ But surely you have your fees from the gaol and the palace 
hailiwmk and the rents from aU the houses booths sUlls, 
and workshops within the boundary. That s a fine milch-cow.^^ 
“ Mv domain of I’oissy has brought me in nothmg this yc.m 
“ S yo™r tolls at Triel, Samt-James, and Samt Germain-en- 

■■ You havo your jiosl a, Kinu a Counsellot; that, duuOllea*. 
is a permanent one.” 
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"Yes, friend Claude; but that wretched manor of 
which people talk so much about, is not worth sixty goi(i 
crowns, taking the bad years with the good." 

In the compliments addressed by Dom Claude to Jacq\ii s 
Coictier might be detected the bitter sardonic tone of nrulrrlving 
raillery, the soft cruel smile of the superior and loss furtunalc 
man, who finds a passing amusement in playing with the 
ponderous prosperity of the vulgar. 

The other man, however, was quite uriconscious of all this. 

" On my soul," said Claude at last, pressing the physician's 
hand, " I am glad to sec you in such robust health." 

" Thank you, Master Claude." 

“ By the way," exclaimed Dora Claude, " how fans it with 
your royal patient? " 

“He does not pay enough to his doctor," answered the 
physician, as he cast a sidelong glance towards his companion 
Do you think so, friend Coictier? ” said the latter 
The tone of surprise and reproach with which these words wore 
uttered drew the attention of the archdeacon to hi. , 7 

V^sjtop, althongh, if truth be told, it had not been wholly diverted 
frorn him for a single moment since he crossed the th n i 

of the cell. He had a thousand reasons fol kcTtune fr- u 
Jacques Coictier, the influential court phyLi^n ^oth " 
"Olid have been less ready to receive Wmln ’ 

He responded therefore with no great cordialitv of^m 
Jacques Coictier turned and said-— manner when 

“ By the way, Dom Claude, I have broueht a fell., 

"ho, hearing of your fame, wished to make furthl r 

■; Monsieur is interested in science? " asked th. u . 
fixing a penetrating glance upon Coictier^s 
He was met by a look no less penetrating 
his own. As far as the archdeacon coiil /1 suspicious than 
light of the lamp, the man before him was 

of middle height, and apparently ill .,„ri k"' >'*^''s of 

SL aristocratic in 

demh°'? “''"hanging ^brows li!'^'r "“hed 

fa?e one “ “der^e °r’tUt W 

lace one was aware of the fin<=.lv over tiie 

man of genius. ^ Proportioned forehead of a 

■'Rever^en?sir^*^r' ^ archdeacon’, 

sn, he said gravely, “ yon, fame rre^.^jf- 
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I was anxious to consult you. I am but a poor country gentle¬ 
man who puts off his shoes before he enters the presence of a 
learned man. But I must not keep you in ignorance of my 
name. I am knov\m as Friend Tourangeau.” 

“ A curious name for a gentleman/’ thought the archdeacon. 
He was conscious, nevertheless, of a presence of gravity and 
importance. His owm lofty intelligence made him instinctively 
aware of one not less lofty under the furred cap of Father 
Tourangeau, and as he looked at the serious figure, the ironical 
sneer which Coictier's presence had evoked gradually died away 
from his face, like the low evening light along the horizon. 
He had reseated himself, silent and melancholy, in his armchair, 
reassuming his accustomed attitude, his elbow resting on the 
table, his head on his hand. After remaining thus for some 
moments in thought, he made a sign to his two visitors to seat 

themselves, and then turning to Tourangeau:— 

“ You wish to consult me, sir,'’ he said, “ and on what matter 

“ Reverend sir,” replied Tourangeau, I am ill, very ill. V ou 
are renowned as an /Esculapius, and I have come to as your 
advice as a man of medicine. 

The archdeacon lifted his head. ” Medicine! he exclaimed. 
Then after a minute or two of consideration he continued. 
“ Friend Tourangeau, since that is your name, turn your head, 

vou will find mv answer written on the wall. 

^ Friend Tourangeau obeyed, and read tlie to lowing inseription 
eniraved on the wall above him, " Medicine is the daughter of 

'’retoTirquefcoi’etier, meanwhile, had been listening with 
scor/to his friend’s question and the doctor s reply H 
now lent forward and whispered to his companion, so 

be ovejreard by the archdeacon, “ 1 warned you that the 

man was mad, but you would insist <>" seeing h' ^ 

“ It is possible that this madman, Doctor 
in the right after all,” replied Tourangeau, in the same low 

voice, and with a bitter smile. Ar\W Then turning 

to the archdeacon, \ ou are cie difficulty to vou than a nut 

and Hippocrates dream 1 The herbalists and 

does to a monkey I Medicin . be restrained from 

masters of the profession Andsovoudenv 

throwing a stone or two at you were - , , un'^uents on the 

the influence of drugs on the blood, and of unguents 
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body 1 You deny the eternal pharmacy of flowers and metals— 
the world, in short, which has been prepared expressly for that 
eternal malady we call man! ” 

“ I deny neither the pharmacy nor the malaily,” said Dorn 
Claude calmly. “ I deny the doctor.” 

" It is not true then,” continued Coictier, his anger rising, 
“ that gout is an intemal eruption, that a gun wound may be 
cured by applying a roasted mouse, that age may be rejuvenated 
by the careful infusion of young blood; it is not true that tv\u 
and two make four, and that emprostathonos succeeds to opis- 
tathanos? ” 

The archdeacon, who had retained his composure, replied, 
“ There are certain things about which I have rny ow-n 
ideas.” 

Coictier grew red in the face w-ith fury. 

“ There, then, my good Coictier, do not let us quarrel,” said 
Tourangeau; “ monsieur the archdeacon is our friend.” 

Coictier grew calmer, only muttering to himself, ” After all 
he is only a madman! ” ’ 

Pasquedieu, Master Claude,” continued Tourangeau after 
a short silence, ” you put me out of my reckoning. I came 

here to consult you on two matters—one was my health the 
other my star.” ’ 

” If that is what you came for, monsieur,” replied the arch¬ 
deacon, you would have dune well to save yourself the falicue 

of mounting rny stairs. I have no faith in medicine, and I 
do not believe m astrology.” 

“Do I hear you aright I ” exclaimed Tourangeau in surnrise 

Coictier gave a forced laugh. ' 

“You see for yourself now that he is mad," he said in 
LtroTog7l‘“ not believe in 

'"^agining,” continued Dom Claude ” th-it 
ev^j,ray of light from a sUr is a thread attached to 'a man’s 

^d what do you believe in then,” exclaimed Tourancean 

- --bre smilf that 


‘be’archdeacon replied? “Crr*;' 

" tt?-” bunself. 
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that, learned as you are, you have reached the point when you 
no longer believe in science? ” 

“ No.” said the archdeacon, and as he spoke he grasped 
Tourangeau’s arm, while his sombre eye kindled with a flash 
of enthusiasm, “ no, I do not deny science. I have not 
gone craw’ling so long with my face to earth and my nails 
digging the ground through the innumerable windings of the 
cave without catching a glimpse of a distant light, a flame, a 
something at the end of the dark maze, the reflection, no doubt, 
of that resplendent central laboratory where the patient and 

the wise have at last detected God.” 

“ And what, then,” interrupted Tourangeau, “ do you hold 

as true and certain? ” 

“ Alchemy.” 

At this Coictier exclaimed, ” By my faith, Dorn Claude, 
alchemy no doubt has its claims, but why should you blaspheme 
medicine and astrology?” 

” It is naught, vour science of man I Naught, your science 
of heaven 1 ” said the archdeacon, in a tone of authcTity. 

“You are unsparing towards Epidaurus and Chaldea, 

answered the doctor, with a sneer. . r -.u i 

“ Listen, Monsieur Jacques, I speak m all good faith, i 
am not the king's physician, and his Majesty has not given me 
the garden of Dccdalus that I might have opportunity of studying 
the constellations-do not get angr>' but listen to me. \\ hat 
truth has been revealed to you, I do not say by ' 

which is too foolish to mention, but by a.<; roogy? rdl me 
what virtues reside in the vertical bousirophcdon, and m the 

discovery of the numbers ziruph and zephirodr^ , • , 

“ Do you deny the 8>mpatlictic power of the clay cle, 

retorted Coictier, “ and that the cabala is derived from it? 

‘‘All a mistake, friend Jacques! None of your ormulas 
lead to any real truth, whereas alchemy has achieved cyytam 
discoveries^ For instance, can you dispute su^ch results 
S Ice enclosed beneath the earth for a thousand years 
is transformed into rock crystal. Lead .s the progem tor o^ll 
Other metals, for gold is not a metal, gold is light Lead 
passes successively first into the state of red arsenic, then into 
fhat of tin, then mto that of silver, and that m ^ > 

of four periods of two hundred years each. Ihe^e “ ' 

facts, are they not? But to believe in the 
aspects and stars, is as great a lolly as to beheve w.tl. the mhabi 
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tants of Grand Cathay that the oriole changes mto a mole, 
ind grains of wheat into fishes of the genus cyprinidie." 

“ I have studied hermetics,” exclaimed Coicticr, “ and I 
affirm—” 

The impetuous archdeacon did not allow him to finish his 
sentence. “ And I have also studied medicine, astrology, and 
hermetics. And here alone will you find truth,” and as he 
spoke he took up a small bottle from the chest full of the powder 
to which we have already referred, ” here alone is light 1 Hippo¬ 
crates, a dream; Urania, a dream; Hermes, an ideal But 
gold, gold is the sun I To make gold is to become a god 1 It is 
the one sole science! I have probed the value of medicine and 
astrology, and I tell you it is naught—naught 1 The human 
body, a phantom; the stars, shadows I ” 

He fell back in his chair in an attitude of inspiration. 
Tourangeau watched him in silence. Coictier gave an obligatory 
sneer, and with a slight shrug of his shoulders repeated in an 
undertone, " A madman 1 ” 

And have you attained to that marvellous goal? ” broke in 
Tourangeau. Have you succeeded in making gold? ” 

“ If I had,” replied Claude, bringing his words out slowly 
like a man wrapped in thought, ” the king of France would call 
himself Claude, not Louis.” 

Tourangeau frowned. 

^ ” “"‘'"ued Dorn Claude, smillne 

disdainfully what should I care for the throne of France 

rebuild the whole empire of the East? " 

« indeed) ” said Tourangeau. 

Oh, the poor fooll ” murmured Coictier. 

hlve^f the subterranean^way I 

have ^a glimpse, but no full view 1 I cannot read,T^onlJ 

you tn malVgdd?"-"' - will 

“ Who can doubt it? ” 

In that case, Notre-Dame knows that T am ; 
of money, and I should like to studv vLl T 

ES.:Ea.s.s ““ ^ J:; s 

■■ “arThd'i"^*^ replied, 


Notre-Dame 


162 

‘‘That is true, my master. Well! would you be willing to 
initiate me into the secret? Let me spell with you.” 

Claude assumed the majestical and pontifical bearing of a 
Samuel. 

“ Old man, more years than remain to you are required for 
this voyage into the things of mystery. Your head is already 
grey! and although all leave the cave with whitened hairs, with 
black alone may one enter. Science knows too well how to 
furrow, wither, and discolour the human face, and has no need 
that age should bring her faces ready wrinkled. At the same 
time if you have so strong a desire to put yourself to school at 
your age and to learn the formidable alphaiiet of sages, come to 
me and I am willing to do my best. I do not tell you, you 
poor old man, to visit the sepulchral chambers of the Pyramids, 
of which Herodotus speaks, nor the brick tower of Babel, nor 
tlie immense white marble sanctuary of the Indium temple at 
Eklinga I have not seen, any more than you have, the stone 
buildings constructed by the Chaldeans after the sacred model 
of the Sikra or Solomon’s temple which exists no longer, nor 
the stone doorways from the sepulchre of the Kings of Israel now 
broken in pieces. We will content ourselves with the fragments 
from the book of Hermes which I have here. I will explain 
to you the statue of S. Christopher the symbol o the Sower, 
and that of the two angels that stand at the door of the Sa.nte- 

Chapelle, one with his hand in an urn anci ^ . 

But niw Jacques Coictier, who had felt bafiicd lyv the arch¬ 
deacon’s vehement replies, recovered himself, and with the 
triumphant Wus of ^ learned rn^ 

"Sn; not ’ Vou ar'e misuking Orpheus for Hermos^|^ 

It you who are in error,” answered the ■'■'chdeacon 

^ u, “ Dirdalus is the base, Orpheus the wall, Hermes 
composed y. .‘1 can come w hen you 

,„,J, .(.« Ik'•>*•',■ *' Ik, |Sr,k .1 

the granite pages of the book. Sainte-Chapclle, then 

k-pk.!.» 
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de la Ferronnerie. We will spell together the facades of Saint- 
Come, of Sainte-Genevi^ve des Ardents, of Saint-Martin, of 
Saint-Jacques de la Boucherie—” 

Tourangeau, although of so intelligent an aspcrt, had for 
some minutes past apparently been unable to follow Dorn 
Claude. He now internipted the latter:— 

“Pasquedieul and what kind of books are these you art- 
talking about? ” 

“ There is one of them,” said the archdeacon. He threw 
open his cell window and pointed to the vast church of Notre- 
bame, the dark outline of its towers, its stone walls, and immense 
hip-roof silhouetted against the starry sky, and looking like a 
gigantic sphinx seated in the middle of the town. 

The archdeacon stood a while without speaking^ contemplatim. 
the stupendous edifice. Then with a sigh he pointed with his 
right hand to the book lying open on the table, and with his 
left to Notre-Dame, and looking sorrowfully from one to the 
other, “ Alas! ” he said, ” this wfll kill that! ” 

Coictier, who had come forward eagerly to look at the book 
could not help an exclamation of surprise. “Weill what is 
there then so formidable in this? Glossa in epUtolas, D. Pauli 
Nortmhergae Antomus Koburger, 1474. It is not a new book 

It IS a work by Pierre Lombard, the Master of the Sentences. 
Is It on account of its being in print? 

Just so,” replied Claude, who was still standing, annarentlv 
lost in thought, with his forefinger on the folio from the famous 

f Nuremberg. Then he ad<led th^ rnJsteHous 

tn^.TK^:r^ alp! small things overmaster the great- a 

tooth destroys a whole body; the Nile-rat killQ tKa ^ 

th^sword-fish the whale, and the book will kill the church” ” 

The curfew rang out just as Doctor Jacques was reneatil : 

wh!ch“the’’Tth" r'^l' 

are right ” “ I think you 

■nte archdeacon wem bLr^hl cel oJ 
ment, realising as he now did whom he W “‘onish- 

and he re" 
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in the Cartulary of S. Martin de Tours: Abbas beati 'Martini, 
Scilicet Rex Francia, est canonicus de consuetudine et habet 
parvam prabendam quam habet sanctus Venanitus ei debet 
sedere in sede thesaurarii. 

It is stated that from this time forth the archdeacon was 
frequently in conference with Louis XI. when hLs Majesty 
came to Paris, and that Dom Claude’s credit threw tliat of 
Olivier Le Daim and of Jacques Coictier into the shade, the 
latter, as was his wont, rating the king soundly on this matter. 


CHAPTER II 

THIS WILL KILL THAT 

Our readers will pardon us if we pause a moment to discover, 
if possible, the underlying meaning of the enigmatical words 
uttered bv the archdeacon: This will kill thatl The book will 
kill the church 1 

To us it seems that the words bear two interpretations. 
First, there was the thought of the priest, a sacerdotal horror 
in face of this new factor of printing. It was the terror and 
amazement of the dweller in the sanctuary at the sight of 
Gutenberg’s light-dispensing press. It was the pulpit and the 
manuscript, the spoken and the wTitten word, in alarm at the 
printed word) something similar to the fear a sparrow might 
feel at beholding the angel Legion spreading his six million 
wings. It was the cry of the prophet who already detects the 
sound of the gathering troops of emancipated humanity, who 
foresees the time when knowledge will sap the foundations of 
faith, opinion dethrone belief, the world shake off the yoke of 
Rome. Presage of the philosopher who sees human thought, 
volatised by the pre.ss, and evaporating from the theocratic 
receiver Terror of the soldier who in-spects the battcring-ram 
and exciaims, “ Tl.e tower must fall.” The wor^ meant that 
one power was to be superseded by pother. They signified, 

" Tlie printing press will kill the church 1 , . , 

But underlying this, doubtless the first and simplest idea, 
there was, we think, a secondary and later orie, a corollary of 
the first, less easily detected and more easily contested, an 
equally philosophic point of view, but in this case not only 
of the' priest, but of the scholar and of the artist- It was a 
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presentiment that human thought, in changing its form, would 
also change its method of expression, that the leading idea ol 
each succeeding generation would no longer be inscribed with 
the same tools and in the same manner, that the book of stone, 
so solid and lasting, would give place to the book of paper, 
more solid and more lasting still. Looked at in this connccti^)ii, 
the vague formula of the archdeacon had a further meaning; it 
signified that one art was on the eve of dethroning another. 

was, Printing will kill architecture I” 
From the beginning of time to the fifteenth century of the 
Christian era, architecture was, in truth, the great book ol 
humanity, the chief expression of man in his various stages of 
development, whether as a physical or an intellectual power 
When the memory of the early races became overcharged 
when the store of remembered things grew so weighty and con¬ 
fused that the bare, flying verbal record risked losing part of it 
upon the way, man began to transcribe his recollections in the 
manner that at the same time was the clearest, most durable 
and natural. Every tradition was sealed beneath a monument 
Ihe earliest monuments were mere portions of rocks " which 
the iron had not touched,” says Moses. .Architecture began 
like all writing. There was first the alphabet. A stone \v'« 
set up, and that was a letter, and every letter was a hieroglyph 

hke th^rl supported a group of ideas, which were 

moment did all“th/cari"race^ot/rThet^^ 

the best attempted certain combinations. The Ceftic dolm^'^ 
and croinlech, the Etruscan tumulus, the Hebrew iL.i 

n^es. Occasionally, when'’;"cc ry^'o^'sCe 

wide area, a whole sentence was constated Th • “ 

pile at Kamac is a complete formula The immense 

- s^tCunZ' wliiZZy 

multiplying a'nd cros^ng^ onT^oZ 

holding them; they svere overflowing 
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were hardlyequal to -e 

Simple, that symbolism should expand into 

selves. It thus developed side by side with human 

an edifice. A - ^ thousand heads and a thou- 

thought, grow g floating symbolism became fixed in an 

r^is^^r nd^ Daedalus, who 

eternal visible measuring, while Orpheus, who stands for 

stands for force, was & reoresenting the letter, the 

‘""';r;‘;eprsenuf4"'^e syli^^bi^’ py?anod, the word 

arcade, represenrmg / treometrv and a law of 

E:Evd.».‘.nd,«" £T“,:“x t 

5 .”*“ E .1 Et>p>. «“ 'r.«p.. di 

Solomon. ifip-i not only served as a base for all 

Tlie word, the prmcipa ‘dea, not cm y 

these edifices, it was merely the binding of the Word 

Solomon, for On each of its concentric 

of God, it was the Word f J“ed Word set forth in 

walls the priests could read followed it' transforma- 

plain letters before their ^ , reached the last, 

’t.ons fro... sanctuary to for^_al50 an archi- 

I’he^hurnan'l^gure on ,he i<lea which 

the^'lepresentedT truly ^ Ga-ece^ 

creJd to be expressed ortiLcd a'mples, delightful 

her mountains with P P^j^g m order to carve therein 

to the eye, or India excavaud supported by gigantic rows 

her monstrous subterranean pagodas, pf 

of granite elephants. world’s existence, 

During the earliest Hin.loo pagoiia to that 

from the iirimemoruil ° ,,..^3 therefore the chief cvriting 

of Cologne cathedral, architcctu only ever) 

of the human race. And ^ thcjught finds a page in this 
religious symbol, but every human thoug 

vuM monumental book. theocracy and ends m demo- 

Kvery civilisation storts with thcocra > 
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cracy. This law of liberty succeeding to unitv is found written 
in architecture. And here let us pause to lay stress on this 
point, that the mason’s work is not limited in power to the 
mere erection of the temple, u> giving expression to mvth and 
priestly symbolism, to trarascribing tlie mysterious table's of the 
law in hieroglyphic language on the pages of stone. Were it 
so, then, as happens in all human societv, when the mom^mt 
came that some sacred creed was worn out and obliterated bv 
ree thought, that the man had escaped from the priest, or that 
the excrescen(x-s of phi ..sophies and systems had eaten awav 
the face of religion, architecture would be incapable of n-nro'- 
duemg this new state of the human mind,and its leaves written 
on the right side, would be blank at the back, the work would 
be mutilated, the book incomplete. But it is not so 

Let us take for example the Middle Ages, where, beinn near-r 

''‘™- During the earlier m" diaival 
period when theocracy was organising Europe, when the VaSn 

was rallying and recl.issing around it the elements of a RoTe 

when Christianity was searching for relics of the past staves of 
society among the rubbish that remained of a former rivihsatLn 

barbarian hands, we see arising from the ruinc-d mass ofVrV b 

s .St 

r£- ■ -tit 

absolute, of Gregory VII ■ the nHe r ™P'=netrahlc, the 
nowhere; everywLre a cas'te 1 ^’wl'ere, the man 

Crusades are sLted ItTa’v^L'^n? ^hen the 

popular movement, whatever ms c^use^n't” and a 

of liberty from its final pmcinlam N "'e spirit 

surface. The stormv nerFod o? ml r ''“"'a to the 

and leagues. Authority is totterinl'’“ul> ’ 

Feudality insists on equal shares with"til trifurcated, 

the people who will assuredly arrive ’^^‘rocracy, waiting for 
spot, ^d, as usual, wiU play the nart of “P°'> the 

n. ..ki„ 
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the nobles. The face of Europe is changed. Look, and you will 
see the face of architecture changed also. In company with 
civilisation she has turned the page, and the newly-awakened 
spirit of the times finds her ready to write at its dictation. 
She has returned from the Crusades with the pointed arch, as 
the nations with their liberty. As Rome gradually becomes 
dismembered, Roman architecture decays. The hieroglyphs 
forsake the cathedral, and henceforth emblazon the dungeon 
in order to procure prestige for feudality. The cathedral itself, 
once so dogmatic an edifice, but now invaded by the citizens, 
bv the populace, by liberty, escapes out of the hand of the priest 
and falb into the power of the artist. The artist builds accord¬ 
ing to his taste. Good-bye to mystery, to myth, to law. Now 
we have fancy and caprice. Provided that the priest has his 
basilica and his altar, he can say nothing. The four walls 
belon<^ to the artist. The architectural book is no longer the 
property of the priest, of religion, of Rome; its owners now 
are imagination, poetry, the people. Hence the rapid and 
innumerable changes undergone by tins style of architecture that 
counts only three centuries of existence, so striking in contrast 
t. the sta-mant immobility of Roman architecture that had 
l.usud for^six or seven. Art, however, advances with giant 
strides Tlie genius and originality of the people do the work 
formerly uiuiertaken by the biihops. Every gen. ration 1 1 
passes adds a line to the book, it erases the ancient Roman 
hiero.^lt'phies on the frontispieces of the cathedrals and it is 
as niSch as dogma can do to pierce here and there through the 
row symbols tilt overlie it. The skeleton of religion is h^d^ 
to be messed at under the popul.ir garment. No idea can te 
had oHhe licence which the architects now allowed themselves 
eln in regard to the church. Here we see capitals intertwmed 

I 7 th mres of monks and nuns in disgraceful association, as in 
.Mth tigmres , ^ pa]a,s de Justice in Paris, and 

\'oah’s misadventure sculpUired literally on the main 

here No^ Or it is a convivial monk with donkey s ears, 

i^rch at Bourges 0 it is a conv^ ^ 

a drmking-glass m "aM^ln g ^ Bochcrville. 

s^bolism; at times this was even hostile to the church. 
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find such seditious pages from the hand of Guillaume dc Paris 
in the thirteenth century,and of Nicolas Flamcl in the fiftr-criih. 
Saint Jacques de la Boucherie was, from roof to floor, an opposi¬ 
tion church. 

In this way only was thought free in those days, nor could 
it find full expression except in these books under the form of 
buildings. Under the form of manuscript, had any one Ix-en 
imprudent enough to run the risk, it would have been puhlir ly 
burnt by the executioner. The thought-inscribed porUil of the 
church would have assisted at the execution of free thought 
under another guise. Having therefore no outlet but tliat of 
architecture, thought from all sides precipitated itself in this 
direction. Hence the prodigious number of cathedrals all over 
Europe, almost incredible even after verifying it. All the 
matenal and intellectual forces of society converged to the sam-' 
pomt-architecture. Thus art, under pretext of raising churches 
to Lrod, developed along magnificent lines. 

In those days if a man was bom a poet he turned architect 
Oenms scattered among the masses, kept down on all sid.-s bv 
feudality, as under a testudo of br.izcn shields, and finding no 
other point of issue, escaped by way of architecture, and its 
Ihads took the form of cathedrals. All the other arts became 
obedient, and submitted to its authority. They were t}>e 

architect, the poet, the master 
summed up m his own person the sculpture that ornamented 
his facades, the painting that illuminated his windows the 

Even nnnr breathed through his organ 

to continued obstinately 

egetote m manuscripts, was obliged, in order to be known 

'X. '„i 

in tttmple of 

Ages, reappears witli every analoaon^ ^ ^ Middle 

'ntelligenco at other critical epochs of 

law which would require volumes L ts d^'^- “P “ 
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the Phoenician, the opulent mother of architecture; 

in later antiquity, Egyptian architecture, of which the Etruscan 
style and the Cyclopean monuments were but variants, was 
followed by Greek architecture, the Roman being but a con¬ 
tinuation of this over-weighted with the C^'^^'^aginian dome 
in modem times Roman architecmre was succeeded by the 
rnthir and if we separate these three senes we shall find on 
fhe "hree elder sisters, the Hindoo, Egyptian, and Roman 

architectures the same symbolic creed — theocracy, c^te, 
architectu , younger sisters, 

X Tree/ and Gothic architecture, whatever variety 

^,a^b^iAherT^/ their style, bear a similar significance- 

‘‘Tnd;r''wrateTe’rTa"me he appears-Brahmin, Magian, or 

D ^ in T-Tindoo Ecvptian, or Roman edifices, one is per 

Tuallv conscious of' the priest and nothing but the priest 
petually .,<.[,itccture of the masses. It is less rich 

^nd les°s sl'intly In the Phoenician we recognise the merchant; 

Ifrreek the republican; in the Gothic, the cuizeii. 

"'The gcTeml characteristics of all theocratic architecture are 

symboli'm. In y ifnrpover every outline, every de- 

know how to decipher. it inviolable. Do 

formity even, has a j^on^an masons to correct 

not ask of the Hindoo, • ’ ^uary. Everv atP-mpt at 

their drawing or amend their ■ fhc rigidity of 

improvement is to ^ stones^of these buildings like 

dogma appears diffus general characteristics of popular 

a second petrificatiom eenerai^_^ originality, 

architecture on the contra^, sufficiently detached 

opulence, perpetual J ^ir beauty, and to cherish it, 

from religion to g-e thought to theu^b^e^ ^y, 

and to make continual their age. 

garment of statuary and ' t them mingled with the 

Sphere is a feeling ^ti^insP^es workman’s hand. 

cnvme -^^‘^^that appeal to every soul, intelligence, 

And so we have edifices tha pp understand as 

and imagination, symbolical stiH, there is the 

nature. Between theocratic arch vulgar tongue, 

difference between sacred 
between hieroglyphics and art, betw 
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Omitting the detailing of a thousand proofs, and a thousand 
objections to what has been said, we may sum the inatti-r up as 
follows:—That architecture, up to the fifteenth century, was 
the chief register of humanity; that during this interval, no 
thought of any complexity appeared in the world that was not 
budt into an edifice; that every popular idea, as well as every 
religious commandment, had its monument; that human nature 
in short, had no thought of importance that it did not write in 
stone. And why? because every idea, whether religious or 
philosophic, IS concerned in being perpetuated. The idea that 
has stirred the emotions of one generation desires to affect 
others, and to leave its trace behind. And the immortality of 
the manuscript, how precarious it is! An edifice is a book of 
very different solidity, durable and resisting. To destroy the 
j^itten word, we only want a torch and a Turk. To demolish 
the constructed word requires a social revolution, or a terres¬ 
trial upheaval, fhe barbarians passed over the coliseum the 
deluge perhaps over the Pyramids. ’ 

fifteenth century, everything underwent a change 
^umanity discovered a means of perpetuating thought more 
luting and durable than architecture, and even sinfpler and 

Omll' dethroned. To the stone letters of 

rpheus are to succeed Gutenberg’s letters of lead. 

book wtll destroy the building / 

It w/. of printing is the greatest event in history 

than ever; iT^^wS' imperishable 

with the air Tn tntafjgible, indestructible. It mingles 

into a massM stoit%nd tookTr'^hT transformed i4lf 
place. Now itT^omed int^ a possess,on of an age and 

in all directions, and occunvinc at th ° "’■nging its way 

of air and space. P> S t the same time every comer 

become moreTndeMe"?'’’'As^lt wS **’■ * thought has 
ong-lived; it has pLed Irom Xrabmtv'?"°''““' ‘‘ "o" 

solid mass may be demolished but Jk.. ^ ■^mortality, A 
^t a flood arL, the“711 stiU^ “biq^uity ? 
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single arch floats above the surface of the destroying deluge, 
they will perch upon it, swim along with it, look on with it at 
the subsiding of the w'aters, and the new world which arises from 
the chaos will awaken to see, hovering above it, winged and alive, 
the thought of the world that has been engulfed. 

And if w'C see that this method of expression is not only 
the most preservative, but at the same time the simplest, most 
convenient, and most practicable, and further, take into account 
that it carries with it no hea \7 luggage and requires no cumbrous 
paraphernalia; if, again, we compare the thought that, m order 
to translate itself into stone, has to set four or five other arts 
at work, and needs tons of money, a whole mountain of stone, 
a whole forest of beams, a whole nation of workpeople; it, 1 
repeat, we compare this thought with the thought that finds 
its^medium of expression in a book, for winch a l.ttle P.^P" 
a little ink and a pen are sufficient, can we be surpnsed tha 
the human intellect forsook architecture for printing? If you 
suddenly cut a canal through the original bed of a river below 

it«a level the river will forsake its bed. 

From’the moment, therefore, that printing was discovered, 

architecture gradually lost its viulity, “^^e 

denuded Do we not feel the waters slowly sinking, the sap 

life failing the thought of the time and of the 

classic style; its Gallic, European, a niodem pseudo- 

Greek and Roman, a mixture of of RTnaLan^^^ 

antique. To this decadence S"- ancient Gothic 

A magnificent decadence - ^ntic press of Mainz, 

genius, the sun that sank behind th 6 6, ^jon of Roman 
st:ll shed a few last rays on the hybrid conglomeration 

arcades and Corinthian columns. {or the dawn. 

It was this sinking sun which mi t 
Architecture, having fallen «‘h' 
being no longer looked upon as 1 others in its sen'ice. 

and enslaving art, lost Its power o g architecture, 

These, therefore, rebelled, threw off^the >oke^^^ by 

and went every one its own way. isolation Carv'ing 

this divorce. Everything grows grander m isolation. 
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became sculpture; imagery, painting; the canon, music. It w.13 
like the dismemberment of an empire on the death of its 
Alexander—each province making itself a kingdom. 

And so we have Raphael, Michael Angelo, Jean Goujon, 
Palestrina—these glories of the resplendent sixteenth century. 

With the arts, thought also threw off its shackles. 'I'he 
heresiarchs of the Middle Ages had already made large inroads 
on Catholicism. The sixteenth century shattered the unity of 
the Church. Before the advent of printing, reform was onlv a 
schism; printing made it a revolution, fake away the press 
and heresy grows enervated. Whether fatal or providential' 
the fact remains that Gutenberg was the forerunner of Luther' 
When the sun of the Middle Ages had finally set, when Gothic 
genius had faded for ever from the horizon of art, architecture 
grew more colourless and lifeless, gradually sinking into oblivion 
I*hat gnawing canker-fly, the printed book, sucks the life-blood 
out of the great stone pile. Its leaves faU, it grows visibly barer 
It has grown mean, poor, worthless. It expresses nothing 
not even the memory of the art of a former day. Architecture 
left to Itself, foreaken by the other arts since human thought 
hM abandoned it, calls m artisans instead of artists to its aid 

the coloured windows; the stone-cutte^ 
takes the place of the sculptor. Farewell to vigour, originality 
Ide, and intellect. It drags itseU along, pitiable begg^ of the 
studios, from one model to another. Michael Angelo, who could 
even in the sixteenth century, detect its moribund condition 
had one last desperate idea. This Titan of art heaped Pantheon 

Peter’s—a mighty work 
hich deserved to remain unique, the last original ^piration 

the signature of a colossal artist at tbe^foot of 

oigantic register of stone which was now closed MirK i 
A^elo dead what did this miserable 

“Sfs;’? *■ ""s'ro “ * ‘p-'i S 

general art of the period ^ more closely the 

e^hteenth, we notice the tatne phenl.ra 
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From the time of Francis II., the architectural form of the edifice 
IS lost si»ht of more and more, and the geometrical form becomes 
prominent, like the bony structure of an emaciated invalid 
The beautiful lines of art give place to the inexorable lines of 
geometry. Kn edifice is no longer an edifice, it is a polyhedron. 
Architecture strives, however, to conceal its nudity. Here ts 
the Greek pediment inscribing itself in the Roman pediment, 
and the Roman doing the same by the Greek. Everywhere we 
see the Pantheon combined with the Parthenon, St. ^ 

Rome. See, for instance, the brick houses of Henry IV s time 

with their stone comerpieces; the 

Dauphine. And then again the churches of ’ 

heavy, squat, surbased, thick-set, with a dome like ^ huinp on 
the iop. Or the Maaarin architecture, the degraded Italian 
Jstaccm of the four nations. See further the pij^jces o Loui 

Pt"- ’“"iPrth r eWco^f ind' ’e™Lm anJad".h: warts 

to Louis XV wth the chicory a 

* Ti a'^rchhecture® The evil h^ increased by geometrical 

rfnd Uuifx V® Art'^has hardly any skin left on its bones. It 

ia dying a 'n'^^able ^“‘eco„,e of printing? All the life slowly 
Meanwhile, “s has been absorbed by it. As archi- 

drained rmn amh flourishes. The capital of forces 

lecture Sinks, spent on edifices, it henceforth 

.-hich Lteenth century begins the 

spends on boOKs. • ...r^cc which stood now on a level 

.msel. W”'" "‘ITiK,™ S " 

and rushes tumultiiou.sly “ttack flestroved. by 

whose "Clutecturul expressm ^ t h^^^ „„„ihilated everything, 
the close of the eightee ^ nineteenth. 

The work of -“-",:t^hich of these two arts have 

And now we may pause to as ^ ,,,st three 

:::.t::l^L ^:itbiui.y -nscri^;^ t: 

lifi? Which of 
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the two, without break or intermission, has superposed itself 
on the human race—that monster of a thousand feet, fut evei 
pressing forsvard? 

^Architecture or Printing? 

Printing. Do not let us deceive ourselves, Arcliitecturc is 
dead, dead beyond recall, slain by the printed book, slain 
because \t was less durable, slain because it cost loo much. 
Every cathedral represents a milliard. Think of the sums it 
would take to rewrite that book of stone, to rebuild so that the 
earth might swarm again with its millions of edifices, to return 
to those ages when the mass of monuments was such that as an 
eye-witriess writes, “ One might think that the earth had shaken 
off old gyments in order to clothe itself in a white vesture 
of churches. Erat emm ut st mundus, ipse excuUendo setnei 
rejecta octustate, candiuani ecclesiaruvi ve^item induerct. (Glaber 
Radulphus.) ' ^ 


f finished, costs so little, and can travel so 

far I What wonder that human thought flows readilv alone this 
channel? Not that architecture will be henceforth incauable 
of produemo; a fine work now and then, an isolated masterpiece 
No doubt from time to time it will be stUl possible, under the 
reign of printing, to have a column of molten cannon set un bv 
a whole army, as under that of architecture we had fliads and 
Rornanceros, the Mahabahrata and the Nibelungen, composed 

stores of rhapsodies ^ The 
splendid chance of an architect of genius suddenly appearing in 

e twentieth century might occur, as that of Dante in^he 

wm i^d^^ js:. ^*r“ir&-r ■’ 

poems, which were rare it is true resembled r^o 
India, Vyasa is as multifarious strangeTnH ' In 

pagoda. In Egypt, poetry like the builH ^ ‘"'.P'^netrable as 
composed in outline: in anripnf majestic ar 
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century, is the last Romanesque church; Shakespeare, in the 

sixteenth, the last Gothic cathedral. 

To sum up this unavoidably brief and imperfect sketch—the 

human race has had two books, two registers, two testaments- 
architecture and printing, the Bible of stone and the Bible ol 
naper As we contemplate these two Bibles, lying open for us 
through the centuries, we may be allowed perhaps to regret the 
visible majesty of the granite writing, those colossal alphabets 
composed of colonnades, pylons, and obchsques, those, as it were, 
human mountains which have covered the face of the earth 
from ages past, from the pyramid to the steeple, from Cheops 
to Strasburg. The past should be studied on these marble 
pages • as u e turn the leaves of the architectural book we cannot 
ce.'L to admire, but for all that we must not deny the grandeur 
of the edifice erected in its turn by printing. And this edifice 
is immense. Some maker of sUtislics, I do not know jho has 

calculated that if all the books that have been 

nress since Gutenberg were placed one above the other, the> 

would reach to the moon; but it is not of this kind of grandeur 

;7thrthole';Toict^fVrint.ng up to our own t.me, does not 
it seen to us hke an enormous construction, based on the whole 
world at which humanity labours without relaxation, and of 
rih tC Tkantic summit is lost in the dark mists of futurity ? 

U tLe anihill of intellect. The hive where all fancy a,^ 
It Ijen bees, store up their honey. The 

imagination, ® . _*ories Within, it is intersected with 

edihce r,ses m opening here and'there upon its stair- 

obscure caves of science, op g ..nbesaues rose-win<lows, 

way. The eye may 

and lace-work on its ou aopear has its niche in that 

ever fantasnc and .0 a ed lynay ^ K u.e 

building. Ihe result oi mosciue of Byrun, a thousand 

cathedr.al of Shakespeare “”X^netropolis of universal 

itles of humanity have been 
thought. At its base, cer i r .1 iq register. To the left 

rewritten which placed in\he ancient white 

of the entrance a seal ^ the polyglot Bible 

marble bas-relief ’a^ittle fanher on the hydra of 

rears its seven heads, an . , the Vedas and the 

romance is seen with other V . edi’fice remains still un- 
Nibelungen. Moreover, the P^dig , t,ng-prcss, is for ever 

i^^i soeftf and .r ever 
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vomiting fresh materials for its work. The whole human race 
is at work on the scafiolding. Every mind is a mason. The 
humblest stops his hole or lays his brick. R6tif de la Bretonnc 
brings his hod of cement. Every day a fresh coarse is laid. 
Independent of the original and separate contributions of the 
several writers, there are collective supplies. The eighteenth 
century provides the Encyclopaedia, the Revolution its Moniteur. 
It is, in fact, a construction that gathers bulk and height from 
infinity of spirals; here also is there confusion of tongues, 
incessant labour, indefatigable industry, a frantic concourse of 
struggling humanity; and here, too, the promised refuge for 
the human intellect against another deluge, another submersive 
inro.ad of barbarians. It is the second Tower of Babel of the 
human race. 


BOOK VI 


CHAPTER I 

AN IMPARTIAL VIEW OF laE OLD MAGISTRACY 

A RIGHT enviable personage, in the vear of grace 14S2, was 
noble hflinme Robert d'Estouteville, Knight, Sieur of Beyne, 
Baron of Ivn- and St. Andry in Marche, councilor and chamber- 
lain to the King, and keeper of the provostry of Paris Already 
k was nearly seventeen years since he had received from King 
Lms on the 7th of November 1465, the year of the comet 
that fine place of Provost of Pans, which was regarded rather 
as a seJneurie than as an office. Digmtas, says Joann s 
LLoiul. cu,n non poUs,aU pU,na,n e. 

ahme {ymroeativis multis et juribus conjioicta ai. H 'vas a tnin, 

place of Jacques ^he p 

Jean Dauvet succeeded ^/«sire tlei> e , Ursins 

presidency of the ° MHprs in the office of Chancellor of 
Lpplanted Pierre M^dhe|.^m 

France and household. 

post of Master o q had the presidencv, the chan 

Now, over how r'^m^^tprshio travelled since Robert d’Estoute- 
cellorship, and the mast P ^ ^ j j i^gen “ granted 

vine had held the and certainly he kept 

into his keeping, said the identified 

it well. He had Vhat ^had escaped that rage for 

himself with it so thoroughly, distrustful, parsimonious, 

.1.. ...».ion .1 

L* u rAlixtus ordered public prayers. 

' This comet, against which 
the same which is to reappear m ib35- 
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his son; and already, for two years, had the name of tjnhle 
homnie Jacques d'Estoiiteville, Esquire, figured al full !i |)l;l 1 i 
beside his own at the head of the register of the ordin.vrv ul the 
provostry of Paris—a rare, assuredly, and signal favour 1 True 
it IS that Robert d’Estouteville was a good soldier; lli.il he had 
loyally lifted his pennon against “ the league ol the public 
weal; ” and that he had made a present to the Queen, on the 
day of her entry into Paris in the year 14—, of a very wonderful 
stag, all made of confectionery. And, moreover, he had a good 
fritnd in Messire TrisUn I’Hermile, provost-marshal of the 
King s household. So that Messire Robert enjoyed a vci*y com¬ 
fortable and agreeable existence. First of all, he had a very 
good salary, to which were attached, depending like so many 
additional bunches from his vine, the revenues of the registries, 
civil and criminal, of the provostry; then the revenues of the 
Auditoires d’Embas, or inferior courts, of the Chatelet; besides 
some little toll from the bridges of Rlanie and Corbeil’ and the 
profits of the tm on the esgrin of Paris, and on the measures of 
firewood and the metres of salt. Add to all this the pleasure 
of displaying, in his otficial rides through the town, in contrast 
with the gowns, half red and half Uwny, of tlie cchevins and 
the quartemers, his fine military dress, which you may still 
admire sculptured upon his tomb at the Abbey of Valmont in 

as you may his richly-embossed morion at Montlherv 
And then, was it nothing to liavc all supremacy over the ser¬ 
geants of the douzaine, the keeper and the watcher of the 
Chatelet (auditorrs Caslelleli), the sixteen commissioners of the 
sixteen quarters of the city, the jailer of tJ-,e Chatelet the four 
enfeoffed sergeants, the hundred and twenty mounted ser- 
g^nts, the hundred and twenty sergeants of'the wands and 
the knight of the watch, with his men of the watch, the und^'r- 
watch, the counter-watch, and the rear-watch? Was it notliinn 
to exercise high and low justice, the right of turning, hanging" 
and drawing, besides the jurisdiction over minor offences in the 
first resort (,„ pri„a insianUa, as tire clrarters have it) oler 
that viscounty of Paris, to which were so gloriously annenrf a 
seven noble bailiwicks? Un anything be 
gratifymg than to pass judgment and^sentence "as 
Robert d’Estouteville daily did in the Grand Chitelpt^* 
wide, depressed Gothic arches of Philip-Augustus- 

s,°’uaTedTthe^r‘Gal,;:e^wXrfhe‘“ 

Koyal, r^ich he held in r,ht olt 
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Lor6, to repose from the fatigue of having sent some poor devil 
to pass his night in " that small cage in the Rue de I'Escorcherie, 
which the provosts and 6chevins of Paris were wont to make 
their prison, the dimensions of the same being eleven feet in 
length, seven feet four inches in width, and eleven feet in 

height?”' 

And not only had Messire Robert d’Estouteville his particular 
justice as provost and viscount of Paris, but also he had his 
share, both by presence and action, in the grande ]iistice of the 
King.' There'was no head of any elevated rank but had passed 
through his hands before it came into those of the executioner. 
It was he who had gone to the Bastille St. Antoine to fetch 
Monsieur de Nemours from thence to the Halles; and to the 
same place to carry from thence to the Gr^ve Monsieur de St. 
Pol who grumbled and complained, to the great joy of Monsieur 
the'Provost, who was no friend to Monsieur tl.e (onstable.^ 

Here assuredly was more than enough to make a m:yi s life 
Illustrious and happy, and to earn some d.iy a notable page 
in that interesting history of the provosts of 1 aris, from which 
we learn that Oudard de Villeneuve had a house m the Rue de 
Boucheries, that Guillaume de Jfangest bought the great and 
ti,e little 4 voie that Guillaume Thiboust gave his houses in 
h ue dop^’to the nuns of Ste. Genevieve, that Hu^es 
Aul.rL lived in the Hotel du Porc-Ep.c-w.th other facts of 

And'veT'’wfth"all' these reasons for taking life patiently and 

ii r ’Mf>ssire Robert d'Estouteville had awoken on the 
cheerfully Mcs re Kol.er ^ sulky_,,,ute, indeed, m a 

morning of th 7 J , , j „kat cause he himself could 

not well have * • * Montlhery sword-belt was ill 

because the xiL v militarily his provost-beseeming 

fastened, and J the army of ribalds march- 

portliness? or becau window, jeering 

mg through the street, > without shirts, under 

at him as they and bottle at their sides? 

hats with their crowns o , ‘Jj rce hundred and seventy 

Was it a vague " ^^h,ch the future kmg. Charles 

hvres sixteen sols eig i , jj year from the revenues of the 

VIII., w'as to deduct the following) 

prov<,sLry ? Among the^e reaso 

^ w" irlrm “e was in an .11 humour. 

* Cooipte du doaaainc, 13^3 
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Besides, it was the day after a holiday—a dav of (!’si.'ust lor 
ever>’bo( 3 y, and especially for the magistrate v.Ikisc hi., ines.s it 
was to sweep away all the filth, whether in the literal or tl c 
figurative sense of the word, that a holiday accunuilaied in 
Paris. And then he was to hold a sitting in the (irand (Tifiti 1-1; 
and the reader wJl probably have remarked that ju<l; (.s in 
genera] contrive matters so that their day of sitting ■.hall 
be their day of ilhhumour, in order that they mav alv.avs have 

some one upon whom to vent it conveniently, in the name of 
the king and the law. 

The magisterial operations, however, had commenced without 
him. His deputies, ati cwtl, au criminel, and an f-antrtthrr 
were acting for him, according to custom ; and as e.irly us eight 
o clock in the morning some scores of to\vnspeople,'men arirl 
women, crowded together in a dark corner of the Auditoire 
a bmbas of the Chatelet, between the wall and a strong barrier 
ot oak were blissfully attending at the varied and cxhilaratinL 
spectacle of the administration of civil and criminal justice by 
Maitre Flonan Barbedienne, auditor at the Chraclet, deputy 

a Provost-a little pL-ll-mell, to be sure, and 

altogether at random. 

small, low, and vaulted. At the farther end 

rh^ir nf with fleur-de-lis, with a great urrn- 

the left provost, which was empty, and on 

me left hand of it a stool for the auditor, .Maitre !• dorian. lU low 

and befnrFtr^a front were the people; 

sergeants n/th before the table, were a number of 

croLes imnn P’'0'^^try m their violet hacqueions with white 
or of the Parloir-aux- 13 ourgcois, 

bef^eTlow H' and half blue, stood scntr>’ 

SfdVeT.m other end 

in the massive^' One solitary pointed window, straitly encased 

grotesque counn^^ * threw a few pale January ravs upon two 

^pon Ve ke?s one'''?TK ' 
judge, seated arth. 

fleur-de-lis extremity of the chamber, upon the 

t''-o"bundl«^rc^^~“' Pible, beh,.ecn 

upon the tail of hi-; ®i with his foot 
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side under his chin-Maitre I'lorian Barbedienne, auditor at 

^^Now the auditor was deaf—a slight defect for an auditor, 

and Maitre Florian did not the less decide 
and quite competently. It is certainly quite sj^^cient that a 
judge should appear to listen; and the vt-nerable auQitor th 
better fulfilled this condition, the only one essential to the good 
administration of justice, as his attention could not poss.bl) 

be distracted by anv noise. 

However there was among the audience a merciless censor 
0l irdleds and gestures, in the person of our fnend Jehan 
Frollo du Moulin, the little scholar of the day before-til 
stroller who was sure to be met with everywhere in Pans, 

.ssI*.! 

than ears I Fifteen sous four denicrs pansis tor , 

rascals-Aiglet de Sens Hut.n de ^ VM,u 

Corpus ChrtsU /-^h, they’ve been pl.^'ng^ 

shall we see our rector here, I won ^ as he is I 

parisis to the King! :r shall hinder me from 

Mav I be my brother the archdeaco ,,iav dvin» at play, 

plavmg by day, "b^it, l.v,^ Virpinl 

and staking my sou! when I * j ps, Ambroise 

what lots of g.rls!-^ne Gironin!-I know 

Lecuyiirel ^sabeau-la-Paynett , We’ll teach you 

them all,/to/ ^ i/an^ 

to wear gilt belts 1 Ten sols par P . q Florian the 

the old muzzle of a judge, ea ^ him at mble 

l.bberi 0 Barbedienne case-he eats-he 

—he dines off the himselfI'estrays, dues, 

chews—he swallows-he fills h ■ U stocks, are 

evpenses, costs, wages. . midsumni'T marchpanes, 

to him Christmas cannehons ,_another amorous 

Look at him, the pig! Go on. g^ing out of the 

Udy-Thibaude-la-Thibaude, I declare-ior g g 
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Rue Glatigny. What’s this youth? GiefTroy Mal'onnr, pen- 
darme bearing the crossbow—! r’s I'Ccn proianing tlic name of 
the Father. A fine for La Thil-auclel a finr fur (jiclimv I a 
fine for them bothl The old deaf boy 1 he must li.ive j.irnhh d 
the two things together. Ten to one but he makes the girl 
pay for the oath and the gendarme for the amour I Attention. 
Robin PoussepainI What are they bringing in now? litre <irc- 
plenty of sergeants, by Jupiter—all the hounds of thr p.uk. 
This must be the grand piece of game of all - a riM Ix-ar at 
least [ It is one, Robin—it is one, and a fine one loo! iicrde t 
it's our prince of yesterday—our fools’ pope—our ringer —our 
one-eye—our hunchback—our grin of grins! It’s (Juasimodol ” 
It Was he indeed. It was Quasimodo, bound, girded, Imoped, 
pinioned, and well guarded. The detachment of sergeants 

1 were accompanied by the chrvalicr tiu gucb 

or knight of the watch, in person, bearing the arms of I rame 
embroidered on his breast, and those of the town of Pari> on lus 
back. However, there was nothing in Quasimodo, his defoi mily 
^cepted, to justify all lliis display of halberts and arquebusses. 
e was gloomy, silent, and tranquil—his one eye only just 
j’ time, u sullen and resentful glance upon 

t^ne bonds that covered him. He cast the same look around 
im, but It seemed so dull and sleepy that the women pointed 
im out to each other with their fingers in deri.'ion only. 
Meanwhile Maitre Florian, the auditor, turned over attentively 
e eaves of the written charge drawn up against Quasiniodc, 
Md presented to him by the registrar, and, after tak.ng tl.al 
tn tki ’ ^0 be meditating for a minute or two. Owing 

always careful to lake at the 
the proceeding to an interrogatory, he knew beforehand 

meditar^^’r^Toffence of the accused; made pre- 
his wav thrn^ T foreseen; and so contrived to find 

too mkh the sinuosities of the interrogatory without 

to hirk h.s deafness. The written charge was 

^fir™ty dteo^ ‘y “ happened Li his 

apostrophf or unTnklrhy some incoherent 
profundhv with ® r^ question it passed with some for 
honour of t’h. ^ '"’hecihty. In either case the 

be consisted “itherimf f better 

took great care ‘mbecile or profound than deaf. So he 
all- InA ^ disguise his deafness from the obscrv'atinn 
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HereDtion indeed, ■^^'hich is not so difficult as it may be thought, 
an hunchbacks walk with head erect, all stammerers are given 
to sneechifying, and the deaf always talk in a v.aisper. For 
his part the ufmost admission that he made to himself on this 
point was that his hearing was not quite so quick as some P“P'^ ^ 

Ft was the only concession m this respect that he could bn g 
himself to make to public opinion, m his moments of candou 

wen "u^^^fVd on the affair of Quasimodo 

commenced the interrogatory. 

;“'::as a case which had not ..cn “ ^een by the 

law, ' that of one d.af thf question thus 

Quasimodo, rtceiMng fi^cdlv at the judge without 

.ddre.sed to him,contmmed hand, 

*■ Well, your age? ” . than to the 

».«» - - 

.11..^ n,. b,«.*;■. b™—. 

beginning to whi.per and to ' auditor when he sup- 

•' ]-noughl” added ^^‘VT n nmrna^ his third amswer. 
po^ed tliat the accused had co ^ poctxirnal dis- 

You stand . harged be ore the person of 

nn-bance; sfr^.ndo, with ,„erctTias ; tfrtto, of rebellion 

, light womioi—*« prqudicu^ King's archers. Explain 

and disloyalty towards our you taken dovm 

Vf.ura U on all these „ 

v.'hat the prisoner has said so a laughter was heard, 

At this unlucky ques ion violent, so un- 

caught by the audience from neither of the deaf 

coi troUable, so contagious, so univ ,^,med round. 

m n could help P'^''^"''"® while Maitre Florian, 

^^Sd hL ’hLirnd-uJ^ ing that the laughter of the 
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spectators had been excited by some irreverent rcp^ly from the 
accused, rendered visible to him by that shrug, apcjstrophisod 
him indignantly. 

“ Fellow,” said he, " you gave me an answer then 
deserves the halter. Know you to whom you are speaking? ” 
This sally was not at all calculated to extinguish the cxpl.),,ion 
of the general merriment. It seemed to all present so incon¬ 
gruous and left-handed that the wild laugh caught even the 
sergeants of the Parloir-aux-Bourgeois, a sort id serving-rnen 
^rrying pikes, with whom stupidity was part of their uniform. 
Quasimodo alone preserved his gravity —for the very good 
reason that he understood nothing at all of what was passing 
around him. The judge, growing more and more angry, thnuglit 
nirmelf bound go on in the same tone, hoping thereby to 
strike a terror into the accused, which would react upon the 

byst^ders, and bring them back to a prrjper sense of respert,_ 

So It seems, then, master, peia’crse and riotous as you are 
that you presume to be impertinent to the auditor of tlie 
Lnatelet—to the magistrate entrusted with the popular police 
01 Pans—charged to make search into all crunes, offences, and 
a courses to control all trades and interdict monopolies—to 

u prevent forestalling and regrating of 

p try and wild fowl—to superintend the measuring of firewood 
other sorts of wood—to cleanse tlie town of mud, and tl.e 

Uie work tlistempers-in a word, to be doing continually 

anv Kn without fee or reward, or expccUtion of 

sieur t!? P ^ Florian Barbed ienne, Mon- 

missionpr i ^ proper deputy, and moreover com- 

in provostrv'^hair*^*^' controllor, and examiner, with equal power 

bailiwork, conservatorship, and presidial court? ” 

should e^r^storT 1 

unon thp m ^ anchor, launched thus in lull career 

hL OMneTail had not the low door behind 

in nelson ° At Monsieur the Provost 

buf tuminn hall“^ entrance Maitre Florian did not stop short- 

the provow tt^hlr^ ‘“"'"'g at 

been battering "^^h which the moment before he lad 

tequeT^^^^^^ ;• «-,-ur,” said he, " I 

cor^.^* 

the b, drops 
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tears the parchments spread out before him. ^(essire Robert 
d’Estouteville knitted his brow, and made a m-tem to Quasi¬ 
modo to attend, in a manner so imperious and signihcant that 
the deaf prisoner in some dc^ee understood it. 

The provost addressed him with severity: Rascal, what 

hast thou done to be brought hither? ” , . , • 

The poor devil, supposing that the provost was asking hirn 
his name, now broke the silence whicli he habitually kept, and 
answered in a hoarse and guttural voice, “ Quasimodo. 

The answer so little corresponded to the question that the 
loud laugh again began to go round; and Messire Roh-rt ex¬ 
claimed, all reddening with anger, “ \Vhatl you arrant rogue, 

you jest at me too, do you? ” . 

“ Ringer at Notre-Dame,” answered Quasimodo, thinking 
that this time he was commanded to state to the judge who 

returned the provost, who, as we have already 
said, had got up that morning in so bad a humour that his 
fury needed not to be kindled by such unaccountable answer. 

Ringer, indeed 1 I’ll make them ring a peal of rods on thy 
back through every street in Parisl I)‘-t thou hear, rascal?^ 

*• If it’s mv age you want to know,’’^said Quasimodo, I 

h*»li. ve I shall be twenty next Martinmas.” ,, , 

llus wL rather too strong. The provost could endure it no 

'Mlkl so yoo jeer at the provostry, you metch l-Messicurs 
the seven castellanies of the v>scounty of a^^^ 

.horar, jehan FroUo du Mouhn fro. ^ ^ 

-flie provost tnrncd round,^ and^^, 
fliishing, upon Quasimodo. I b 

Z),r»/-Regis rar a toe of ^ 

swearing; and let 7, i devotion for St. Enstache." 

Eusuichc’s church—I ye a 

In a few minutes *e )ud^ custumal of tlie provostry and 
of it Wiis simple and brief. Ih .i-u.,,r-.ted bv the president, 
vi.scounty of Paris hod not yet been f 
Thihaut Baillet, and Roger Barmuc, kmg s advocate, 
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not yet obscured by that deep forest of clii' inery a; ! < irr nni- 
locution which the two jurisconsults fda^'ed in it at the r<>rri- 
mencement of the sixteenth century. All was cle ir. - xo. ditivf, 
explicit, going direct to the point; and straiglit you ^.uv before 
you, at the end of every path, without any ticket about it or 
bend in the way to it, the w'heel, the gibbet, or the pillory. 
You at least knew whither you were going. 

Tlie registrar presented the sentenee to tlie provost, wlu. 
affixed his seal to it, and then went away, to continue Ids round 
at the several auditoires, in a ti rnper of mind which seemed 
destined that day to fill every jail in Paris, jehan h'rollo and 
Robin Pouss^-pain were laughing in their sleeves; while Quasi¬ 
modo looked upon tiie whole with an air of indifference and 
astonishment. 


registrar, at the moment that Maitre Flnrian 
Barbediennc was in his turn reading over the judgment previous 
to signing it, felt himself moved with pity for the poor devil 
under condemnation; and in the hope of obtaining some mitl- 
ption of penalty, he approached the auditor’s ear as close a.s 
he could, and said to him, pointing to Qu;vsimodo, “ Hiat man 

IS 


e hoped that a sense of their common infirmity would 
awaken some interest for the condemned in the breast of Maitre 

Ifplace, as we have alreatly observed, 
. ai re rlonan did not care to have his deafness remarked; 
n in the next place, his ear was so obtuse tliat he did not 

nevertheless, choosing to seem as if he heard, he replied, " Ha 

cie IpM ^ I didn’t know that. In that 

St ipnti '"' pillory." And he signed 

" ^‘edification. 

aoainst ^ Poussepain, who still had a grudge 

rSughly.’^^^“°°^°* “that‘11 teach him to handle folks 
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CHAPTER II 

THE RAT-IIOLE 

The reader will now accompany us back to the Place de Gr^ve, 
which we quitted yesterday with Gringoire, to follow La 

^Tr'ttn m the morning. We find evern-thing denoting the 
dav after a holiday. The ground is covered with shreds, 
nbbons trimmings, feathers dropped from the plumes, drops 
of wax from the torchlights, and fragments from the public 
banouet A good many of the townspeople are sauntering 
about-turning over with their feet the extinpished brands of 

the bonfire-bursting into rapture before ' 

nt the recollection of the fine hangings exliibited there the day 
before and now contemplating the nails that fastened them 
the oriy remnant of the ravishing spectacle, dne vendors o 
^er and cider are rolling about their barrels among severa 
-rrouDS On the other hand, some individuals are going . 

11,, hu,...... 

ever, four sergeants on horseback ready con- 

thcmsolves at the four S'^es o ' ^ Pj p^p„lairt that had 
centratcd around them g ^ condemning 

TJSTlo sund wearisomely wmting in e.xpecmticn of 

:U --j * it s .tr« 

Rornan^h ar. l.itecture remark, at the angle 

the western corner next ^ richly iHumioated, protected 

of Its front, a largo nentlmuse, Ind from thieves by a 

from the rain b> a sma p nassem^ers to turn over its 

grating, which, ■ .^^narTow, pointed window- 

Lves. Close by thus X.s;.use, and looking 

nok, guarded by aperture by which a little air and 

^■tt’^m?ft:?mraVLlCcell without a door, constructed 
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on the level of the ground, in the thickness < f the v, •!! '.f the old 
mansion, and filled with a stillness the more {)rof<»:;n s. a sih nce 
the more dead, inasmuch as a public square, the most jj<>[.iilous 
and the noisiest in Paris, is swarming aixl clamouring around. 

This cell had been famous in Paris for lliree centuries, since 
Madame Rolande, of Roland’s Tower, in mourning for her 
father, who died in the crusades, had caused it to be [allowed 
out of the wall of her own liouse, to shut herself up in it for ever, 
keeping of all her palace only this wretched nook, tlie door of 
which was walled up, and the window open to the elements, in 
winter as in summer- giving all the rest to (lod and to tlic pot.r. 
ITie desolate lady had, in fact, awaited death for twenlv years 
in that anticipated tomb, praying day and ni:.'ht for llie s(jul of 
her father, sleeping in ashes, without even a stone for Ii-t pillow, 
clad in black sackcloth, and living only upon sucli bread and 
water as the pity of the passersby deposited upon tlie edge of 
her window-place—thus receiving ciiarity after siie had given 
It. At her death—at the moment of her passing into the other 
sepulchre—she had bequeathed this one in perpetuity to women 
in affliction, mothers, widows, or maidens, who siiould have 
many prayers to offer up for others or for themselves, and should 
choose to bury themselves alive in the greatness of their grief or 
their penitence. The poor of her time had honoured her funeral 
with tears and benedictions; but to their great regret the poor 
maiden had been unable, for want of patronage, to obtain the 
lonours of canonisation. Such of them as were a little giver, 
to impiety had hoped that the thing would be done more easily 
in heaven than at Rome, and had actually presumed (0 offer up 
tcir prayers for the deceased to God himself, in default of the 
. them, however, had contented themselves witii 

1^^?- j memory sacred, and converting the rags she 

6 e und her into relics. The town of Paris, too, had founded 
in pursuance of the ladv’s intention, a public breviary, which 
pennanently fixed near to the window of the cell, in 
tn n/ passengers might stop at it now and then, if onlv 

opray; that prayer might make them think of almsgiving: and 

female recluses inheriting the stony cave of 
neglec? absolutely die of famine and 

were to be 

mott frequented street in the 

crowded and noisy market-place, in the very midst— under 
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the horses’ feet and the wa^on wheels, as it were—a cave—a 
^ell—a welled and grated cabin—at the bottom of which was 
praying, day and night, a human being, voluntarily devoted to 
some everlasting lamentation or some great expiation. Arid all 
the reflections that this strange spectacle would awaken in us 
of the present day—that horrid cell, a sort of intermediate link 
between the dwelling-house and the tomb, between the city and 
the cemetery—that living being cut of! from the communion of 
mankind, and thenceforth numbered with the dead—that lamp 
consuming its last drop of oil in the darkness—that remnant of 
life already wavering in the grave—that breath, that voice, 
that everlasting praver encased in stone—that face for ever 
turned towards the other world—that eye already illumined by 
another sun—that ear inclined intently to the walls of the 
sepulchre--that soul a prisoner in that body—that body a 
prisoner in that dungeon—and under that double envelope of 
flesh and granite the murmuring of that soul m pain—notlung 
of all that struck upon the apprehension of the multitude. The 
piety of that age, little reasoning and little refined, did not find 
in an act of religion so many riiflerent points of view. It took 
things in the gross—honouring, venerating, and upon occasion 
makW, the sacrifice; but not analysing the suflerings attending 
it, nor feeling any depth of pity for them It brought some 
pittance, from time to time, to the wretched penitent; looked 

through the hole to see if he were yet living; 
scarcely knew how many years it was since he had begun to die 
and to^the stranger who questioned them respecting the living 
skeleton rotting' m that cave the neighbours would simp.y 

it ^ :v";hin, wa, ,hen seen-unmetaphysic^ 

^- lathout exaggeration - through no magnifying-glass but 

with thi naked 'ye. The microscope was not yet mvented for 
objects of mind any more than for those of matte ^ 

Ilowever little wonder or speculation as they excite 1 , 
instances of this sort of seclusion in the heart of t-- - e ^ 
we have alreadv observed, in reality frequent. In f ans itse 
Then wer: a considerable number of those cells of pem enee nd 

prayer, and nearly tdl of [ should not iVleft 

empty as that implied lukewarmness m the ‘ , 

Tp^rJwere put info them when ^ 

P.fsides the logetie, or cell already ^1^1 

ware one at Montfaucon, one at the charnel-house of the lioiy 
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Innocents, another we hardly recollect wher* -'xi tlic logis 
Clichon, we believe—and others at many dillvrent sfX'ts, win-re, 
in default of monuments, their memory is perfn-tnnt* rl l,y 
tradition. The University too had its share of them. On the 
Montagne Ste. Genevieve a sort of Job of the Middle A^es sang 
for thirty years the seven penitenti.d psalms, upon a dunglicap 
at the bottom of a cistern, beginning again immediately eacfi 
lime that he came to the end—singing louder in the night-time, 
magna voce per umbras; and the antiquary still fancies that he 
hears his voice as he enters tlie Rue du Puits-qui-parie, or street 
of the talking well. 

To confine ourselves here to the den in Roland’s Tower, \vc are 

bound to declare that it had scarcely ever lain idle for want of 

a tenant. Since Madame Rolande’s death it had rarely been 

vacant even for a year or two. Many a woman had come and 

wept their until death over the memory of her parent, her lover, 

or her failings. The mischievousness of the Parisians, wliich 

meddles with everything, even with those things which concern 

k pretend that among the number there 

had been very few widows. 

After the manner of the period, a Latin legend, inscribed 
upon the wall, indicated to the lettered passenger the pious 
purpose of the cell This usage continued until the middle of 

century, of pJacing a brief explanatorv' motto 
above the eritrance of a building. ITius in Prance we still read, 
over the wicket of the prison belonging to the scicjneurial 
mansion of Tourville, Sileto et spera ; in Ireland, under the 
^cutcheon placed above the great gateway of P'ortcscue Castle, 
oru scutum, salus ducum ; and in England, over the principal 
en ranee of the hospitable mansion of the Karls Cowper, Tuum 
\ edifice was then, as it were, a thought, 

th door to the walled-up cell of the Tour-Roland, 

engraven, in great Roman capitals, over the 
ow, these tW’o words of invitation to prayer,— 


people, whose straightforward gooc 
lud subtleties in things, but readily translate- 

d^mo .Sum/-D mP. had given to this dark 

tinn?pc name of Trou-aux-Rats '—an exnlana 

more pictoesque'’"’’'’'’^’ 
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CHAFfER in 

THE STORV OF A WHEATEN CaFCL 

At the period at which the principal events of this h'Story 
occurred, the cell of the Tour-Roland w-as occupied. f he 
reader desires to know by whom, he has only to listen to the 

conversation of three fair gossips, who, at 

have called his attention to the Trou-aux-Rats, were direttino 
t^heir steps precisely to the same spot, going up the nver side trum 

the Chatelet towards the Gr^ve. 

Two of these women were attired after the manner of the 

good of Paris. The fine white i “‘f Pf 

of tiretamc, v.itli red and blue stnpes; the white knitted stock- 

worked in colours at the ankles, and drawn tig 1 upon ti e 

le?-' the square-toed shoes of brown leather with 

risi r 

there^vere, in her imk. and her into our 

as we can render these n'^fes of the of her 

more downright English . „ething which indicates 

dress and in her carriage^-that ^“,„rnev. It was 

the wife of a ,u>laire dc (,,^1 she had not been 

evident, from shortnes^ 1 ^ 

o"tsl;'a“d" rd"fift;W enormities revolting to fr fie« 

^1.e two first walked 

?-ho\ving Pans to ladies r carried in his hand 

one held by the hand a big be obliged to add that, 

a large thin cake--and we are soiy tonmie^was performing 

owing to the seventy of boy made his mother 

the ofhee of his pocket-handkerchief. 1 ne uoy 
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drag him along, non fyasabus as \’’irgil says. a:nl stumbling 

every moment, to her great outcryii'.g. It is tnu tiuil \\r looked 
more at the cake tlian upon the gruunti. Some grav-* r«: i.son, no 
(ioubt, prevented him from setting his teeth in it (in the (.il;- ). 
fur he contented himself with looking at it alfei ti.'nat' ly. H .* 
the mother ought sur-dv to have ti\ken charge of the cake lierbeH ; 
It was cniei thus to make a Tantalus of the kul. 

Meanwhile the three damuisellcs (for the e[)ilh« t of dame or 
I dv was then reserved for women of the nobli'>ic) were all 
tilking at once,— 

“ Let us make haste, Damoiselle MahieUc,” said the y(.>uiig«-si 
of the three, who was also the fattest, to the pr.^ incial. “ I’m 
very much afraid we shall get there too late; lh»*y told us at 

the Chatelct that they were going to carry him to the pillors 
directly.” 

“ AJi, hahl what are you talking about, Damoiselle Oiidard' 
Musnicr?” interrupted thi- other Parisian lady, ‘‘He'll be 
two hours on the pillury. We’ve time enough.—My djar 
iiahietto, did you ever see anybody pillori -d? ” 

“ \ ei,” said the provincial, " I have at Reims.” 

“Ah, bahl what’s that? What’s your pillory at Rrim,.! 
A paltry cage, where they turn nothing but clowns. Thai’s 
a ^eat thing, to be surel ” 

What clownsi” said Mahiette. ” Clowiis in the Cloth 
Market at Reimsl We’ve had very fine criminals llwre, I 
can tell you—that had killed both father and mother, (.luwns 
indeed 1 What do you take us for, Gervaise? ” 

U is certain that the country dame was on the point of being 
in a passion for the honour of her pillory. Fortunately, the 
discreet Damoiselle Oudarde Musnicr gave a timely turn to the 

conversation. 

m Damoiselle Mahiette, what say you to our 

emish ambassadors? Have you any so fine at Reims? ” 

I must acknowledge,” answered Mahiette, ” that it’s only 

the embassy, that great ambassador 
Oudarde. 

“ A a Mahiette; “ he looks like a very Saturn 1” 

Aud^at like a naked paunch ? 

Aua that httle one with little eyes, and red eyelids all ia.T.mH 
and bearded like the head of a thistle ? ” ^ 

ft s their horses that are line to see,” said Oudarde eii 
uressed as they are, after their country fashion.” ’ 
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“ Ah, my dear I ” intemipted the provincial Mahiette, assuming 
in her turn an air of superiority, “ what would you say, then, 
if you’d seen, in ’6i, at the coronation at Reims, one-and-twenty 
years ago, the horses of the princes and all the King’s company? 
There were housings and caparisons of all sorts—some of 
Damascus cloth, fine cloth of gold, trimmed with sables; some 
of velvet, trimmed with ermine; some all loaded with gold- 
work ami great gold and silver fringe. And then, the money 
that it all cost; and the beautiful boys, the pages, that were upon 

th^ni ^ 

“ But for all that,” replied Damoisellc Oudarde dryly, “ the 
Flemings have very fine horses; and yesterday they’d a splendid 
supper given them by Monsieur the Provost-merchant at the 
Hdtcl-de-Ville, where they served up sweetmeats, hippocrass, 

spices, and such like singularities.” 

“ What are vou talking of, my dear neighbour ? said Oervabe. 
“ It was at the Ixjrd Cardiiial’s, at the Petit-Bourbon, that the 

Flemings supped.” ^ „ 

“No no- it was at the Hotel-de-v ille. 

“ Yes ves- I tell you it was at the Petit-Bourbon. 

“ So surelv was it at the II6tel-de-Ville,” returned Oudarde 
sharolv " that Doctor Scourable made them a Latin speech, 
and they vtete very well pleased with it. It was my husband 
that told me so, and he’s one of the sworn tooksellers 

“ So surelv was it at the Petit-Bourbon, rejo.ned Gen'a se 

no less warm'ly, “ that I’ll just tell you what mv I,ord Cardinal s 
no less >vauiu^, nu-.ent of —twelve double quarts of 

C"rL"litrcraret,'^^^^^ four-and-twenty c,-.os 

of^gilt double Lyons marchpane; four-and-twent> wax torclus 
01 gill uuuuiv. r , 1 pm -Queucs of Baunc wine, 

of two frund. I hope that’; 

e^^nouch i had it from mv husband, who’s cmquayiUmer 

.i. sss r; s;: 

Paris from Mesopotamia, m the last ku g 

ul’cre st’nTd fine a‘ show of meat town- 

se;ir a^^^iStdld - -’^d^liat has 

deceived you.” 
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“ At the H6tel-de-\^iIIej I tell you 1 

"At the Petit-Bourbon, my dear; for they’d illutninnted 
the word Espirance that’s written over the grrat dn..f\v,iy wjth 
magical glasses.’’ 

"At the H6tel-de-VilIeI at the Hotel-de-VilleI for Ilusson- 
le-Voir was playing the flute to them.” 

" I tell you no.” 

" I tell you yes.” 

“ I tell you no.” 

The good plump Oudarde was preparing to reply, and the 

quarrel would perhaps have gone on to the pulling r*f caps, if 

Mahiette had not all at once exclaimed, " L<;uk at those f)fople 

there, gathered together at the end of the bn.lge. There’s 

something amongst them that they’re all looking at.” 

■' I do indeed hear a tambourining,” said Gervaise; " I think 

Jts little Srneralda doing her mummeries with her goat. Make 

haste, Mahiette; double your pace, and pull your boy along. 

You re come here to see all the curiosities of Paris. Yesterday 

Flemings—to-day you must see the little gipsy.” 

The gipsy 1” said Mahiette, turning sharply round, and 

forcibly grasping her son’s arm. " God preserve me from her. 

bne d steal my child,—Come alone, EusUiche 1 

And she set off running along the quay towards the Gr^ve 

until she had left the bridge far enough behind her. The bov* 

too, whom she was dragging along, stumbled and fell upon his 

knees, and she herself was out of breath. Oudarde and Chaise 
now came up With her. ^civ.u:,c 

^ Ger^.aise, “ that's an 

odd fancy of yours 1 ” * mat s an 

Mahiette shook her head thoughtfully. 

" It’s curious enough,” observed Oudarde, " that tlie Sachetto 
‘he same notion about the Egyptian women.” 

.. the bachette? ” inquired Mahiette. 

■■ it’s Sister Gudule." 

,, ^d who s Sister Gudule? ” returned Mahiette 

recluse of the Trou-aux-Rats/^ ^ ^ 

Whatl” exclaimed Mahiette* "that 

we re carrying this cake to?” ' ^ ^ that 

■■ ?ou'U te Wtoectlf'rlier't d' 

She looks as you do upon those vagaKi“of’ Egy^^rLt g' 
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about tambourining and fortune-telling. Nobody knows what 
has given her this horror of zingari and Egyptians. But what 
makes you run away so, Mahiette, at tiie very sight of them? ” 
“Ohr' said Mahiette, taking in both hands the chubby 
head of her boy, “ I wouldn’t have that happen to me which 
happened to Paquette*la-Chantcfleurie! ” 

“ Ha, now you’re going to tell us a story, my good Mahiette,” 

said Gervaise, taking her arm. 

“ Fm quite willing,” answered Mahiette; ” but you must be 
\ ery knowing—witli your Paris—not to know that, I must 
tell you, then—but we needn’t stand still to go through our 
story—t’hut Paquotte-la-Chantefleurie was a pretty girl of 
eighteen when l' wa3 one too—that is to say, eighteen years 
ag“o- and that it's her own fault if she’s not now, as 1 am, a 
'»ood fat fresh-looking mother of six-and-lhirty, with a husband 
and a bov; but, alack! from the time that she was fourteen 
years oUr it was too late. 1 must tell you, then, tliut she was 
the dau-hter of Guybertaut, a boat-minstrel at Reims—the 
same uho had played belore King Charles Vll. at his coionation 
when he went down our river \ esle from Sillery to Mmson, ami 
Mad..me la Pucelle was in the boat. The old father died while 
Pfinaette was quite a child, so that she had only her mother 
left who was sister to Monsieur Matihieu Pradon, a 
brazier and tinman at Paris, Rue Pann-Garlm, who died last 
V ear You see that she was of some family, d he mother was a 

good simple woman unfortunately, and 

but a Httie needlework a„d toymak.ng, winch -‘ I;'" 

little p.rl from g.owmg very tall and 

They lived both of them at Reims, by the . I 

Follllh.me.m.kthat,fmIbd.ve^thars..^^ 

Km^TouR X1! whom God prcsen-el Piquette w^ so gay and 

1 - 

of laughing to show t^em.^ 

IS on the Wv^y to c^ mother got their bread 

she was La Chav.te.Heurie. Sh thf. Heath of the musician 

har.ily- they were fallen very ow s.nce the oUhe ^ 

— their needlework brought th^m j. Where was tlie 

week, winch is not quite two 

time when the father Guybertaut used m get 

two’’ women had nether logs nor 
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fagots, and it was very cold—that gave such heuniifiil colours 
to La Chantefleurie that tlic men would call after her ‘ i’aqu'-ili- ’ 
—that some of them called her ‘ l\‘u|uerctte and that she 
was ruined.—Eustache, let me see you bite the cake, if vou 
dare.—We saw directly that she was ruined, one Sund. v hi- 
came to church with a gold cross on her neck. At fill'- n! - 
only think of that! At first it was the young Viscount d** 
Cormontreuil, who has his liell-iower threc-quartLr.s of a Kaguc 
from Reims; then, Messire Henri de Triancourl tie’ king's 
master of the horse; then going down lower, Chiart de Beauiion, 
sergeant-at-arms; then, lower still, Guery Aubergeon, king's 
car\’er; then Mac6 de Fr^pus, Monsieur the Dauphin's barber; 
then Thevenin le Moine, the king's first cook; then, still going 
on, from one to another, from the younger to the older, and 
from more noble to less noble, she came to Guillaume Racine, 
viol-player—and to Thierry-de-Mer, lampmaker. Then pour 
Chantefleurie—she was all things to all men; she was come to 
the last sou of her piece of goll What think you, mesdamoi- 
selles? At the coronation, in the same year '61, it was she that 
made the bed tor the king of the ribalds [ In the same year_” 

Mahiette sighed, and wiped awav a tear that had started to 
her eyes. 

j ^ Gervaise, “ that’s not very uncommon • 

^ H T> that neither about gipsies nor children ” 

Fatiencel ’ resumed Mahiette; ” as for a child, there’s one 
coming for you. In ’66—it’ll be sixteen years ago ti.is month 
—on bt. Faul s day, Paquette was brought to bed of a little 
prl. Unfortunate creature! she was in great joy at it; she’d 
long been wishing to have a child. Her mother, poor simple 
woman who d never known how to do anything but shut her 

wn?ld v.h had notliing in the 

«orld left to love, nor anything that loved her. For five years 

wmtrhM ^ ^ci"® Chantefieiirie had bLn a 

wretched creature. She was lone—lone in this world • nninte i 

women. Her w'ay of life was beginnin-To brL^h'^'^ amorous 
than her needlework had broughUormerlv 
that came, a crown less found its way into her oockeT^' 
beginning again to find the winter^ severeJ^i^ -^ ’ 
growing scarce in her fireplace, and bread in h^ '^as wood 
She couldn’t work now; for in givin/™. Z J 

way to pleasure she’d 
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given way to idleness; and she suffered much more than 
formerly, because while giving way to idleness she’d given way 
to pleasure. At least that’s the way that Monsieur the Cure of 
St. Remy explains how it is that these sort of women feel more 
cold and hunger than other poor females do, as they get old-” 

“ Ves,” interrupted Gervaise—“ but the gipsies? ” 

“ Do wait a moment, Gervaise 1 ” said Oudarde, whose atten¬ 
tion was less impatient; “ what should we have at the end if 
everything was at the beginning?—Pray, Mahiette, go on. 
That poor Chantefleurie-” 

Mahiette continued,— 

“ Well, then, she was very sorrowful, very wretched, and 
furrowed her cheeks with her tears. But in her shame, hei 
infamy, and her abandonment, she thought she should be less 
ashamed, less infamous, and less abandoned, if there were 
something in the world or somebody that she could love and 
that could love her. She knew it must be a child, because only 
a child could be innocent enough for that. She was aware of 
this after trying to love a thief, the only sort of man that could 
have anything to say to her; but in a little time she had found 
out that the thief despised her. Those women of love must 
have a lover or a child to fill up their hearts, else they are very 
unhappy. A.s she could not have a lover, all her wishes turned 
towards having a child; and as she had all along been pious, 
she prayed to God everlastingly to send her one. So God took 
pity on her, and gave her a little girl. I cannot tell you what 
was her joy; it was a fury of tears, kisses, and caresses. She 
suckled the child herself; she made it swaddling-clothes out of 
her coverlet, the only one she had upon her bed; and now she 
felt neither cold nor hunger. Her beauty came again—an old 
maid makes a young mother—so poor Chantefleurie came into 
fashion again, and once more had visitors. And out of all 
those horrors she made baby clothes—lace robes and lUle satin 
cai,^—without so much as thinking of buying herself another 
covLMlet.-Master Eustache, I’ve told you once not to bite of 
the cake.-Sure enough it is that little Aenis-that v.^ tte 
child's name, its Christian name, for as for a surnam 
long since La Chantefleurie had lost hers I-ccrtain it is Ih^t the 

little thing was more wrapped about with ■•>>''>“* em¬ 
broidery than a dauphiness of Dauphiny. Amongst oto 

things, she’d a pair of little shoes that 'p “■'tain ^ 
himself never had the like. Her mother had stitched hem and 
embroidered them herself; she’d spent upon them all the art 0 
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a seamstress and all the passeqiiil!'‘“s of a Holy Viryin’s fr' -vn 

Indeed, th^y were the two prettiest little rosc-culiMircd 

that ever were seen. They were not lonjjer th.^n my tliiniih at 

the most; and unless you saw the infant's little f<'-t (. rn'* o,;- 

of them, you could hardly have believed that they luul < v' r 

gone in. To be sure, the little feet were so little, so pretl'’, so 

rosy—rosier than the satin of the shoes!—When you have 

children, Oudarde, you’ll know that nothing’s so pretty as tluj i- 

little feet and those little hands-” 

" I wish for nothinij better,” said Oudarde, siphin^; ” but 1 

must wait the good pleasure of Monsieur Andry Musnicr.” 

'* And then ” resumeil Mahiette, ” Paquette's infant had not 

pretty feet only. I saw her when she was onlv four ni'itiihs 

old; she was a perfect little love. She had eyes iarp'^r than her 

mouth, and such charming fme black hair, that w.is curling 

already. She’d have made a brave brunette at si.sUenl Her 

mother grew fonder and fonder of her every dav. She hupgrd 

her, kissed her, tickled her, washed her, dressed her out. 

devoured her. She thanked God for giving her this baby. In 

fact^ It quite turned her head. lu prettv rosy feet especi.illv— 

there was wondering without cntl—a very intoxication of iov 

bhe was always pressing her lips to them-alwavs admirin^ ile'ir 

littleness. She would put them into the little shoes, Ukc^ Huun 

out again, admire them, wonder at them, hold them up to the 

light, pity them while .she was teaching them to step one before 

the other upon her bed, and would gkvily have passed her life 

and uncovering those little feet, as 
if they d been the feet of an infant Jesus ” 

''"'7 said Gervaise in a 

U whisper but what is there about gipsies in all that? ” 

\ou shall hear replied Mahiette. “ One day there came 

to Reims a very odd sort of gentry. They were beggars and 
rmgs oi_^ive. in thel'r::" 

men. Their faces were darker still uglier than the 

wore a sorry roquet about their body'^rold 0^^ ol 
cloth interwoven with of linen 

their hair hanging like a horse’s ud" 

scrambled about their legs IZ]A ^ that 

straight line from lower Egypt to^Refms ^ ^ 

t.p. tad r- 
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penance to go through the world for seven years together without 
sleeping in a bed; and so they called themselves penitents, and 
smelt horribly. It seems they’d formerly been Saracens; and 
that’s whv they believed in Jupiter, and demanded ten livres 
toumois from all archbishops, bishops, and abbots, that carried 
crosier and mitre. It was a buU of the Pope that gave them 
that. Tliev came to Reims to tell fortunes m the name of the 
King of Algeits and the Emperor of Germany. You may 
suppose that was quite enough for them to be lorbidden to enter 
the town. Then the whole gang encamped of their own accord 
near the Brain Gate, upon that mound where there s a windmill, 
close by the old chalk-pits. Then none of the folks in Reims 
could rest till thov’d been to see them. Tlicy looked into your 
hand, an.l told 'you wonderful prophecies; they "pe bedd 
enough to have foretold to Judas himself that he should he 
pop.' .kt the same time there were shocking stori-s told about 
them-eil child-stealing, purse-cutting, and eating of hunur. 
desh The wise folks said to the foolish ones, Don t go 1 ^d 
tlu'n went themselves by stealth. It was quite a rage. ^ The 
fact Ls that they said things enough to astonish a can.in.il. 
Mothers made a great fuss with their children a ter the gipsy 
women had read m their hands all sorts of miracles, writt. a in 
Turkish and Pagan, One of them had got an emperor another 
pope another a captain. Poor Chant lleuric was taken n th 
Tunifsity she’d a mind to know nhat she had got, and whether 
b p e\ty little .^gn4s wasn’t some <!ay m be Empress o 
A™?nia,'or ^"e carried '-r to the gipsies. 

t!ie --ipsy womt-ii admired the mild, ^ 

Jheir" bkack mouths, and wondered over 
to the irreat joy of its mother. .M)Ove all thi. 

delighted with the h'giX to 

was not yet a yo.ir ol-l. ?he ^eacl g b 

-laughed at ,ty.io her ikemr ttk ^ ej 

plump, and had a tlious.in . . , ^ tPe gi|)sv women, 

1-aradise. She was very ">fcli fr'gjittntd 

and cried. But her mother ^he conj.iriug women 

aw.ry delighted at the good fotttme sshah he t n g 

had mid her Agn4s. She was o ^ 

So the mother went tP ht K ,,i,,ed 

quite proud to carrv "'’t' ing upon her bod (for she 

always had it to sleep with herself), pu led ^ «o to soft I , 
and left it ajar, for fear of disturbing the inlant. and 
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relate to one of her neighbours in tiie Rue de la S^clies^erie that 
the day was to come when her daughter Agniis was to be waittrl 
on at the table by the King of England and the Ardiduke of 
Ethiopia, and a hundred other marvels. When she canu- back, 
hearing no cry as she went up the stairca.'.e, she said to hcr'.elf, 

‘ Good—the child’s asleep still.’ She found her door more upon 
than she had left it; the poor mother, however, went in and ran 
to the bed. Tlie child was not there; the place was empty. 
Nothing was left of the baby but one of its pretty shoes. She 
rushed out of the room, flew downstairs, and began to beat tlie 
walls with her head, crying out, ‘ My child 1 my child 1 who has 
t.aken my child?’ The street was solitary—the house stood 
alone—nobody could tcU her anything about it; slie went 
through the town—she sought through every street—ran up 
and down the whole day, wild, mad, terrible, peeping at tlie 
doors and windows like a wild beast that has lost its little ones. 
She was panting, dishevelled, frightful to look upon, and in her 
eyes there was a fire that dricil her tears. She stopped the 
people that she met, and cried, ' My girll my girll my pretty 
little girl 1 He that will restore me my girl, 1 will be his ser\’ant 
—the ser\ant of his dog, and he shall eat my heart if he likes.’ 
she met Monsieur the Cur6 of St. Remy, and said to him, 
Monsieur le Cur6, I’ll dig the ground with my nails—but do 
give me back my child!’ It was heartrending, Oudardc; and 
I saw a very hard-hearted man, Moitre Ponce Lacabre, the 
attorney, that shed tears. Ah! the poor mother I At night she 
went back to her garret. While she was away one of her neigh¬ 
bours had seen two gispy women steal up to it with a bundle”in 
their aims; then go down again, after shutting the door, and 
make haste away. After they were gone a sort of crying of a 
^hild was heard in Paquette’s room. ITie mother laiu^hed 
aloud, flew up the staircase as if she’d had wings, burst in her 
door w if It was a cannon going ofl, and entered the room. A 
Inghtful thing to tell, Oudarde!—instead of her sweet little 
Agn6s so fresh and rosy, who was a gift from God, there was a 
sort of ittle monster, hideous, shapeless, one-eyed, with its 
ambs all awry, crawlmg and squalling upon the floor. She 
turned away her eyes with horror. ‘ Ohl ’ said she. ‘ can the 
ntehes have changed my girl into that frightful animal?’ 

ch Id o “ monstrous 

mid of some gipsy woman given to the devil. It was a bov 
tl>at seemed to be about four years old, and spoke Tlanguaga 
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that wa? not a human tongue—they were words that are quite 
impossible. Chantefleurie had thro^m herself upon the 
little shoe—all that was left her of all that she had loved. There 
she remained so long, motionless, speechless, breathless, that 
they thought she was dead. All at once her whole body 
trembled; she co^’crcd her relic with frantic kisses, and sobbed 
violcntlv, as if her heart had burst. I assure you that we all 
wept with her. She said, ‘0 my little girl! my pretty little 
girl 1 where art thou ? ’ and she said it in a tone that went to the 
bottom of your heart. I weep yet when I think of it. Our 
children, you see, are the ver\’ marrow of our bones.—My poor 
Eustache,* thou art so handsome!—If you did but know how 
clever he is! V’esterday he said to me, ‘ I’ll be a gendarme’ 
—0 my Eustache, if I were to lose thee!—Chantefleurie got 
up all on a sudden, and went running through Reims, cr\ ing 
out, ‘ To the gipsies’ camp I to the gipsies’ camp! Sergeants, t.i 
burn the witches! ’ The gipsies were gone; it was dark night, 
so that they couldn’t pursue them. The next day, two leagues 
from Reims, on a heath between Gueux and Tilluy, they found 
the remains of a great fire, some ribbons that had belonged to 
l aqucttc’s child, some drops of blood, and some goat’s dung. 
The night that was just gone over was a Saturday night. 
Nobody doubted but the gipsies had kept their Sabbath upon 
that heath, and had devoured the baby in company with 
Beelzebub, as is done among the Mohammedans. When La 
Chantefleurie heard of these horrible things, she shed^ tears; 
she moved her lips, as if to speak, but could not. n^t 

day her hair was grey; and the next but one she had dis- 

^^"Td^readful story, indeed!” said Oudarde; “enough to 

druw tears from a Burgundian!” t 

’■ I don’t wonder now,” added Gervaise, that the fear of th 

gipsies should haunt you so.” ^ n i . i. “ in 

^ ” And you have done the better,” resumed Oudarde. in 

nmning away just now with your Eustache, seeing that these 

too are gipsies from Poland. ^ 

“ No/’ said Gervaise; “ it’ 

(.tudonm 1 well, that mav he,” answered Oudarde^ 
“ Polonia, Catalonia, Valonia-I always confound those three 

provinres. The sure thing is they are gipsies. 

“And it’s certain,” added Gervaise, mat thcy^e teet 
long enough to eat little children. And 1 shouldn t be sur- 


it’s said they’re come from Spain 
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prised if T.a Smeralda herself eats a hitlc in that v.ay tnn, for 
all that she screws up her mouth so. lliat \sliiie poat of hrrs 
has got too many mischievous tricks for there not to lie sornr 
wickedness behind.” 

Mahiette was walking on in silence. She wa' ahsorla-d in 
that species of musing which is, as it wtre, a proK»ngation of a 
mournful storv, and which does not stop until it lias coimniini- 
cated the thrilling, from vibration to vibration, to the last filtre 
of the heart. Gervaise, however, ad<lresse(l her. “ And so it 
was never known what became of I.a Chantellcurie ? ” Mahiette 


made no answer. Ger\aise repeated her question, at the same 
time shaking her by the arm and calling her by lur name. 
Mahiette seemed to awake from her reverie. 

“ What became of La (diantefleurie? ” said she, mech.mii ally 
repeating the words whose impression was yet fresh in her ear. 
Then rnaking an efiort to bring her attention to the sense of 
those words, “Ah!” said she emphatically, "it was never 
known.” And after a pause she added,— 

“ Some said they had seen her go out of Reims, in the dusk of 
the evening, at the Porte Flcchembault; others, at daybreak, 
by the old Porte Bas 6 e. A poor man found her gold cross hung 
upon the stone cross in the close where the fair is held. It was 
that trinket that had ruined her in ’ 61 . It was a gift from the 
handsome Viscount de Cormontreuil, her first lover. Paquette 
would never part with it, even in her greatest wretchedness; 
she clung to it as if it had been her life. So that when we saw 
this cross abandoned we all thought she was dead. However, 
there were some people, at the Cabaret-les-Vautes, who .said 
they’d seen her go by on the Paris road, walking barefoot over 
the stones. But then she must have gone out at the Porte de 
Vesle—and all those things don't agree. Or rather, I’m in¬ 
clined to think that she did indeed go out by the gate of the 
Vesle, but that she went out of this world.” 

“ I don’t understand you,” said Gen-aise. 

“ 'Hie Vesle,” answered Mahiette with a melancholy smile 

IS the nver.” ^ * 

. " Chantefleuriel ” said Oudarde, shudderinR; “ what— 
drowned? ' ® 


Drowned, replied Mahiette. " And who would have fore¬ 
told to the good father, Guybertaut, when he was passing down 
the stream under the Tinqueux bridge, singing in &s boat that 
his dear little Paquette should one day pass under thnrk 
bridge, but with neither song nor boatl ” 
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“ And the little shoe? ” inquired Gervaise. 

“ Disappeared with the mother/’ answered Mahiette, 

“ Poor little shoe I ” said Oudarde. 

Oudarde a woman of full habit and tender fibre, would have 
been quite content to sigh along with Mahiette. But Gervaise, 
more curious, had not yet got to the end of her questions. 

“ And the monster,” said she all at once to Mahiette. 

“ W^at monster? ” asked the other. . ^ , 

“ Whv the little gipsy monster that the witches left at La 
Chantefleurie’s in exchange for her daughter. V\ hat did you 
do with it? I hope you drowned it too. 

“ No ” answered Mahiette, we did not. 

“ What?-burned it then?^^ I’ faith, that was a better way 

of disDOSinc of & witch s child. , ir * 

“ \Ve did neither the one nor the other, Chaise. 
the Archbishop took an interest m the child of Egypt, he 
exorcised it, blessed it, carefully took the devil out of its bod), 
and sent it to Paris to be ^exposed upon the \\ooden bed at 

^“•'fhorb/hoVsT”‘^muuered Ger^■aise; “ because they^re 
1 r,e.A frtr«iOQth they can never do anything like otlier folks 

Only consTder 0 ,rde-to think of putting the devil among 

Only cons cer, cerUin that little monster was 

the foundlings '“MatettT and what did they do with at 
Pans?'’;ril ri^ir for /that not one charitable person would 

take it. , „ -..yorf-d the good lady of Reims. 

■■ I don’t know m<l d rar my hnskand bought the tabel- 
“ It was just at th town; and we thought no 

''“"^^'fliuh^/story to you must know that just ,n front of 
Sem Ire are the twi mou'nds of Cernay, that take the towers 

of Reims Cathedral out of your s«ht_ 

While talking thus the kroe jormy 
at the Place de Gr^ve^ In the P Tour-Roland 

ti'cy had passed by th P mechanically towards 

%Mthout 7he crowd was every moment incrcas- 

t!ie pillory, around ^-hich at that moment drew 

mg. It IS P^of^njile ‘haUhe gh completely forget 

every eye towards it, would intended to per* 

the Trou-aux-Rats and the s whom 

1 >rm there, had not the big | reminded them of the 
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him that thev had left the Trou-aux-Rats behind them, “ v 
may I eat the cake? ” 

Had Eustache been more adroit—that is to say, less forced. - 
he would have waited a little longer; and not until they had 
reached home in the university at Maitre Andrv Musnier’s in 
the Rue Madame-Ia-Valence, when the two channels of the 
Seine and the five bridges of the city would have l)ecn between 
the cake and the Trou-aux-Rats, wouhl he have ha-tarded that 
timid question, “ Mother, now may I eat the rah ^ ” 

This same question, imprudent at the mona nt at which 
Eustache made it, aroused Mahiette’s attention. 

“ By-the-bye,” exclaimed she, “ we were fori^ctting the 
recluse! Show me this Trou-aux-Rats of yours, lliat I may 
carry her her cake.” 

” To be sure,” said Oudarde; “ it’ll be a charity.” 

This was not the thing for Eustache. “ Let me hav'' my 
cake! ” said he, rubbing first one of his ears upon his shoulder 
and then the other—the si"n in such cases of supreme dis¬ 
satisfaction. 

The three women retraced their steps; and wlun they had 
nearly reached the house of the Tour-Robnd, Oudarde said to 
the other two, ” We must not all three look into the hole at 
once, lest we should frighten the Sachette. Do you two make 
as if you were reading Dominus in the breviary, while I peep in 
at the window-hole. The Sachette knows me a little. I'll let 
you know when you may come.” 

She went by herself to the window-place. The m-'rnent that 

she looked in, profound pity depicted itself in all her features_ 

her cheerful, open coutitenance changing its expression and its 

hue a.s suddenly as if it had passed out of a gleam of sunshine 

into one of moonlight; her eye moistened, and her mouth took 

that contraction which is the forerunner of weeping. A moment 

after she laid her finger on her lip, and beckoned to Mahiette to 
come aud look. 


Mahiette ^me, tremulous, silent, and stepping on the points 
of her toes, like one approaching a deathbed. ^ 

It was, in truth, a sorrowful sight that presented itself to the 

eyes of the two women while they looked without stirring or 

drawing their breath, through the grated window of the Trou 
aux-Rats. ^ 

The 1^11 was of small dimensions, wider than it wac 
with a Gothic vaulted ceiling, and lookin*^ intemallv m 
the shape of the inner part of a bUhop’s Z'Le 
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flagstones that formed its floor, in one corner, a woman was 
seated or rather squatted down. Her chin was resting on her 
knees ’with her arms, crossed before her, pressed close against 
her chest Thus, gathered up as it were into a heap, clad m a 
brown sackcloth which wrapped her all round in large folds, 
with her ion‘^ grey hair turned upon her forehead and liangmg 
over her face, and down by her legs, to her feet, she presented 
at first sight onlv a strange form, projected on tne dark back- 
around of the ceil—a sort of dusky triangle, which the daylight 
from the window-place crudely distinguished into two tints, the 
one light, the other dark. It was one of those spectres, half 
light half shade, such as are seen in dreams, and m the extra¬ 
ordinary work of r,ova—pale, motionless, dismal, squatting on 
a tomb, or reared against the grating of a dungeon. It was 
neither woman nor man, nor living being, nor deiinite t«tm 1 
was a figure—a sort of vision, in which the real and t^hc fanufu 
were intermingled like light and shadow. Beneath her hair, 
that fell all about it to the ground, scarcely cou d you distm 
auish a severe and attenuated profile; scarcely did there peep 
From un.lcr the hem of her flowing gown the extremity of a 
inked foot contracted upon the rigid and frozen pavement. 
The little of human form that was discernible under that mourn¬ 
This figure, which iooked as if it had been hxed m ti.e lioor 
seemed to have neither motion, thougiit, nor breath in tl at 
covering of thin hrown iinen—in January-iying upon a pav 
o? n anite-without fire-in tiie darkness of a dungeon 
"he obiique ioophoie of which admitted oniy the north eas 
1 » oI ne er tlie sun-she seemed n-t to sulTer, not even to 
You would have thought ti.at she had turned to s^„e 

l^^h the dungeon, to ice -“rgianll^v ^ ttk^cl 

clasped, her eves were fixed. At the tirsi gianc . 

for a spectre; at the s«ond, for a statue ^ 

However, at intervais, her i-iii ''H ^ parted 

and trembled, but as deadly ,h,,re proJeedc.l 

by the wind. And from th«se ^u 1 s o > 

a look, incflable, ,>11 ..’hicli could not be seen 

stantly fixed upot^one concentrate all the 

grm“’hts J that suffering spirit upon some mysterious 
‘'"iuch was the creature who from her tenement was c.illed 
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the reduse, and from lier coarse linen or sacking g.trui-'nt the 
Sachette. 


The three wc'inen (for Gervaise had come up to M I’licitr ,iii i 
Oudarde) were looking through the window •-! v<’e. 1 li*;ir licad 

intercepted the feeble light of the dungeon, appinMUly witlioiit 
at all calling the wretched creature’s attention in that direction, 
“Let us not disturb her,” whispered Oudarde; ” site’s in her 
ecstasy—she’s praying.” 

Meanwhile Mahiette was gazing with a constantly increasing 
anxiety upon that wan, withered, dishevelled head, anti her ey s 
filled with tears. *' That would be very singular 1 ” muttered she. 

She passed her head through the bars of the window, and 
succeeded in obtaining a glance into that angle of the cell upon 
which the unfortunate woman’s look was iminovalilv lixed. 
W^en she drew her b.eud out again her tace was covered with 
tears. 

“ What is that woman’s name? ” said she to Oudarde. 

Oudarde answered, “ We call her Sister Gudule.” 

” And I,” returned Mahiette, ” call her Paquctte-la-Cliante- 
fleurie.” 

Then hying her finger upon her lip, she made a sign to tlie 
amazed Oudarde to put her head through the bars as she had 
done, and to 'ook. 

Oudarde looked, and saw, in that comer upon which the eye 

of the recluse was fixed in that gloomy abson)tion. a little shoe 

of rose-coloured satin, decorated all over w.th g..ld and silver 
spangles. 


Gervaise looked after Oudarde; and then tlie three women 
gazing upon the unhippy mother, began to weep. * 

However, neither their looks nor their weeping had disturbed 
the recluse. Her hands remained clasped, her^lips mute her 
eyes fixed, and to any one who knew her story tlut gaze of 
hers upon tliat little shoe was heartrending ^ 

The three women had not uttered a word; they dared not 
speak, even m a whisper. That deco silence th .1 . ^ ^ } 
tlrat deep forgetfulness in which every obieef had di-'inn^^'^!i 
save one, had upon them the effect o/a hth altr at Ha^teVnr 

Christmas. They kept silence; they collected th. mcf.i 

«;ere ready to kneel." Thev fdt as^d tlreTLd ,u In!' 
church on the Saturday in Passion week. ^ ^ 

At length Gervaise, the most curious of thp j . 

fore the least sensitive, tried to mAke the reH ' 

calling to her, “ Sister 1 Sister Guduk i” ^ ''''' 
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She repeated this call to the third time, raising her voice 
aiiher every time. The recluse did not stir; there was not a 
^r-A nnf A look not a sigh, not a s\gn of life- 
Now Oudarde herself, in a softer and kinder tone, said to her, 
“sTwr-holy Sister Gudulel” There was the same silence, 

^^“ArTVdd woniMl” exclaimed Gervaise, "that wouldn t 

PeklpsThe-stof," said Oudardc with a sigh. 

“ Perhaps blind,” added Ger\aise. 

“ Perhaps dcadl ” observed Mahiette. j 4. • /sih- 

It is certoin that if the soul had not yet quitted that mert 
la 1pthar»ic body it had at least retired withm it, and 
^ddeii itself in depths’to which the perceptions of the external 

” "''We‘^slra'il‘b^rbUgld, then,” said Oudarde, “ to leave tlie 
cake lying upon tlie Window-case; and some lad or other will 

til'p it Wliat can we do to rouse her I 

Eusucl« whose attention had until tlrat moment l^en 

a v’a little carriage drawn by a great dog, which had 

diverted b) a 1 observed tliat his three con- 

)ust passed ^ something through the hole in the 

ductresses were “ bein ‘ Wius excited, he mounted 

"^“n a“curbsmne''"pm“ngfp'^on h^'toes, and put his great rosy 
up'<n a curosvo > y P ^ ,4 \fnther let me see too. 

the recluse starwd^ Sh 

h^^ t ^ ^ Sir tI^u 

child a look 

look was but a flash. V it seemed as if her 

S at least don. show 

the reduse. 

This shock, however had, as It were,^^^^ ^ 

A long shiver ran ^ her heW’d, and said, pressing her 

teeth chattered, she ha d j 

elbows against her hips, taU" „ 

Oudarde with deep pity, "will you 
"^ShiTswIk t head in token of refusal. 
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“ Well,” resumed Oudarde, offering her a flask, '' hero is snrnc 
hippocrass that will warm you. Drink.” 

She shook her head again, looking steadfastly at (Judardf, 
and answered, “ Some water! ” 

Oudarde insisted: No, sister; that’s not a Janii.ary l''•vcr;l;'e. 
You must drink a little hippocrass, and eat tins c.ike leaveneil 
with maize tiiat we’ve baked for vou.” 

She rejected the cake, which Mahiette offered her, and sai I, 
“ Some black bread! ” 

“ Herel ” said Gervaise, seized with charity in her turn, and 
hiking off her woollen roquet—‘‘ here’s a cloak rather warnvr 
than yours; put this over your shoulders.” 

She refused the cloak as she liad done the liquor and the 
c.ake, at the same time answering, “ A sack! ” 

” But at all events,” resumed the kind Oudarde, ” you must 
be aware, I should think, tliat yesterday was a holiday.” 

“ I am aware of it,” said the recluse. ” For two days past 
I have had no water in my pitcher.” 

She added after a pause, ” It’s a holiday, and thev forget 
me: they do well. Why should the world think of me, who 
think not of it? Cold ashes are fitting to a dead coal.” 

.\nd then, as if fatigued with having said so much, she let 
her head drop upon her knees again. The simple and chariuble 
Oudarde, thinking that she was to understand from these last 
words that the poor woman was still complaining of the r(*ld 
answered her with simplicity, “ Then will you have a litUt- 

“ Fire!” said the Sachette in a strange tone; and wiU vou 
make a little, too, for the poor little one that has been under 

ground these fifteen years? ” 

All her limbs trembled, her speech vibrated, her eyes shone 
Sh^s had risen up on her knees; she suddenly stretched out her 
uhite meagre liand towards the child, which was gazing at her 

with an astomshed look. “ Take away that cluld^’ she cried- 
the gipsy woman s coming byl ” ’ 

Then she fell with her face to the ground and her ^ 

stnick the fioor with the noise of a s^tone upon a stonr tk. 

three women thought she was dead. A minute aftenvard.^^ 

stirred, and they saw her crawl upon her hands and knees bto 

the comer that contained the little shoe. Then tLv ? 

venture to look; they saw her no longer but the? 

thousand kisses and sighs, intermingled with afflicting ® 

tions, and with duU strokes, like those of a hLd® Sck’hi^' 

uis 
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ftcranst a wall; then, after one of these strokes, so violent that 

it startled them all three, all was silent. 

•• Has she killed herself, I wonder? ” sa.d Gerva.se, venturing 

to put her head between the bars. ‘ Sister! lister Gudule 

•‘Sister Gudule!" repeated Oudarde. ^ 

" Ah, my God, she doesn’t stir” resumed Gervaise. G 

she dead, think vou?—Gudule! Gudulel 

Mahiette, whose utterance had been choked until then, now 
made an e 0 ort. "Wait a moment,’' said she;^ and then, 
putting her head to the window, " Paquette 1 she cnea, 

" Paquette-la-Chantefleuriel ” 

\ child tliat should blow unsuspectedly upon the ilhl glUtd 
match of a petard, and make it explode in hs face would no 
be more frightened than Mahiette w^s at the eiTect of this nam - 
thus suddenly breathed into the cell of Sifter Gudule. 

The recluse was agitated in every limb; she rose erect up<m 
her naked feet, and tlew to tlie loophole viih ey-. so 
that Mahiette and Oudarde, their companion and i.ie child, a 

;'r r 

ll« „ nijmuiate. " Ok, ok," .k. critJ «.ik . iriskilkl k..jk 

“ it’s the gipsy woman tliilt calls me. , „ rMiinrv 

*V,* -r'-id 

WeU—cursed be thou! cursed, cursed, cursed 
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CHAPTER TV 


A TEAR FOR A DROP OF WATER 

Tee concluding words of the foregoing chapter may be described 
as the point of junction of two scenes which, until that moment 
had been simultaneously developing themselves, each upon its 
particular stage—the one, that which has just been related, at 
the Trou^ux-Rats; the other, now to be described, at the 
pillory. The former had been witnessed only by the three 
women with whom the reader has just now been made ac¬ 
quainted; the latter had had for spectators the whole crowd 
which we have seen collect a little while before upon the Place 
de Gr^ve, around the pillory and the gibbet. ^ 

sergeants posted from 
nine 0 clock m the morning at the four corners of the pillorv 

led to expect a penal exhibition of some kind-not, ceruinW 

a hanging, but a flogging, a cutting off of ears, or something 

in this way-this crowd, we say, had so rapidly increased that 

the four sergeants, finding themselves too closely invested had 

more than once been under the necessity of forLTit back bv 

^^e^ap^.cat.ca of their whitleather wjiips and ll'^rorse 

The populace, however, weU drilled to the waiting for thic. . 
of spectacle, showed themselves tolerably patient Th/ ^ j 
themselves with looking at the pillorv-a -^^7 ^““sed 
structure, in truth, consisting of a cubical maS of™? * 
some ten feet high, and hollowed intmaTir A 
flight of steps, of unhewn stone, called bv^U ■ “""P 

gave access to the upper platform unon cchtlU^ 

* horizontal wheel iSade of oak wood^''' 

to bind the suSerer upon this wheel nn V,' i’ custom was 

pinioned. An uprighuhaft of SatV se^b m ?’ T'*' 

concealed within the interior of the smiu ed2e 

revolve horizontally and uniformly thus 

the culprit successively to ever^noint 7, of 

called turning the crimbah ^ This was 

atrarctio'^nl'^th^^ Pos- 

was nothbg architectural, nothin'g 
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no iron-cro?;s roof, no octagonal lantern; there v.ep 

oDcnint^ out against the border of the roof into 

Lpitals of foliag? and flowers, no monster-headed gutt^s, 
no curved woodwork, no bold and delicate sculpture. '■ 
spectator was obliged to content himself with those f-.ur fac^ 
of rough stone, surmounted by two side-walls or ^ 

stone still rougher, with a sorry stone giobet, meagre and ^are. 
standin<^ beside them. The entertainment would have been 
pitiful enouf^h for amateurs of Gothic architecture, but i s 
Lrtain that none could be less curious in this way than the good 
cocknevs of the Middle Ages, and that they took but httl. 

"“i” 1.'.""S''ll 

be seen from ^ . . pillory a prodigious hootin;', 

minded with Jugirt”'Llam^ntions, W.t from the assem 
ui ^ in the snuare Thev had recognised Quasimodo. 

^‘hrtlThSlitS and 

not one mind arnong the sufferer— that clearly 

l;;”'.hL" p'SS' •”<' “■ p'"'””''"’ 

s:x"n~., ™ "> s '.'AA-irs, "x 

trumpeters, after ha\mg sic ordinance and 

proclamation 0^ the 

the cart, with his men as knit his brow. 

Quasimodo, quite \nnossihle to him bv what was then 

Ml resistance was rendered 1 p the vehemence 

cl-d, m the style of the. ,he small 

and firmness of his bond ^ ^ “ This, by-the- 

straps, and chains probabl) „,,leh is not yet lost; 

the mcuolles or ^n/humane (the bagnio and 

ourselves, a people civilise , > 

the guillotine between thrust him, carry hmi 

.i:r ■ ? h^ 



213 


A Tear for a Drop of Water 

tinguishable in his countenance but the astonishment of a sava^'c 
or an idiot. He was known to be deaf—he might ha\e bei-n 
taken to be blind. 

They set him upon his knees on the circular pl.;nk, aiu! 
stripped him to the waist; he made not the least r< sistarux. 
Tiiey bound him down under a fresh system of straps and In a kli-s; 
he let them buckle and strap him. Only from time to tune la- 
breathed heavily, like a calf when its head hangs tossing abuiii 
over the side of the butcher’s ciirt. 

“ The dolt! " said Jehan Frollo du Moulin to his friend Robin 
Poussepain (for the two .scholars had followed the sufferer, as in 
duly bound), “ he understands no more about it than a cock¬ 
chafer shut in a box.” 

'Hiere was a wild laugh among the crowd when they saw, 
stripped naked to their view, Quasimodo’s hump, his aimed' 
bread, his brawny and hairy shoulders. During all this merri¬ 
ment a man in the town livery, short and thick-set, ascended 
the platfonn, and placed himself by the culprit. His name 
was quickly circulated among the specutors; it was Maitre 
Pierrat Torterue, sworn torturer at the Chatelet. 

He commenced his operations by depositing on one corner 
of the pillory a black hour-glass, the upper cup of which was 
filled w'lth r^ sand, which was filtering through into the lower 
recipient. Then he took oS his parti-coloured doublet* and 
there was seen dangling from his right hand a whip with lone 
slender white l^hes shining, knotted, and armed with points 
f metak W ith his left hand he carelessly turned up his^shirt- 
slee\e about his right arm as high as the armpit. 

Me^while, Jelian Frollo cried out, lifting his light-haired 
curly head abo\ e the crowd (for he had mounted for that purpose 

—Poussepain), “ Come and see, messLrs 
mesdames. They re going peremptorily to flog Maitre Quasi 

^lonsieur the Archdeacon of loas— 
to turn; Quasimodo staRuerS under his hon!i ^ a 

ment that svas sudden^f denoted 

redoubled the bursts of laughter aU arLnd^ 

presen?eV'::'Mlk:^^^'e°rrQuttaod:-"‘'-> “ 
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in the air like a handful of vipers, and fell with fury upon the 

poor v.Tetch’s shoulders. u- i Ho 

Quasimodo made a spring, as if starting sleep. He 

now began to understand. He twisted himself about m fus toUs. 
A violent contraction, expressive of surprise and pam, discom- 
nosed the muscles of his face; but he breathed not a sigh. 
Only he turned back his head, first on the right side then on the 
left, balancing it backwards and forwards, like a bull stung m the 

^^^?sec^ond^stroke followed the first, then a third, then another, 
and another; and so on, without ceasing the wheel contmumg 

to turn, and the lashes to descend upon the ^ 

blood began to flow; it was seen trickling m a thousand 
over the dark shoulders of the hunchback; and the keen I^he , 
as they whistled through the air, scattered it m drops among 

the multitude. ^ vjc farmer 

Quasimodo had resumed, in appearance at lea^t, his ‘o'-m 

p..5iveness. At first he had stru;en been 

great externa! shock, to burst his bonds I 

ten to kindle, his muscles to contract, his W 

utmost tension. The effort was powerful, J’.eked! 

but the old binders of the provostr>' on his 

but that was aU. Quasimodo t U an’expressit of 

bitter and deep discouragement. -oemed as if he was 

dropped his head upon his breast, and scemea as 

Thenceforward he stirred not at all. ^,°^tinued to flow; 

motion from him neither redoubled fury; 

nor the strokes of the ^hiPf himself up into 

nor the violence of the been whistling of the horrid 

lashes. rhitclet clothed in black, mounted 

At length, an usher of the 
on a black horse, and f tione^ the 

the commencement of his hand, the wheel 

wand, to the hour-glass. ^ u.vlv reopened, 

stopped, and Quasimodo s eye s assistants of the sworn 

Tire flagellation was ^rs of the sufTercr, rubbed 

torturer washed ^hich immediately closed the 

them with some kind of ^of velluw cloth cut m 

wounds, and threw over his back a 
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the form of a chasuble. Meanwhile, Pirrrat Tnrtrnie was 
letting the blood that soaked the lashes of his scourge drain 
from them in drops upon the ground. 

However, all was not yet over for poor Quasimodo. ]!<• had 
still to undergo that hour on the pillory w'hich Maitrc M'»rian 
Barbedienne had so judiciously added to the sentence of Messire 
Robert d’Estouteville, all to the greater glory of the old jeu de 
mots, physiological and psychological, of Jean de Cumene— 
surdus absurdus. 

So they turned the hour-glass, and left the himchh.tck hnund 
down upon the wheel, that justice might be perpetrated to 
the end. 

The people, in the inferior sense of the word, have liitherto 
been, in society, especially in the Middle Ages, what the child 
IS in a family. So long as they remain in that state of primitive 
Ignorance, of moral and inteliectual nonage, it mav he said of 
them as has been said of childhood—" that age is a stranger to 
pity.*' We have already shown that Quasimodo was generally 
hated—for more than one good reason, it is true. There was 
hardly a spectator among that crowd but cither had or thought 
he had some cause of complaint against the mischievous hunch¬ 
back of Notre-Dame. All had rejoiced to sec him make his 
appearance on the pillory ; and the severe punishment he had 
)ust undergone, and the piteous plight in which it had left him 
SO far from softening the hearts of the populace, had but 
rendered their hatred the more malicious by furnishing it with 

matter for merriment. ^ 

And according-, the “ public vengeance ” being satisfied— 

our n'r'^hK <^116(1 in the legll jargon of 

our ne,ghbours-a thousand private revenges had non^hei 

Soke forth\ah"th^ "Tf ‘ha 

u oKe lorth with the greatest violence. Thev all bore malire 

itTkltr" "''"''h''''Ousness, olhers for his ugli- 

n .u f “"ous of the two 

„ 0 thou phiz of Anti-Christ,” exclaimed one. ’ 

_ Thou broomstick-rider I ” cried another. 

grin^hen is h™ g"e us t gX^’grS? 

And yet it s this devil that rmgs the Mgelusl ” 


a 
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‘*0 the deaf as a postl the one-eye I the hunchback! the 
monster! ” 

“ He’s a face to make a woman miscarr}', belter than any 
medicines or pharmacies! 

And the two scholars, Jehan du Moulin and Robin Pousse- 
pain, sang out as loud as they could bawl the burden of an old 
popular song,— 

A halter for the pall-wc rogue! 

A fagot for the witcti! 


A thousand other pieces of abuse were showered upon him, 
and hootings, and imprecations, and bursts of laughter, and 
here and there a stone. 

Quasimodo was deaf, but he saw clearly; and the public fury 
was not less forcibly expressed in the countenances of the people 
than by their words. Besides, the stones that struck him 
explained the bursts of laughter. 

At first he bore it all very well. But by degrees the patience 
w'hich had braced up its fibres under the lash of the torturer 
relaxed and gave way under these insect stings. The Austrian 
bull that has borne unmoved the attacks of the picador is 
irritated by the dogs and the bandenllas. 

First he cast slowly around a look of menace upon the crowd. 
But, bound hand and foot as he was, his look had no power 
to chase away the flies that gnawed his wound. Then he shook 
himself in his toils; and his furious efforts made the old wheel 
of the pillory creak upon its timbers—all which but increased 

the derision and the hooting. . , , , . • 

Then the poor wretch, finding himself unable to burst his 

wild benst’s chain, once more became quiet; only, at intervals, 
a sigh of rage heaved all the cavities of his breast. In his face 
there was neither shame nor blush. He was too far from the 
state of society and too near the state of nature to know what 
shame was. Besides, at that pitch of deformity, is infamy a 
thing that can be felt? But resentment, hatred, and despair 
were slowly spreading over that hideous visage a cloud that 
grew more and more gloomy, more arid more charged with an 
doctricty which shone in a thousand flashes from the eye of 

‘''Iweve'r, that cloud was dissipated for a -"C^cit at the 

r.p|icnr.'mce of a mule which passed throug ’ .rreived 

u priest on its back. From the first moment that he perce ved 
that priest and tliat mule approaching, the poor suffere 
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countenance became milder. The fury which had cnntract» (] it 
was succeeded by a strange smile, full of a softness, a uf-iillcut bs, 
a tenderness inexpressible. As the priest came no.in r, iliis 
smile became plainer, more distinct, more radiant. It vv.is as 
if the unfortunate creature w;is hailing the coming ol a saviour. 
However, the moment that the mule had come near enough to 
the pillory for its rider to recognise the sufferer, the priest cast 
down his eyes, turned round abruptly, and spurred <i\vay his 
steed, as if in haste to escape humiliating appe.\ls, and not at 
all anxious to be saluted and recognised by u poor devil in 
such a situation. 


This priest was the Archdeacon Dom Claude Frollo, who, 
albeit he stood in much tlie same relation to (Quasimodo as the 
knight of La Mancha did to his squire, was, in some respects, 
no more a Don Quixote tbin. in some others, Quasimodo was a 
Sancho Pania. And yet Sancho's IManket-lossing, from which 
the knight would have encountered any disgrace U) have 
delivered him, was a mere trifle compared to this infliction 
undergone by the Archdeacon’s devoted ser\’ant. 


.And now the cloud fell darker tlian ever upon the face of 
Quasimodo. The smile was still mingled with it for a lime- 
but It was bitter, disheartened, and profoundly sad. 

The time was going on. He had been there for at least an 
hour and a half, lacerated, abused, mocked, and almost stoned 
All at once he made another stmggle in his chains, 
wi.h redoubled desperation that shook the whole wood-w.irk 

hen he had obstinately kept, he cried out in a hoarse and 
furious voice, which was mure like a dog's howl than a human 
shOTt and which druwned the noise of the hooting, “ Some 


This exclamation of distress, far from excitin" comnassinn 
was an additional amusement to the good Parisian nnn i 
that surrounded the pillory, and who^ it must he o^l “ 
taken on the whole and as a raultitHde ’ wer^thL 

cruel and bnital than that horrible tnbe of L Tmands 
wmeh we have already Introduced the reader and a’ ^ 

was Itself neither more nor less than the lowest stratum'^n'f^'^h ’ 
people. Not a voice was raised around thrunlunnv” n 
except in mockery of his thirst. It is certain 
moment his appearance was yet more erotesm e ^ 

^an It was pitiable, with his teddened^n^ rck“ 
bewildered eye, lus mouth foaming with rage 
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his tongue half hanging out. We must observe, too, that had 
there even been among the multitude any good charitable soul 
of a townsman or townswoman who should have been tempted 
to carry a glass of water to that miserable creature in pam, 
there reigned around the ignominious steps of the pillory so 
strong an air of infamy in the prejudices of the time, as would 

have sufficed to repel the good Samaritan. 

At the end of a few minutes more Quasimodo cast around 
him a look of despair upon the crowd, and repeated, in a voice 
yet more heartrending, “Some drinkl” And again they all 

^^^^Drlnk thisl ” cried Robin Poussepain, throwing in his face 
a sponge soaked in the kennel “ Here, you deaf scoundrel- 

^ ^^woman threw a stone at his head, saying, ‘‘Thaai teach 
thee to wake us in the night with thy cursed ringing . 

“ Well mv lad! ’’ bawled a cripple, trying at the same tune 
to reach him with his crutch, “ wilt thou cast spells at us again 

from the tOD of the towers of Notre-Dame? 

“ Here’s a porringer to drink out of,” said one man, hurling 

a broken pitcher at his breast. “It’s thou ^ 

passing before her, made my wife be brought to bed of a child 

"'‘'An7J:,fcat''of a kitten with s,x legsl” screamed an old 

■■ repfated^Quasimodo for the third tirn^ 

Quasimodo's eye sparkled^ “iirbefore! for which piece of 
had attempted to carry off the g notion that they were 
presumption he had some con ^ however, was by 

chastising him at that punished only for the 

no means the case, seeing th^t he ^ P 

misfortune of being deaf an . ^ revenge, and to aim her 
not that she too was come to Uke ner 

blow at him like all the rest of them. ^ 

In fact, .he beheld her rap.dly , he could 

ha^'crumbled'the piUoiy''atoms; ^d h the flash^ 

“h!^ ^;::/r^dts?'^Srp.aUorm. Whhouf 
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uttering a word, she approached the sufferer, wlio w ,; valnlv 
vvTithing about to escape her; and then, unfastening a gourd- 
bottle from her belt, she held it out to the poor wretch’s j».irthed 
lips. 

Then from that eye, hitherto so dry and burning, was seen to 
roll a big tear, which fell slowly down that deformed visage so 
long contracted by despair. Perhaps it was the Qrst that the 
unfortunate creature had ever shed. 

Meanwhile he forgot to drink. The gipsy made her little 
accustomed grimace with impatience, and held up, smiling, the 
neck of the gourd to the jagged mouth of Quasimodo. He 
drank long draughts, for his thirst was burning. 

WTien he had done, the poor wretch put out his black lips, 
undoubtedly to kiss the fair hand which had just relieved him; 
but the girl, who, remembering the violent attempt of the pre¬ 
ceding night, was perhaps not without some mistrust, drew 
back her hand with the frightened look of a child afraid of 
being bitten by some animal. 

Then the poor deaf creature fixed upon her a look reproach¬ 
ful and inexpressibly sad. 

It would an^-where have been a touching spectacle to see 
that beautiful girl, so fresh, so pure, so charming, and at the 
same time so weak, thus piously hastening to the relief of so 
much wretchedness, deformity, and malice; but on a pillory 
the spectacle was sublime. The people themselves were struck 
by It, and clapped their hands, shouting, “ Noel I Noell ” 

hJil "it through the loop- 

^ obse^ed the gipsy girl upon the steps of the 
p llory and cast at her the dismal imprecation, “ Cursed be 
thou, daughter of Eg)'ptl cursed I cursed I ” 
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CHAPTER V 

FN'D OF THE STORY OF THE CARE 

La Esmeralda turned pnle, and descended from the 

the voice of the recluse pursued her still. Come 
dow-n, come d oc, Egvptian tldcf I thou shall go up there 

I )) 

^0 ^ I n 

The Sachette’s in her crot./hets,” said the p-ople, muttcr- 
in<r- but that was all they did, for this sort of women were 
feared, and that made them sacred. Nobody m those da)., 
■vas willin" to ;.ttack anv one that pr.syed day and night. 

' The hour had now arrived for carrying back 

thes’ unfastened him from the pillory, and the crowd dispersed 

'Near the Grand Pont, .Mahietto, who ^ 

her two companions, suddenly stopp'^ shor. - 

Fustache,” said she, “ what have you done with the cake? 

'•Mother,” said the boy, “while you were talking to tKu 
lady in the hole, there was a great dog came and bit of inv cake, 

and then I bit of it too. •» ii> »’ 

‘ What sir 1 ” cried she, “ have you eaten It all. 

'• Modicr ii was tbe dog. I told bim so; but be woiildn t 
I ? a> vou think, OudardeP-already 

along, you greedy fellow! 
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CHAPTER I 

0? THE DANCER OF CONFIDING IN A GOAT 

Sever\L weeks hud elapsed. It was now the eurlv part of the 
month of March. The sun, which Dubartas, that classi. 
ancestor of periphrasis, had not yet named " the prand duke ol 
the candles,” was not therefore the less cheerful and radiant. 
It was one of those days of the early spring which arc so mild 
and beautiful that all Paris turns out into the squares and 
promenades, to enjoy them as if they were holidays. On those 
days of clearness, warmth, and senmity there is one hour in 
particular at which you should go and admire the portal of 
Nutre-Damc. It is that moment when the sun, already declin¬ 
ing towards his setting, darts his rays almost directiv upon the 
front of the cathedral. Becoming more and more horizontal 
they gradually retire from the pavement of the Place and’ 
mount up the perpendicular face of the stnicture, str.-arnitm 
lull upon the thousand rotundities of its sculpture whil.- the 

peat round central window flames like a cyclop's'eye lit ud 
by the reverberations of the forge. ^ v '} up 

At this hour it wus that, opposite to the front of the loftv 

ron^Jn'''' ‘“I’™ 

constructed over the porch of a rich-looking Gothic house at 

the angle formed by the Place v.ith the Rue du Parvis some 

handsome girls were laughing and talking Ug.-thcr wi'th all 

u sportiveness. Bv the length of the veil 

which fe 1 trom the top of their pointed coif, ad scroll d with 
pearls, aown to their heels-by the fineness of .l,„ T , 
cheiriisette which covered their Shoulders revealing 
to the engaging fashion of that time, ^he swe ,‘"8 

virgin bosems-by the richness of their un^r ommI T 
more costly than the upper skirt (admirable r ^ " 
the gaure. the silk, and'^?he v^rw“|ch1Srk"\'^'’y 
loaded-and, above all. by the whiteness of their hands y 
easy to divine that they were noble and 
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They were, in fact, Damoiselle Fleur-de-Lys de Gondelrairiei 
and her companions, Diane de Chrisfcuil, Amelotte de Mont- 
michel. Colombe de Gaillefontaine, and the little De Champ- 
chevrier, all girls of family, assembled at that moment at the 
mansion of the lady widow De Gondelaurier, on account of 
Monseigneur de Beaujeau and Madame his wife, who were to 
come to Pari-' in April, to choose accompagnercsses d'honnfur, or 
maids of honour, to accompany the Dauphiness Marguerite, on 
the occasion of her reception in Picardy, at the liands of the 
Flemings, on her way to the court of France. Now all the 
Jwhereaux or gentry for thirty leagues round were seeking this 
honour for their daughters, and a good many of them had 
already brought or sent them to Paris. The young ladies in 
auction had been entrusted by their parents to tlie discreet and 
reverent keeping of Madame Aloise de Gondelaurier, widow of 
a a-devaut master of the king’s crossbowmen, now living in 
retirement, with her only daughter, at her house in the Place 

du Parvis-Notre-Dame, at Paris. 

The balconv at which these young ladies were amusing them¬ 
selves opened into an apartment richly hung with fawn-coloured 
Flanders leather printed with golden foliage. The beams that 
ran across the ceiling diverted the eye with a thousand fantastic 
carvings, painted and gilt. Splendid enamels were glutering 
here and there upon the lids of cabmets cunoudy carved; and 
a boar’s head in china crosvncd a magnificent sidrboarc, the 
two steps of which announced that the mistress of the house 
was the wife or widow of a knight banneret. At the uppeu end 
Tf the room, beside a lofty chimney-piece, covered with em- 
b a^nrv froi top to bottom, was seated, in a rich fauteu.l of red 
vedJ^^the lady of Gondelaurier, whose fifty-five y.-ars of age 
’n distinctly written on her dress tb.an on her f.tce. 
h “ man ^vas st-anding, of vor,- nnpnSng m,en 
jjcsiuo iici of vanity and bravado—one o! 

though partiking women agree to admire, although 

those fine fe ows w ‘ which makes grave and 

their physiognom> p . jjiis young cavalier wore 

discerning of archers of the ordnrnwn^e 

the uniform too closely re- 

du roi or household P reader has already 

scmbled the costume of J^P ' chapter of this 

had an opportunity of g d( scriptinn of it. 

hesUfry, for us to weary will 

Tlie young ladies were seated, P‘velvet with gold 
balcony—the former on cushions of L 
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comer-plates, the latter on oak stools camrl in flowers and 
figures. Each of them held in her lap part of a lar.;^ pi> ce of 
tipestry, on which they were all at work, while one long end of 
it lay on the matting which covered the floor. 

‘Diey were talking among themselves in that whi.sprring 
voice and with those half-stifled laughs so cotnmon in an 
assembly of young girk when there is a young man among 
them. The young man himself, whose presence had the effect 
of bringing into plaj^ all this feminine vanity, appeared, on his 
part, to care very little about it; and whilst the lov-elv girls 
were vying with each other in endeavouring to attract his 
attention, he was specially occupied in polishing, with Ins doc- 
skin glove, the buckle of his sword-belt. 

From time to time the old lady addressed him in a low voice 
and he ans^vered as well as he was able, with a sort of awkward 
and constrained politeness. From the smiles and significant 
gestures of Madame Aloise, as well as the glances which she 
threw towards her daughter Fleur-de-Lvs as she spoke low to 
the captam, it was evident that the subject of their conversa- 
tion was some previous betrothing, some marriage doubtless 
abou to take p ace between the young man and Heur-de-Lys 
c^id from the cold embarrassed air of the ofbeer, it was easy^to 

fnv concerned, lov; had no “m.or 

ifle^ of matter. His whole demeanour conveyed °an 

Idea of constramt and ennui, which a modern French suSem 

needle or wound her silk Fleur-de-Lys used her 

bee, now she stoops.” ^ ^erl 

his'cIld^ttcCd”'* back into 

••‘^dto" terte Vm^reTh: -Xing to 

lhat of your betrothed? Can anvth^'d'^K than 

lovely? Are not those han^pX^and Tt' 

tunes, and how happy you are m 
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rogue that vou are I Is not my Fleur-de-Lys adorably beauti¬ 
ful ? and are you not passionately in love with her? ” 

“ Assuredly,” answered he, thinking all the time of some¬ 
thing else. 

” Speak to her, then,” said Madame Aloise, abruptly pushing 
him by the shoulder—” say someihing to her; you’re grown 
quite timid.” 

We can assure our readers that timidity was neither a virtue 
nur a defect of the captain’s. He endeavoured, however, to 
do as he was bid. 

“ Belle cousine,"' said he, approaching Fleur-de-Lys, ” what is 
the subject of this tapestr>’ you are so busy with ? ” 

** Beau cousin," answered Fleur-de-Lys in a pettish tone, 
” I have already told you three times. It is the grotto of 

Neptunus.” , , « i 

It was evident that Fleur-de-Lys saw more clearly tnan her 

mother through the cold, absent manner of her aiptain. He 

felt the necessity of entering into conversation. , 

” And for what is all this fine Neptune work intended? 


Hslccd he 

“ For the Abbey of Saint-Anloine-dcs-Champs,” said Fleur- 

de-Lys, without raising her eyes. ^ 

The captain took up a corner of the tapestry. And pray, 
ma belle cousine, who is that big gendarme felbw there dis¬ 
guised as a fish, and blowing his trumpet tiU his cheeks are 

bursting?” 

“ That is Trito,” answered she. / 

There was still a degree of pettishness m the tone of the ^ 
words uttered by i-leur-de-Lys The young 
that it was indispensable he should whisper in 
Iircttv n .'hing, some gallant compliment or other, no m-^tte 
He ac'cmdingl/leaned over but his 
furnish nothing more tender or familiar than this. \A , 

your mother always wear that petticoat wnth her arms worUd 
nnon it like our great-grandmothers of Cliarles • 

Pray tell her, belle cousine, Uiat it’s not the ^^^rher 

“ Is tl.at all you have to assure me of? sa d she a 

Meanwhile the good Dame Ah.ise, dchghud to see them mu 
lemiing ovci and whispering to each other, exclaimed, playing 
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ail the while with the clasps of her prayer-book, “ Toucliiiig 
picture of love I ” 

The captain, more and more at a loss, passed to tfic subject 
of the tapestry again. “ It is really a beautiful piece -A work I ” 
he cried. 

At this juncture Colombe de Gaillefontaine, another he.iulifu! 
white-skinned blonde, dressed up to the neck in blue damask, 
ventured to put in a word, addressed to Fleur-de-Lys, but in 
the hope that the handsome captain would answer her; “ My 
dear Gondelaurier, did you ever see the Uipestry at the Hole! 
de la Roche-Guyon? ” 

Is that the hotel where the garden is belonging to the 
Ltfigerf oi the Louvre?” asked Diane de Christeuil, laughing; 
for^having fine teeth, she laughed on all occasions. 

ancient wall 

u j added Amelotte de Montmichel, a pretty curly- 

headed, fresh-looking brunette, who had a habit of sigliing 
Just as the other laughed, without knowing why, 

■'My dear Colombe,” said Dame Aloise, "are you speakin- 
ot the ho^l which belonged to Mon■^ieur de Bacnueville in the 
reign of Oiarles VI.? There is indeed magnificent tapestn’ 
there of the high warp.” ^ ^ 

"Charles VI. 1 King Charles VI.l” muttered the young 

curling his moustaches. " Mon DUn / what a memory 
the good lady has for everything old 1 ” ^ 

ll^^.dame de Gondelaurier continued, " Superb tapestry in- 
deed! so superior that it is considered unrivalled! ” 

rr. B^rang^re de Champehevrier, an airv little 

Ch l"t-f rrr' into t^sq 1 

it 

bv the ■-Somern 

4s, .tnmg her head 

they an“ri h‘eTron“ oi "he^r and 

muLg over the coldne" k F'eur-d^Lys 

slowly^ and tetuerrrlv^dtv^Sfs ‘“"'It’ 

short an embarrassed conversation JJ^ddent, which cut 

of the room with the satisfied air o/a V- 

And yet no unpleasing service was th^ttl't^fl^el; 
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Lys, and snch it had appeared to him formerly; but the captain 
had by degrees become dissipated, and the prospect of an ap¬ 
proaching marriage grew more and more repulsive to hun every 
day. Besides, he was of a hckle disposition, and, if one may 
say so, of rather vulgar tastes. Although of very noble birth, 
he had contracted, under his officer’s accoutrements, more than 
one habit of the common soldier. He delighted in the tavern 
and its accompaniments, and was never at his ease but amidst 
gross language, miliury gallantries, easy beauties, and as easy 
successes. He had, notwithstanding, received from his family 
some education and some politeness of manner; but he had too 
early been a rover, and too early kept garrison, and each day 
the polish of the gentleman became more and more worn away 
under the friction of the gendarme’s baldric. Though still con¬ 
tinuing to visit her occasionally, through some small remnant 
of common respect, he felt doubly constrained witli I-leur-de- 
Lys- first because, by dint of dividing his love among so many 

diflerenl objects, he had very' hule left for her; and next, 
because surrounded by a number of fine women of stiff, 
decorous, and formal manners, he was constantly in fear lest 
his lips accustomed to the language of oaths, should in- 
adverlenlly break through their bounds, and let slip some un¬ 
fortunate tavern slang or other. The efiect may be imagined 1 
And vet with all this were mingled great [iretensions to 
eletrance taste in dress, and noble bearing. Let these things be 
reconciled as they may, our office is simply that of the historian 
He had been lor some minutes thmkmg of something or of 

did you not“teU us of a little gipsy girl whom 
youlved from’a parcel of thieves about a muiuh ago, as you 

geung the the capUin. 

I believe I did, nerhaps it is that very gipsy girl who 

JS now dancing in the rarvis. 

her, beau coustn ^ion was perceptible in the gentle 

A secret desire ol"ar her, ind in the care she 
invitation she gave him to ^ Pheebus de Chateaupers 

took to call him by his nam . P ^ 

(lor ,1 is he whom the r ad r h^ha approached tl.e 

beginning of this chapter) with / 

balcony. 
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"Look,” said Fleur-de-Lys tenderly, placinq her hand on his 
arm—"look at that little girl, dancing there in the ring. Is 
that your gipsy girl? ” 

Phcebus looked and said, “ Yes; I know her by her 

"Ah! so there is—a pretty little goatl” said Arnelotte, 
clasping her hands with delight. 

" Are its horns really gold? ” asked little B6rang«^re. 

Without moving from her fauteuil Dame Ahuse inquired, 

" Is it one of those gipsy girls that arrived last year by the 
Porte Gibard? ” 

"My dear mother,” said Fleur-de-Lys gently, " that gate is 
now called Porte d’Enfer.” 

Mademoiselle de Gondelaurier knew how much the captain’s 
notions were shocked by her mother’s antiquated modes ol 
speech. Indeed, he was already on the titter, and began to 
mutter between his teeth, "Porte Gibard! Porte Gibard! 
That’s to make way for King Charles VT.” 

" Godmamma,” exclaimed B6rang?:re, whose eyes, inces¬ 
santly in motion, were suddenly raised towards the tup of the 
towers of Notre-Dame, "who is that black man up there? ” 

All the girls raised their eyes. A man, in fact, was leaning 

with his elbows upon the topmost balustrade of the northern 

tower, which looked towards the Gr^ve. It was the figure of 

a priest; and they could clearly discern both his costume and 

his face, which was resting on his two hands. Otherwise he 

was as motionless as a statue; his steady gaze seemed riveted 

to the Place. There was tn it something ol the immobility of 

the kite when it has just discovered a nest of sparrows, and is 
looking down upon it. 

» V Archdeacon of ]oas,” said Fleur-de-Lys. 

You ve good eyes if you know him at that distance ” 
obse^ed U Gaillefontaine. 

de cSineui/^^^ dancing-girl! ” remarked Diane 

girl beware," said Fleur-de-Lys, " for he loves 

de said Arnelotte 

“ dances delightfully." 


you Fleur-de-Lys suddenly, » since 

amusement for us." ■*' 

" lASv I'ands. 

It reaUy not worth while,” answered Phoebus: “ she has 
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forgotten me, I dare say; and I don’t so much as know her 
name. However, since you wish it, ladies, I will see.” And 
leaning over the balustrade of the balcony, he began to call 
out, “ Little girl! ” 

The dancing-girl was not at that moment playing her tam¬ 
bourine, and turning her head towards the point from whence 
ihe heard herself called, her brilliant eyes rested on Pheebus, 
and she stopped short suddenly. 

“ Little girl! ” repeated the captain, and he beckoned to her 
to come in. 

The young girl looked at him again, then blushed, as if a 
flame had risen to her cheeks; and taking her tambourine 
under her arm, she made her way through the midst of the gaping 
spectators towards the door of the house where Phoebus was, 
with slow and tottering steps, and with the troubled air of a 
bird yielding to the fascination of a serpent. 

A moment or two after the tapestry hanging at the entrance 
was raised, and the gipsy girl made her appearance on the 
threshold of the room, blushing, confused, and out of breath, 
her large eyes cast down, and not daring to advance a step 
farther. 

Berang^re clapped her hands. 

Meanwhile the dancing - girl remained motionless at the 
entrance of the apartment. Her appearance had produced on 
this «^roup of young women a singular effect. It is certain that 
a vague and undefined desire of pleasing the handsome officer 
at once animated the whole party; that the splendid uniform 
was the object at which all their coquetry was aimed; and 
that, from the time of his being present, there had arisen among 
them a certain tacit, covert rivalry, scarcely acknowledged to 
themselves, but which did not the less constantly display itself 
in all their gestures and remarks. Nevertheless, at they all 
po'^sessed nearly the same degree of beauty, they contended 
with equal arms, and each might reasonably hope for victory. 
The arrival of the gipsy girl suddenly destroyed this e<iuihbrium. 
Her beauty was of so rare a cast that the moment she entered 
the apartment she seemed to shed around it a sort of light 
peculiar to herself. Within this enclosed chamber, surrounded 
by its duskv hangings and wainscotings, she w^s incomparably 
more beautiful and radiant than in the public square She 
wa.s as the torch suddenly brought from the mid.lay light into 
the shade. The noble damsels were dazzled by it in spite ot 
themselves. Each felt that her beauty had in some degree 
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suffered; and in consequence their line of battle (if \\c i.ia> 
be allowed the expression) was changed immediately, v.iibi' . . 

single word being uttered by any of them. Hut they i,i, 
each other perfectly. The instincts of women compreh> .,d and 
correspond with each other more qiiicklv than tlie urulersta-.'liiig' 
of men. .\n enemy had arrived in the midst of them: e.'l P It 
it—all rallied. One drop of wine is sufficient to tinye a whole 
glass of water; and to diffuse a certain degree of ill-temper 
throughout a company of pretty women, it is only necess.uw 
for one still prettier to make her appearance—especially when 
there is but one man iu '.he way. Thus the gipsy girl’s recc}>t ion 
proved mightily freezing. They eyed her from head i.. fin,-., 
then looked at each other; and that was enough—all v is 'jiidcr- 
stood. Meanwhile the young girl, waiting fur tlu-in to s\ cak 
to her, was so much affected that she dared not raise lier eycliPs 
The captain was the first to break silence. “ T'on honour,” 
said he, with his tone of brainless assurance, “ here’s a ebartniri.; 

What do you think of her, belle cousine ? ” 

This observation, which a more delicate admirer would at 

least have made in an undert()ne, did not lend to dissipate the 

feminine jealousies whicli were on the alert in the ure.sem ' of 
the gipsy girl. 

Tleur-de-Lys answered the captain with a simpering alTecl.t- 
tion of contempt, ” .\h, not amiss.” 
ihe others whispered together. 

At length Madame Aloise, who wa.s not the less jealous for 
eing so on her daughter’s account, addressed the dancing- ’ irl — 

Come hither, little girl,” said she. 

hither, little girl,” repeated, with comic dignity, little 
gire, who would have stood about as high as her hip. 

“ \f advanced towards the noble ladv. 

vancinl Pheebus significantly, likcivise ad- 

^ whether 1 

he supreme felicity of being remembered by you ” 

sweetV«s'i™Oh^yo''s'” 

“ She has a good memory,” obsers-ed Fleur-de-Lys. 
escane’in to make your 
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“ You left me in your stead, my fair one,” continued the 
captnin, whose tongue became unloosed while speaking to a 
girl out of the street,a rare ^im-faced fellow, humpbacked and 
one-eved, the ringer of the bishop’s bel!>, I believe. They tell 
me he’s an archdeacon’s bastard and a devil by birth. He has 
a pretty name, too; they call him Quatre-Temps,^ P^ues- 
Fleuries,'- Mardi-Gras,^ I don’t know what—a bell-ringing 
holiday-name, in short. And so he thought tit to carry you off, 
as if voa were made for such fellows as beadles I That is going 
a little too far. What the deuce could that screech-owl want 

with you, eh ” 

“ 1 don't know,” answered she. 

“Only imagine his insolence! a bell-ringer to carry off a 
girl like’a viscount! a clown poaching the game of gentlemen 1 
A rare piece of assurance, truly 1 But he paid pretty dear for 
it Maiire Pierrat Torterue is as rough a groom as ever curried 
a rascal! and your ringer’s hide-if that will please you—got 
a thorough dressing at his hands, I warrant you. 

Poor manl” said the gipsy girl, the scene of the pillory 
brought back to her remembrance by these words. 

The captain burst out laughing. Cornr-de-baruf I your 
nitv’s about as well placed as a feather m a |m,; s tail. May I 

Lve a belly like a pope if-” He stopped suddenly short. 

■' Pardon me, ladies; I fear I was about to let slip some nonsense 

or other.” . , / 

' Fie, monsieur! ” said La Gaillefontaine. ,, .jj 

” He speaks to this creature in her own language, added 
Fleur-dc-Lvs in an undertone, her vexation increasing every 
rnomc-nt. This vexat.on was not d.mm.shed by scemg the 
caputin, delighted with the gipsy girl, and above all with hnn vlf, 
turn round on h.s heel and repeat with naive and soldier-.ike 

cT'ill.antrv “ A lovelv girl, upon my soull , . •, 

® Very’ barbarously dressedl” said Diane de Chr.steuil, 

laii'diing to show her fine teeth. 

f us Remark was like a flash of light for the others. It gave 

to view the gipsy's assailable point; havung nothing to lind 

fault with in her person, they all fell j j 

■'It's very true,” said La Montmichel.- 1 ray, P. ; 

where did you learn to nm about the streets m that way, without 

either nei.kcrtdiief or tucker? 


> Ember 
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“ What a dreadful short petticoat I ’’ addc't ^ /aillefoniaine. 
“You’ll get yourself taken up, child, by the serf ',1015 of ilie 
douzaine, for your gilt belt/’ continued Fleur-de-Lys liiirsliiy. 

“ Little girl, little girl,” resumed Christeuil, with an umncrci- 
ful smile, “ if you had the decency to wear sleeves on your arms 
they would not get so sunburnt.” 

It was a sight worthy a more intelligent spectator than 
Pheebus to watch how those fine girls, with their envenom'd 
.ind angry tongues, turned, glided, and wound, as it were, around 
the street dancer. They were at once cruel and courteous; they 
searched and pried maliciously into every part of her poor, wild 
dress of spangles and tinsel. Then followed the hugh, the 
ironical jest, humiliations without end. Sarcasm'^, haughty 
condescensions, and evil looks were poured upon the gipsv girl. 
One might have fancied them some of those young Roman 
ladies that used to amuse themselves with thrusting golden pins 
into the bosom of some beautiful slave; or have likened them 
to elegant greyhounds, turning, wheeling, with distended nostrils 
and eager eyes, around some poor hind of the forest whom 
nothing but their master’s eye prevents them from devouring. 

And what, in fact, was a poor dancing-girl of the public 
square to those high-bom maidens? They did not seem so 
much as to recognise her presence; but spoke of her, before her, 
and to herself, aloud, as of something pretty enough, perhaps, 
but at the same time loathsome and abject. 

The gipsy girl w'as not insensible to these petty stings. From 
time to time a glow of shame or a flash of anger inllaracd her 
eyes or cheeks“-a disdainful exclamation seemed to hover on 

K' 1 ^ made contemptuously the little grimace w.th 
which the reader is already familiar—but remained motionless, 
er eyw fixed, with a sweet, resigned, and melancholy expression, 
upon Pheebus. In this look, too, were mingled delight and 
tenderness. It seemed as if she restrained herself for fear of 
driven away, 

^ for Pheebus himself, he laughed, and took the gipsy girl’s 

Mb 1 ^'!^ ^ mixture of pity and impertinence. “Let them 
IK, little one,” repeated he, jingling his gold spurs. “ Doubt- 
ss your dress is a little wild and extravagant; but in a charmine 
gid like you what does that signify ? ” ® 

un ” exclaimed the blonde Gaillefontaine, drawing 

th. b; ^ “ I that messirrs 

^ kmg s archers take fire easily at bright gipsv eyes.” 

And why not? ” said Pheebus. 
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At this rejoinder, uttered carelessly by the captain, lilre a 
stone 'hrown at random, the fall of which one does not so much 
as turn to watch, Colombe began to laugh, as did Anielotte, 
Diane and Fleur-de-Lys, while a tear rose at the same time to 
the eves of the latter. 

The gipsy girl, who had cast her eyes on the ground as 
Colombe and Gaillefontaine spoke, raised them, all beaming 
with joy and pride, and fixed them agaui on Pheebus. She 

looked angelic at that moment. 

The old b'.dy, who observed this scene, felt herself piqued 

without well understanding why. 

“ Holy Virgin! ” cried she suddenly, “ what’s that about my 

legs? Ah, the nasty animal!” 

It was the goat, which had )ust arrived m search of its 
mistress, and which, in hurrying towards her, had got itself 
entan-’led by the horns in the pile of stuff which the noble lady’s 
ample*’liabilirnents heaped around her whenever she was seated. 

this made a diversion. The gipsy girl, without saying a 
word, disentangled the little creature’s horns. 

“ Oh, here’s the pretty little goat with the golden feet, cried 

Berang^re, jumping with joy. , u u i 

The gipsy girl squatted on her knees, and pressed her choe.< 

against the fondhng head of the goat, as if to beg its pardon 

for having left it liehind. j - r i i • or 

Meanwhile Diane bent over and whispered in Colombe s ear. 
“ <\h rtiou Dieu I how is it I didn’t think of it before! Its 
the ginsv gir! with the goat. They say she's a sorceress, and 
that her'goat performs very miraculous tricks. 

' “Well,” said Colombe, “ let the goat amu.^e us 

'‘’Dlanein"o™mhe'ea(|^^ arMressed the nipsy girl. " Ld*'r' 

nirl do let voiir goat perform a miracle 
® 'M dor, t kn,™ wl.at you mean,” said the dan, .ng-gol, 

Wi.v, a mir,rcle-a conjuring trick-a feat of w.i. . ■r.d . 

not undersund,” she replied. to^rned t. 

.ossin- the prettv animal again, repeat.iiu’, n|ali! D)ali. 

\t that moment fleiit-do-I ys rem.arked a 
h-;aliem bag hang.ng about the goat s neck. liat th.it? 

‘"'The'^irl'^rlt^cd'her^U^^^ eyes towards her, anrl answt-rMl 
sh^iM bke lo W-ur secret.” thought 

Meanwhile the noble dame had risen angnl>. Come, - , 


now in its 


i i 

I 

r:\rossi 
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gipsy girl; if neither you nor your goat na\e anyth.t.g to (l.'Hr e 
to us, what do you here? ” 

The gipsy girl, without answering, directed her stf-ps slow! ’ 
towards the door. But the nearer she approached it 1 he '; 
was her pace. An irresistible magnet secmi-d to :lrrt“^l hi-r 
steps. Suddenly she turned, her eyes moistened with t«ar.s, 
towards PhcEbus, and stood still. 

" Vrat Dieu / ” cried the captain, “you shall not go awoy 
thus. Come l^ack, and dance us something or <*llicr. By-the- 
bye, sweet love, what’s your name? “ 

" La Esmeralda,” said the dancing-girl, without tul.mg her 
eyes off him. 

At this strange name the girls burst forth into an exlrav.ig.mt 
laugh. 

“ A fomildable name, indeed, for a voung lad\saitl O' me. 

” You see, plain enough,” remarked /VineloUe, " tluit she’s an 
enchantress.” 

■' My dear,” cried D.ame Aloise seriously, “ your parrnls never 
found that name for you in the baptismal font.” 

Meanwhile, B6rang^re, without any one’s observing it, had a 

few minutes before enticed the goat into a corner of the room 

with a piece of sweet cake. In an insUmt they had bec(»me 

good friends, and the curious child had untied tne litlle bag 

which hung at the goat’s neck, Iv d opened it, and spread its 

contents on the matting; it was an alphabet, eacli letter of 

which was inscribed separately on a small tablet of w. id. No 

sooner were these toys displayed on the matting than the child 

^w, with surprise, the goat (one of whose miracles doubtless 

It was) draw towards her with her golden paw certain letters 

and arrange them, by pushing them about gently, in a particular 

order. In a minute they formed a word which the goat seemed 

practised m composing, so little was she at a loss in forming 

It , and Berangiire suddenly cried out, clasping her hands with 
aomiration,— 

"'hat tlie goat has been 
^ started at the sight The 

of Ure CX 


S^bcebud. 


“ Did the goat write that? ” asked she, 


with a faltering voice. 
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“ Ves, codmfimma,” answered B^rangdre. It was impossible 
to doubt It, for the child could not spell. 

“ Here’s the secret 1 ” thought Fleur-de-Lvs. Meanwhile, at 
the child's exclamation, they had all hurried forward to look— 
the lady mother, the young ladies, the gipsy, and the officer. 

The gipsy girl saw the blunder the goat had committed. She 
turned red, then pale, and began to tremble like a guilty thing 
before the captain, who looked at her with a smile of satisfaction 
and astonishment. 

“ Pheebus I ” whispered the girls in amazement; “ that’s the 
capt<i;n's namel ” 

“ You have a wonderful memory’,” said Fleur-de-Lys to 
the petrified g'psy girl. Then bursting into sobs: “Ohl” 
stammered she sorrowfully, hiding her face between her two 
fair hands, ” she is a sorceress 1 ” while she heard a voice yet 
more bitter whisper from her inmost heart, “ she is a rival 1 ” 
And therewith she fainted away. 

" My child 1 my child 1 ” cried the terrified mother. ” Begone, 

vou diabolical gipsy I ” 

Ta Esmeralda gathered together in a trice the unlucky letters, 
made a sign to Djali, and quitted the room at one door as 
Fleur-de-l.vs wa.s being carried out at the other. 

Cafitain Pheebus, left alone, hesitated a moment between the 
two doors, then followed the gipsy girl. 


CHAPTER II 

SHOWING THAT A PRIEST AND A PHILOSOPHER ARE TWO 

DIFFERENT MEN 

The priest whom the young ladies had observed on the top of 
the nortln.ni tower, leaning over towards the square, and so 
.attentive to the gipsy girl’s dancing, was in fact the Archdeacon 

( laude Frnllo. n u- u i.u 

Our reaikrs h.ive not forgotten the mysterious ceU which the 

archdeacon had appropriated to himself m this tower. By the 

wai-, we do not know whether it is not the same, the interior of 

whn h mav be seen to this day, through a small square window, 

opening towards the east, at about the height ol a man from 

the floor, upon the platform from which the towers spring; a 

mere dog-hole now, naked, empty, and falling to decay, e 
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ill-plastered walls of which are, even at this time, decorated 
here and there with a parcel of sorry yf llow en^^'niMiijrs n pr' - 
senting cathedral fronts. We presume that this hole is jfvintly 
inhabited by bats and spiders, and that consequeiitly a double 
war of extermination is carried on there against tlie fli* s. 

Every day, an hour before sunset, the archdi acon asrcndcd 
the staircase of the tower, and shut himself up in this cdl, 
where he sometimes passed whole nights. On this day, just iis 
he had reached the low door of his little nook and w;ls putting 
into the lock the small key with its intricate wards which he 
always carried about him in the escarcelle or large purse sus¬ 
pended at his side, the sound of a tambourine and castanets 
reached his ears. This sound proceeded from the Place du 
Parvis. The cell, as we have already said, had but one window, 
looking upon the back of the church. Claude Froilo had liastily 
withdrawn the key, and in an instant was on the summit of the 
tower, in that gloomy, thoughtful attitude in which the young 
ladies had first seen him. 


There he was, ^ave, motionless, absorbed in one look, one 
thought. All Paris lay at his feet, with her thousand spires and 
her circular horizon of softly-swelling hills; with her river wind¬ 
ing under her bridges, and her people flowing to and fro through 
her streets; with the cloud of her smoke; with her hilly chain 
of roofs pressing round Notre-Dame with redoubled folds- yet 
m all that city the archdeacon saw but one spot on its pave- 
rnent, the Place du Parvis; in all that crowd but one figure 
that of the gipsy girl. ° ^ 

It would have been difficult to say what was the nature of 
that look or whence arose the flame that issued from it It 
was a fixed gaze and yet full of trouble and tumult. And from 
the profo,md stillness of his whole body, only just agitated M 
mtervak by an mvoluntary shiver, like a tree shaken by ffie 

elbows, more marble than the balustraL on 
which they leaned, and the petrified smile which contracted iiic 

rSChU e'-yf P- « 

the Provencal Laband^ agik It 

of ffie formidable gaze which lightfd dkeetty^n herTeaT'''’^ 

out in Tre” toV 

to make the people keep the ring; thente,^te“t 
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in a chair, a few steps cfF the dancer, and took the head of the 
goat upon his knees. This man appeared to be the companion 
of the gipsy girl. Claude Frollo, from the eFvated spot on 
which he stood, could not distinguish his featun s. 

No sooner had the archdeacon perceived this unknowm than 
his attention seemed to be divided between him and the dancer, 
and his countenance beatrne more and more sombre. Suddenly 
he drew himself up, and a trembling ran through his whole 
frame. “ V\ ho’s that man? ” muttered he to hi^.^eIf. “ I’ve 
always seen her alone before.” 

He tlien disappeared under the winding vault of the spiral 
staircase and once more descended. Passing before the door of 
the bell-room, which was partly open, he saw s<')mcthing which 
struck him: it was Quasimodo, who, leaning towards an opening 
in those great slate caves which resemble enormous projecting 
blinds, was likewise looking earnestly into the square. He w ^ 
engaged m such profound contemplation tl at he did not observe 
his adoptive father passing by. His wild eye had in it a singular 
expressuinj it was a look at once tender and fascinated. Units 
strange 1 ” murmured Claude. “ Is it at the gip<^y girl tliat he’s 
looking so? ” He proceeded to desc'tnd. In a f< \v minutes tlie 
moody archdeacon entered the square by the door at the bottom 


of tlip tower. 

“ What’s become of the gipsy girl? said he, mingling with 
the group of spectators which tlie sound of the Umbounne had 

collected together. , • «. u » 

“ I don’t know,” answered one of those nearest him; she s 

just disappeared. 1 think she's gone to dame some f.mdango 
or other in the house opposite, whither tlv y called her. 

In the place of the gipsy gill, on that same carpet, th( 
arabesques of which but the moment btfore seemed to vanish 
beneath the no less fantastic figures of her nance the arch¬ 
deacon saw no one l.ut the red and yellow man, who in order 
to gam a few testons in his turn, was parading round the arcle, 
his\lbows on his hips, his head thrown back. Ins face all red, 
his neck stretched out, with a chair between his teeth. On 
this chair he had fastened a cat, which a woman of the nei^gh- 
bourhood had lent him, and which was swearing with h-ttor. 

" \’otre-Dame I ” cried the archdeacon, just as the inounte 

bank the perspiration rolling off his face,_was passing before 

t - ’ • I 1 • ^ ; 1 rkf .-ViTir iind cut I v lval does Muitre 

him with his pyramid of inair anu t-aw, 

Pierre Gringuirc do there? j ;i ...uk 

The harsh voice of the archdeacon struck the poor devd vith 
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such commotion that he lost his equilibrium, aoH <!' • -n fell the 
^■hole edifice, chair and cat and all, pell-mell upnn the heads 
of the bystanders, in the midst of inextin^ui.^ha!)!'- hootmes. 

It is probable that Maitre Pierre Gringoire {for he in-h-ed it 
was) would have had a fine account to settle with th- rat’s 
proprietor, and all the bruised and scratched fares amund !u.n, 
if he had not hastily availed himself of the tumult to lake refuge 
in the church, whither Claude Frollo beckoned him to follow. 

The cathedral was already dark and solihvry; the transepts 
were in thick darkness; and the lamps of the chapels were begin¬ 
ning to twinkle, so black had the vaulted roofs become. The 
great central window of the front alone, whose thousand tints 
were steeped in one horizontal stream of the sun’s declining 
rays, glistened in the shade like a mass of diamonds, and cast 
against the other extremity of the nave its dazzling many- 
' oloured image. 

WTien they had proceeded a few steps Dorn Claude, leaning 
his back against a pillar, looked steadfastly at Gringoire. This 
look was not the one which Gringoire had apprelicndcd in his 
shame at being surprised by so grave and learned a personag-' 
in his merry-andrew costume. There was in the priest’s glancv 
neither scoS nor irony; it was serious, calm, and searching. 
The archdeacon was the first to break silence. 

“ Come, Maitre Pierre,” said he, “ you have many thing.s to 
explain to me. And first, how is it that 1 have not seen you 
for the last bvo months, and that I meet with you again in the 
public street, in rare guise i' faith, half red. half vellow, like a 
Caudebcc apple? ” 


Messire, a most marvellous gear is It indeed,” said Gringoire 
piteously, “ and behold me about as comfortable in it as a cat 
with a calabash clapped on her head. Most hard is it too I 
acknowledge, that 1 should subject those gentlemen, the ser- 
geante of the watch, to the risk of beating, under this casaque 
the humerus of a Pythagorean philosopher. But what would 
you, my reverend master? The fault U all in my old coat 
which basely forsook me m the depth of winter, under pretence 
that It was falling ,n tatters, and that it was under the necessity 
of reposing lUelf in the ragman's pack. What was to be done ? 
Civilisation has not yet arrived at such a pitch that one mav 
go quite naked, as old Diogenes could have wbhed. 
this, that the wind blew very cold, and the month nf Tq ^ 
IS not the time to attempt successfully that new sten in 
ment. This casaque offered itself; I took it, and kit o/my 
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old black soiiquenille, which, for an hermetic philosopher like 
mvself, was far from being hermetically closed. Behold me, 
thin, in my buffoon’s habit, like Saint Genest. WTiat would 
you have?—it’s an eclipse—Ap>ollo, you know, tended the 
flocks of Admetus.” 

“ It’s a fine trade you’ve taken upl ” replied the priest* 

I confess, my master, that it’s better to philosophise and 
poetise—to blow a flame in the furnace, or receive one from 
heaven—than to be carrying cats in triumph. And that’s v^hy, 
when you addressed me, I felt as silly as an ass before a roast¬ 
ing-jack. But what was to be done, messire?—one must eat 
every day; and the finest Alexandrine verses, to an empty 
stomach, are not to be compared to a piece of Brie cheese. 
Now, I composed for the Lady Margaret of Flanders that famous 
epithalamium, you know; and the town has not paid me for 
it, pretending that it was not excellent; as if, for four 6cus, 
one could write a tragedy of Sophocles. Well, you see I was 
near dying of hunger. Fortunately for me, I am rather strong 
in the jaw; so I said to my jaw, ‘ Perform some feats of strength 
and equilibrium—find food for thyself—.‘f/c l£ ipsam.' A parcel 
of vagal jonds, who are become my good friends, taught me 
twenty different sorts of Herculean tricks; and now I feed my 
teeth every night with the bread they have earned in the day 
in the sweat of my brow. After all, comedo, I concede that it 
is but a sorry employ of my intellectual faculties, and that man 
is not formed to pass his life in tainbourining and biting chairs. 
But, reverend master, it is not enough to pass one’s life; one 

must do something to keep one’s self alive.” 

Dorn Claude listened in silence. All at once his sunken eye 
assumed an expression so sagacious and penetrating that 
Gringoire felt as if searched to his inmost soul by that 


^^'■^Very well, Maitre Pierre; but how is it^that you are now in 

company with that dancing-girl of Fgypt? ’’ 

" Why, just,” said Gringoire, " because she is my wife and I 

am her hu >band.” , , , , , . 

T e priest's dark eye took fire. “ And hast thou done that, 

miserable man? ” he cried, furi.msly pisp'ng Umgoirc s arm; 

“ and hast tbou been so abandoned of Ood as to lay thy hand 


upon that girl? ” ,, , ^ • 

By mv chance of paradise, moose, gneur, answered Gr.n- 

goire, trembling ,n every I,mb, “ I swc.ar to you __that I have 

never touched her, if that be what disturbs you so. 
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“But what speak you, then, of husband and wf- ?” said 
the priest. 

Gringoire eagerly related to him, as succinctly as p(>^ul>!c, 
what the reader is already acquainted with—his a<lv-‘ntiire t)f 
the Cour des Miracles, and his broken pitcher marn ig**—which 
marria^ appeared, as yet, to have had no resuli whatt-ver, the 
gipsy girl contriving to leave him every night, as she had done 
on the first, in single blessedness. “ It's a bore,” said he; “ but 
that comes of my having had the misfortune to marry a maiii.” 

“ What do you mean? ” inquired the archdeacon, whom this 
account had gradually appeased. 

“ It’s very difficult to explain,” answered the poet. “ It’s a 
superstition. My wife, as an old thief that’s called amongst us 
the Duke of Egypt has told me, is a foundling—or a lostling- 
which IS the same thing. She wears about her neck an amulet 
which they declare will some day make her find her parents 
again, but would lose its virtue if the girl lost hers. Whence it 
follows that we both of us remain quite virtuous.” 

So, resumed Claude, whose brow was now clearino anace 

anT has not been 

approached by any man. 

Why, Dom Claude, what would you have a man do with a 
superstitron? She has got that in her head. 1 do indeed 

keenh?'tM ^ "unnlsh prudery 

keeping wildness amidst all those gipsy girls so easily Lmned^ 

it Sf: 

can tell you.” * ^ ^ herce wasp, I 

The archdeacon pressed Gringoire with questions 

impassioned, ignorant of everythin rd ~ tK^' - 
ever,.thing-fond, above all things, of d“ cin " 
open air-a sort of bee of a womarwitr^ m ‘he 

eet. and living in a continual S ' f . 

the wandering life she had always led Crinv '“hire to 
ascertain that while quite a cliild she had gone^dlX'^'h 
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Spain and Catalonia to Sicily; he thought, too, that the caravan 
of zingari to which she belonged had earned her into the kinc- 
dom of Algiers—a country situated in Achaia—winch Achaia 
was adioinmg, on one side to Lesser Albania and Greece, on 
the other to the sea of the Sicilies, which was the way to Con¬ 
stantinople. Tlie Bohemians, said Gringoire, were vassals to 
the Kino of Algiers in his capacity of chief of the nation of the 
white iloors. Cx^rtain it was that La Esmeralda had come into 
France while yet quite young by way of Hungary. From all 
those countries the girl had brought with her frapnent^ of 
fantastic jargons, foreign songs and ideas, which made ber lan¬ 
guage almost as motley as her half Parisian half African costume 
However, the people of the quarters which she frequented loved 
her for her gaietv, her gracefulness, her lively step, her dances, 
and her all L towm, she believed herself to be hated 

by t«o persons only, of whom she often poke with dread-thc 
sLhetle of the Tour-Roland, a miserable recluse, that bore a 
stranee malice against gipsy women, and was m the habit o 
hVnmo curses u^n the poor dannng-girl every time she pissed 
Sc her loophde; and a priest, who never met her witlmut 
r-i-tina iiTon her looks and words that afTnghted her. The 
mention of this latter circumstance visibly disturbed the arch- 
T«?.;rhut without Gringoire’s much attending to his per- 

'“ion the t^s'o months that had elap.ed having been quite 

Li furcct the singular particulars of 

ojSTv’rnine wten he had first met with the gipsy girl, and the 
auu eveniuo ... on that occasion, lor the 

‘‘’’rthe liuk dan cr he sat! feared nothmg; she did not tell 
rest, the was secure from those prosecutions for magic 

fortunes, and so against the gijisy women, 

that were so 

And very patiently endured this kind of 

After all, the p P gy^^ts, there were food and lodging 

Flatonic ‘‘"e seFout from the truandry, most 

for him: each 

frequently m company ,u,g,-s and pHils-blancs : 

m.-dte in the the same tool, let her 

':.v;h evening he e littlp chamber and slept the sleep of the 
bolt herseU in her the whole, said he, and very 

just—a very agreeable ex conscience, 

favourable to sum that he was desperately m 

the philosopher was not qu 

U :::a"char;ii:!gLi:nal, gentle, intelligent, devei, and know- 
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:n"« Nothing wa? more common in the middle apes tlmn these 
knowing animals; at which the people mightily wond red, and 
which frequently brought their in5.tructors to the si. ' How¬ 
ever, the sorceries of the goat with the gilded feet w re very 
harmlesss tricks indeed. Gringoire explained them to ihf arch¬ 
deacon, whom these particulars seemed strongly to interest 
In most cases it was sufficient to present the Uunbourine Uj ilu 
animal in such or such a manner to obtain from it the actiun 
desired. It had been trained to that by its mistre.is, who Imd 
so singular a talent for that species of tuition that two month'' 
had been sufficient for her to teach the goat to compose, with 
movable letters, the word Pheebus. 

" Pheebus I ” said the priest. “ Why Phnsbu^ 1 ” 

“ 1 don’t know,” replied Gringoire. ” Perhaps it’s a word 
that she thinks endowed with some magical and secret virtue. 

She often repeats it in an undertone when she thinks she’s bv 
herself.” 

" Are you sure,” rejoined Claude, with his penetrating look, 
” that it’s only a word, and that it’s not a name 1 ” 

” Name of whom ? ” said the poet. 

‘ How should I know? ” said the priest. 

This is what I imagine, messirc. These gipsies arc some¬ 
thing of Guebres, and worship the sun—whence thLs Pheebus." 

That does not seem so clear to me as it does to you, Mailre 
Pierre” 

Well, it’s no matter to me. Let her mutter her Pheebus to 
her heart s content. It’s a sure thing that Djali loves me 
already almost as much as she does.” 

“ Who’s Djali? ” 

“ It’s the goat,” 

The archdeacon placed his hand under his chin, and seemed 

ruminating for a moment. All at once he turned round abruotlv 
to bringoire,— ^ ^ 

hcr?^’^^ ^ touched 

Touched what? ” said Gringoire. “ Tlie goat? ” 

No; that woman.” 

My wife? I swear to you 1 have not.” 

you are often alone with her.” 

Lve^ night, for a fuU hour.” 

iJom Claude knit his brows. ” Oh, oh,” said he ” ^nluc ^ 
sola non cogitabuniur orare Pater Noster.’' ’ 

Upon my soul, I might say the Pater, and the Ave Maria 
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and the Credo in Deum patrem omnipotentum, without hei 
taking any more notice of me than a hen does of a church.” 

“ Swear to me by thy mother’s womb,” repeated the arch¬ 
deacon, with vehemence, “ that thou hast not so much as 
touched that creature with thy finger’s end.” 

“ I could swear it, too, by my father’s head,” answered the 
poet. ‘‘ But, my reverend master, just permit me to ask you 
a single question.” 

” Speak, sir.” 

” \^at does that signify to you? ” 

The pale countenance of the archdeacon reddened like the 
cheek of a girl. He kept silence for a moment, then answered 
with visible embarrassment, ‘‘ Harken, Maitre Pierre Gringoire. 
You are not yet damned, that I know of. I feel interested for 
you, and wish you well. Now, the slightest contact with that 
gipsy girl of the demon would make you a vassal of Satan. You 
know it’s always the body that ruins the soul. Woe to you if 
you approach that womanl That’s all I have to say.” 

“ I tried once,” said Gringoire, scratching his ear; “ it was 
the first day, but I only got myself stung.” 

“And had you that audacity, Maitre Pierre?” and the 
priest’s brow darkened again. 

“ Another time,” continued the poet, smiling, “ before I 
went to bed, I looked through her keyhole, and indeed I saw 
the most delicious damsel in her shift that ever stepped upon 

a bedside with her naked foot.” 

“ Go to the devil with you! ” cried the priest, with a terrible 
look; and pushing the amazed Gringoire by the shoulders, he 
plunged with hasty strides under the darkest arches of the 

cathedral. 

CHAPTER III 

THE BELLS 

Since the morning of his being piUoried, the inhabitants in the 
neighbourhood of Notre-Dame thought they perceived that 
Quasimodo’s bell-ringing ardour had remarkably abated. 
Before that time the bells were going on all oc^ions: ong 
matin chimes which lasted from Primes to Complins; peals of 
the great bell for high mass; rich gamuts running up and down 
the small bells for a wedding or a christening, and mingling in 
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the air like a rich embroidery of all sorts of delightful sounds 
The old church, all vibrating and sonorous, was in a perpetual 
joyous whirl of bells. Some spirit of noise and whim appeared 
to be sending forth a never-ending carol through those brazen 
lips. Now, that spirit seemed to have departed. The cathedral 
seemed to have grown wilfully sullen and silent. The liolidavs 
and m^rments had their simple accompaniment, bare and un- 

f and nothing more; 

of the double sound proceeding from a church, that of the organ 

Withm and the bells without, the organ only was heard ® It 

VeTerthde,' steeples. 

‘11 It that the shame and desnerition of ihp 

p. CO'scene stiU lingered about his heart, thTt u Lhes o 

such t‘^at h^grici 
his P^sion f™ the bells 

rival in the heart of b ^ x- had a 

great bplUnril ^ Notre-Dame, and that the 

-ore beauhfult^d plSgT'"^ 

tion IdforTue!d“ ” b’’' “’e Annuncia- 

was so nTre a March. On that day the air 

affection for his bells ‘ Ilf a little returning 

tower, whilst the beariie h^f '‘““‘'dingly ascended the northern 

thurch, which wte immir r'r' ‘he 

of strong wood or, enormous panels 

gilt, and^nSd wlthlT't*’ 

Arrived in th^ h; u '^ery skilfully wrought.” 

for some time with Qu-asimodo fixed his eye 

songstresses The sUeZo ,b this 4 

he had tet fhen^^ilf^ '’"I"’'"? “"d 'hem® BuTtvhen 

moving under his^hand cluster of bells 

the piUpitatincT he saw, for he did not hear ir 

diapason like ! biS^oonf.^l^'r “b “> ‘he sonorous 

demon of mu^c Zt ^ T branch-when the 

stretti, trOls. and arpegZos“ lZd“ S no 

<feaf creature—thpn L k ' u possession of the noor 

cess is.r„si 
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“ Come, come, Gabrielle,” said he, “ pour forth all your sound 
into the square; it’s a holiday. Thibauld, none of your idleness. 
What I you are lagging 1 (^t on with you. Are you grown 
rusty, lazybones? That’s it!—quick 1 quick!—don’t let the 
clapper be seen. Make them all as deaf as I am. Bravo, 
Thibauld 1—Go it, Guillaume I Guillaume, you are the biggest, 
and Pasquier’s the least, and Pasquier goes best. Pll lay 
anything that those who can hear, hear him better than you. 
Well done, Gabrielle—harder, harder 1 Heyl you there. The 
Sparrows, what are you both about? I don’t see you make 
the least noise. UTiat’s the meaning of those brazen beaks 
of yours, that seem to be gaping when they ought to be singing ? 
Come, work away I—it’s the Annunciation. There’s a fine 
sunshine, and we’ll have a merry peal. Poor Guillaume. Whatl 
are you out of breath, my old fellow? ” 

He was fully occupied in goading on his bells, which were 
all six leaping one against another as in rivalry, and shaking 
their shining backs, like a noisy team of Spanish mules urged 
forward by the apostrophisings of the driver. 

AJl at once, happening to cast his eye between the large 
slate scales which cover at a certain height the perpendicular 
wall of the steeple, he saw in the square a young girl fantasti¬ 
cally dressed, who had stopped, and was laying down a carpet 
on which a little goat came and placed itself, and around whom 
a group of specUtors was gathering. This view suddenly 
changed the course of his ideas and cooled his musical en¬ 
thusiasm. He stopped, turned his back to the bells, and 
squatted behind the slate eaves, fixing on the dancer that 
thoughtful, tender, and softened look which had already 
astonished the archdeacon. Meanwhile the forgotten bells all 
at once became utterly silent, to the gr^t disappointmerit of the 
amateurs of ringing, who were listening to the peal in good 
earnest from off the Pont-au-Change, and who went away as 
confounded as a dog that has had a bone offered him and a stone 

given him instead. 
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CHAPTER IV 

anAtkh 

It happened one fine morning in this same month of March— 
we believe it was on Saturday the 29 th, St. Eustache’s Day— 
that our young college friend, Jehan Frollo du Moulin, per¬ 
ceived, as he was dressing himself, that his breeches, containing 
his purse, emitted no metallic sound. “ Poor purse 1 ” said he^ 
drawing it out of his fob. “ Wliatl not the smallest parisis! 
How cruelly have dice, Venus, and pots of beer disembowelled 
^eel Behold thee empty, wrinkled, and flabby. Thou art 
like the neck of a fury 1 I would ask you, now, Messer Cicero 
and Messer Seneca, whose dog’s-eared tomes I see there scattered 
upon the floor, of what use it is for me to know better than a 
governor of the mint, or a Jew of the Pont-aux-Changeurs, that 
a gold ecu a la courcnm is worth thirty-five unzains at twentv- 
i ^ deniers parisis eachl and that an ecu au croissant 

IS worth thirty-six unzains at twentv-six sous six deniers toumois 

Hn kf’ miserable black Hard to risk upon the 

ouble-sixl 0 Consul Cicero I this is not a calamitv from which 
and P‘^'nad"‘odu,ns 

^ A thought came into 

ouSs ■ n rr'; P“‘ .™ waistcoat wrong side 

lencth hp’tl^ evident sign of a violent internal struggle. At 

“ B^e h so vehemently on the ground and exclaimed 

a .^0- CIS ^ 

‘'-cap,:“rshTdCL"a"CdCr'^‘' "p 

PassCCRuC^la^H the City. 

organs, ani Te Lit " e°‘"g. saluted his olfactors- 

cookery which amorous look towards that Cyclopean 

the paLetil es^ I CalatagirLi^ 

and he nasserf ^ wherewithal to buy a breaks 

•‘.a, ^ 
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as give himself time to throw, as was usual, a stone in passing 
at the miserable statue of that Perinet Leclerc, who had given 
up the Paris of Charles VI, to the English, a crime which 
his effigy, the face all battered with stones and soiled with 
mud, expiated during three centuries, as in an everlasting 
pillory, at the comer of the streets De la Harpe and De Bussy. 

Having crossed the Petit-Pont, and strided down the Rue 
Neuve-Sainte-Genevi^ve, Jehan de Molendino found himself 
in front of Notre-Dame. Then all his indecision returned, and 
he walked about for some moments around the statue of M. 
le Gris, repeating to himself with anguish. “ The sermon is 
certain enough; the 6cu is doubtful.” 

He stopped a beadle who was coming out from the cloisters— 
Where’s monsieur the Archdeacon of Joas? ” 

” I believe he’s in his hiding-place m the tower,” said the 
beadle; “ and I advise you not to disturb him unless you come 
from some one like the Pope or the King himself.” 

Jehan clapped his hands. “ BedtabU I this is a prime oppor¬ 
tunity for seeing the famous sorcery-box! ” 

Decided bv this reflection, he advanced resolutely through 
the little dark doorway, and began to ascend the winding stair¬ 
case of St. Gilies, which leads to the upper stories of the tower. 

“ I shall see! ” said he as he proceeded. ” By the corbig- 
nolles of the Holy Virgin I it must be a curious concern that 
cell which my reverend brother keeps so snugly to himself 1 
They say he lights up hell’s own fires there, and cooks at them 
the philosopher’s stone. Egad! I care as little for the philo¬ 
sopher’s stone as for a pebble; and I’d rather find over his 
furnace an omelet of Easter eggs^fned in lard, than the biggest 

philosopher’s stone in the world.” , . 

Arrived at the gallery of the colonnettes^ he took breath a 
moment, swearing against the interminable staircase by we 
know not how many million cart-loads of devils; he then con¬ 
tinued his ascent by the narrow door of the northern tower, 
now closed to the public. In a few moments a ter having 
passed by the cage of the bells, he came to a small landing con¬ 
trived in a recess on one side, and, under the arched roof a 
low pointed door; whilst a loophole opposite in the circular 
wall of the staircase, enabled him to discern its enorrnous lock 
and strong iron bars. Persons in our day desirous of, visiting 
this door might recently know it by this inscription, in white 
letters on the black wall: J’axjORE Coralie. 1823. Sigf^t 
Ugnte. This diplomatic Stgue is in the original. 
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“Whew!” said the scholar; “here it is doubtless.” The 
key was in the lock. The door was close by him; he pushed it 
gently and put his head in at the opening. 

The reader must have seen some of those admirable sketches 
by Rembrandt—who in some respects may be tndy styled the 
Shakespeare of painting. Amongst so many wonderful en- 
pavings there is one in particular, an etching, representing, as 
IS supposed, Doctor Faustus, which it is impossible to look at 
without astonishment. It represents a gloomy cell; in the 
middle is a table, loaded with hideous objects—death’s-heads 
spheres, alembics, compasses, hieroglyphic parchments. The 
doctor IS before this table, dressed in his wide greatcoat, his 
h^ead wyered with a fur cap which reaches to his eyebrows. 

seen. He has partly risen from his 
immense fauteuil, his bent knuckles are resting on the table 

and he is gazing with curiosity and terror at a luminous circle’ 

shining on the wall in the 
^ckground hke the solar spectrum in the camera obscura 

and beauttfur^^ mysterious radiancy. It is at once horrible 


^ Faust’s cell presented itself to the 
view of Jehan when he ventured his head within the half-open 

also a la^ gloomy, dim-lighted nook. There were 

skeletons nf ! / ^ = compasses; alembics; 

in! from the ceiling; a sphere roll- 

which hippocephales promiscuously with boccals in 

gold; death’s-heads lying on 
thick man streaked all over with figures and characters- 

of science Z?,nH %P K '" '^bbish 

contemplating the ecstasy 

in the fauteuTa^rl A man was seated 

back was toe^ cITih"® T" ’k' "hotn his 

tis head; b™ he had and the back of 

head, on which natnr^h ^ K‘a recognising that bald 
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presence. The curious scholar availed himself of the oppor¬ 
tunity to examine the cell for a few moments at his leisure. A 
large furnace, which he had not remarked at his first glance, 
was to the left of the fauteuil, under the small window. The 
ray of light which penetrated through this opening made its 
way through the circular web of a spider, who had tastefullv 
traced her delicate rosace in the point of the window, and in the 
centre of it the insect architect remained motionless, like the 
nave of this lace wheel. On the furnace were heaped in dis¬ 
order all sorts of vessels—stone bottles, glass retorts, coal 
mattresses. Jehan observed with a sigh that there was neither 
frying-pan nor saucepan, “ The kitchen apparatus is all 
cold I ” thought he. 

In fact, there was no fire in the furnace, and it seemed as if 
none had been lighted there for a long time. A glass mask 
which Jehan remarked among the utensils of the alchemist, 
and which, doubtless, was used to protect the archdeacon’s 
face when he w’as elaborating any formidable substance, lay in a 
comer, covered with dust, as if quite forgotten. By its side lay 
a pair of bellows, equally dusty, the upper side of which bore 
this motto incrusted in letters of copper: Spira, spera ! 

A great number of other mottoes were, according to the 
fashion of the hermetic philosophers, written upon the walls— 
some traced in ink, others engraved with a metallic point. 
Moreover, there were Gothic characters, Hebrew characters, 
Greek and Roman characters, pell-mell together; inscriptions 
overflowing at random, one upon the other, the more recent 
eflacmg the more ancient, and all entangled wUh each other 
like the branches ol a thicket, or pikes in a melee. It was, m 
fact, a strangely confused mingling of all human rever^, al 
human science. Here and there one shone out above the rest 
like a banner amid the lances; heads but for the most part they 
consisted of some brief Latin or Greek motto, after the in 
genious fashion of the Middle Ages-as thus: Und, t m*; 

Hon,o hom,ni m.nsirum I As.ra sJZ- 

d.Ai'ov, U<ya vax'-'i- Safierf aude. Fiat ubi vult etc. Som 

Hmes a irord apparently devoid of all meaning as Aeayxofayia 
Xhich p tJps concealed some bitter allusion « the regime 
of the cloister; and sometimes it was a simple maxim ol clerical 
discipline, set forth in a regular hexameter, 

c®lestein dominum. terrestrem dicito domnum." 

There were also scattered throughout pieces of Hebrew con- 
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juration, about which Jehan, who was nothing of a conjurer, 
and not even much of a Grecian, understood nothing; and the 
whole was crossed about in all directions with stars, figures of 
men or animals, and triangles intersecting each other; which 
contributed in no small degree to liken the daubed wall of the 
cell to a sheet of paper over which a monkey has been dragging 
about a pen full of ink. 

The tout ensemble of the retreat, in short, presented a general 
aspect of neglect and ruin; and the sorry condition of the 
utensils led to the supposition that their master had long been 
diverted from his labours by pursuits of some other kind. 

This master, however, leaning over a vast manuscript, 
adorned with singular paintings, appeared to be tormented by 
some idea which constantly mingled itself with his medita¬ 
tions; so at least Jehan thought, as he heard him exclaim, with 

the musing intermissions of a waking dreamer who thinks 
aloud,— 

t Manou said and Zoroaster Uught—the sun is bom 

01 fire, the moon of the sun. Fire is the soul of the universe- 
Its elementary atoms are diffused and in consUnt flow through¬ 
out the world, by an infinite number of channels. At the 
^mts where these (mrrents cross each other in the heavens they 

orodu^! intersection in the earth they 

Crete i same thing; fire in iu con- 

^ <l»^erence between the visible and the palpable 

S“bstance-between vapou^ 

“Ot chimeras; it is the 

seem of^thU *<^'c"ce the 

hand U ‘w What-this light which bathes my 

law it iifnlli ^ according to a certain 

other law condense them according to a certain 

Av/rrnl k • Averroes—yes, it is Averro&<;— 

sanctuary oUhe Koranin'th*'" 

Che va^ was „ “'“'I'cc <>« Cordova; but 

wm fcr'anl^... ^ >“"g time to 

*' thought,” continued the archdeacon m • 

it ic H'ffl ^ better to operate upon a ray of Sin'. 
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considers that it is more simple to operate on terrestrial fire. 
Flamell there’s predestination in the name! Flamma I Yes 
—fire. That is all. The diamond is in charcoal—gold in fire. 
But how to extract it? Magistri affirms that there are certain 
names of women which possess so sweet and mysterious a charm 
that it b sufficient to pronounce them during the operation. 
Let us hear what Manou says about it: 'Where women are 
honoured, the divinities are complacent; where they are de¬ 
spised, it is useless to pray to God. The lips of a woman are 
constantly pure; they are as running waters, as rays of the sun. 
A woman’s name should be pleasing, soft, and fanciful, should 
end with a long vowel, and resemble words of benediction.” 
Yes, indeed the sage is right: Maria — Sophia—Esmeral . . . 
Damnation! Ever that thought! ” 

And he closed the book with violence. 

He passed his hand across his forehead, as if to chase some 
idea which haunted him; then he took from off the table a nail 
and a small hammer, the handle of which was ingeniously 
painted in cabalistic characters. 

“ For some time,” said he with a bitter smile, “ I have failed 
in all my experiments; one idea possesses me, and scorches my 
brain like a seal of fire. I have not so much as been able to 
discover the secret of Cassiodorus, whose lamp burned without 
wick or oil—a thing simple enough nevertheless.” 

“ A plague upon it! ” said Jehan through his teeth. 

” One single miserable thought, then,” continued the priest, 
“ suffices to render a man weak and beside himself 1 Oh, how 
Claude Pemelle would laugh at me—she who could not for a 
moment turn aside Nicolas Flamel from his pursuit of the great 
work! What! I hold in my hand the magic hammer of 
Ezekiel. At each blow which from the depth of his cell the 
formidable rabbi struck upon this nail with this hammer, that 
one amongst his enemies whom he had condemned, even were he 
two thousand leagues off, sank a cubit’s depth into the earffi, 
which swallowed him up. The King of France himself, for 
having one evening inadvertently struck gainst the door of 
the thaumaturgus, sank up to the knees in his payernent of 
Paris. This happened three centuries ago. Well! 1 have 
the hammer and the nail, and yet these implements are no more 
formidable in my hands than a punchmg-tool in the hands of a 
smith. And yet it is only necessary to discover the rnagic word 
which Ezekiel pronounced as he struck upon the nail. 

“ Wffiat nonsense 1 ” thought Jehan. 
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“Come, let us tr\’,” resumed the archdeacon eagerly. “ If 
I succeed, I shall see the blue spark fly out of the head of the 
nail. Emen-Hetan! Emen-Hetan! That’s not it. Sigeani! 
Sigeani I May this nail open the grave for whosoever bears 

the name of Phoebus! ... A curse upon it I still—again_ 

eternally the same idea! ” 

And he threw aside the hammer angrily. He then sank so 
low into his fauteuil and upon the table, that Jehan lost si-ht 
of him behind the high back of his chair. For some minutes 
^ u nothing but his convulsed hand clenched over a 

and^n compasses, 

Grtk wo?d,l '''' 

’AXArKH 

F^an to himself. “ U would 
have been much more simple to have written fatum ■ every 
body s not obliged to know Greek ” ^ 

sSjH" =■ “ 

T^'e scholar viewed his brother with surprise He fnr Im¬ 
part, knew not-he. whose heart was as iX 1^ air-hl k 
observed no law in the world Knt fK 1 j > who 

he, who allowed hVpasriorL to Lw 

dry, by so many fresh drai„s did he e^itTff 
not with what fury that sea of th^ h ^ ^ tlafly—he knew 
and boils when it is refused all eirr/*. P^sions ferments 

swells, and overflow^l^l 

breaks forth in inward sobs and ^ heart—how it 

-t away its dies anret^ bu^ tw”‘T’ 

inaccessible virtue, had Xiys deceier'/\“ ^“8"^ 
scholar never dreamed of the^boilinv f merry 

beneath the snowy brow of Etna ^ ‘ 'it^a 

^at he had seen what he should not ^ve ^^^nderstood 
surprised the soul of his elder brother he had 

w and that he must not let Claude d‘ most secret 

^ t^t the archdeacon Perceiv- 

‘““obihty, he withdrew his head ve^ sS Previous 

*14» ^ ''^ry softly, and made a slight 
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noise of steps behind the door, as of some one arriving and 

giving notice of their approach. 

“Come ini” cried the archdeacon from the interior of his 
cell. “ I was expecting you; I left the key in the door pur¬ 
posely. Come in, Maitre Jacques.” 

The scholar entered boldly. The archdeacon, whom such a 
visit embarassed extremely in such a pUce, shook in his fauteuil. 

“Whatl is it you, Jehan? ” . . j 

“Still a J,” said the scholar, with his ruddy, saucy, and 

jovous face. , . 

The countenance of Dom Oaude had recovered its severe 

expression. “ What are you doing here? ” 

“Brother,” answered the scholar, endeavounng to attain a 
decent, serious, and modest demeanour; twirling his cap in his 
hands with an air of innocence, “ 1 came to ask 

“ A moral lesson, of which I have great need. Jehan dared 
not add aloud, “ And a little money, of which I have still 
greater need.” This last member of the sentence remained 

Sir,” said the archdeacon coldly, “ I am very much dis¬ 
pleased with you.” 

“ Alas 1 ” sighed the scholar. ... u- * * -i 

Dom Claude described a quarter of a circle with his fauteuil, 
and looked at Jehan earnestly. “ I am very glad to see you. 
This was a formidable exordium. Jehan prepared for a 

^^Mehan^^I hear every day sad complainU of >7“-. 

that scuffle about in which you beat and bruised with a stick a 

certain little viscount, Albert de Ramon^amp? 

%h ” said Jehan, “ a grand a 0 a.r thatl ail about a good- 
for-nothing pa^e that amused himself whh _splashmg the 

scholars by galloping his horse through the mud. 

‘‘ And what's this affair of Mah.ette Fargels whose gown 
you have tom ? Tunicam dcchiraverunt, says “'c charge. 

“ accusaS says Inicam, not capp.tta,n. Do you 

understand Latin? ” 

Y^'^contZ'^Ae priest, shaking Ws head; “see what 
study aird lettem ary 4 , Gmek sToSLs 
rttrnorritd^|^no^ce m the’most learned to sk,p 
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a Greek word without reading it, and to say, Gr^rvm est. twn 
legitur," 

The scholar raised his eves boldlv. “ Brother, shall I tell 
you in good French the meaning of that Greek word on the 
wall?” 

“ WTiat word? ” 

” ’AXABKH.” 

A slight blush spread itself over the mottled cheeks of the 
archdearon, like a puff of smoke announcing externally the secret 
commotions of a volcano. The scholar scarcely remarked it. 

“ Well, Jehan ” stammered out the elder brother with diffi- 
cult^^ ** what does the word mean? 

" Fate/’ 

Dorn Claude turned pale again, and the scholar continued 
^elessly: ‘ And that word underneath, engraved by the same 
^ceksignifies impurity. You see I know my 


The archdeacon remained silent. This Greek lesson had set 
im musing Master Jehan, who had all the finesse of a spoiled 
i f judged the moment favourable for venturing his request 
bo. fuming a particularly soft accent, he began,— 

My dear brother, do you hate me so, then, as to look grim 
»t me on account of a few poor scuffles and fisticuffs, dealt, all 

ton^ ^ ^ at? ” said he in a sharp 

want mlney.’"’ bravely: “ I 

At this audacious declaration the archdpamn’e rsK 

“”'Y:rLrT/ 

^ngs in, mcluding both"’the qui?- 7 ente 

twenty^ne houses, thim-nine^ livr “ele^n 

pansis. It’s haU as much asrain nc deniers 

Paclet; but it is not much.^ brothers 

;; I ^t money,” said Jehan stoically. 

houses were hdd in^filu'fee^Tfte'^Wsh*'^ ‘^«nty-one 

«!„ . 0 ....... 
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two marks of silver gilt at six livres parisis each. Now I have 
not yet been able to get together these two marks; you know 
it well.” 

“ I know that I want money/’ repeated Jehan for the third 
time. 

“ And what do you want it for? ” At this question a ray 
of hope shone in the eyes of Jehan. He put on his demure, 
modest look. 

“ Hark you, my dear brother Claude, I do not come to you 
with any bad intention. I am not going to show off at taverns 
with your unzains, or to parade the streets of Paris in gold 
brocade trappings, with my lackey —cum meo laquasio. No, 
brother; it’s for a good work.” 

“ What good work? ” asked Claude, a little surprised. 

Two of my friends wish to purchase some childbed linen 
for a poor Haudriette widow. It’s a charity. It will cost 
three florins, and I wish to subscribe to it.” 

“ What are the names of your two friends? ” 

” Pierre I’Assommeur and Baptiste Croque-Oison.” 

” Humph I ” said the archdeacon; ” they are names that go 
about as fitly to a good work as a bombard would upon a high 
altar.” * 

It is certain that Jehan had very ill chosen the names of his 
two friends. He felt it when too late. 

” And then,” continued the shrewd Claude, ” what sort of 
childbed linen is it to cost three florins, and that for the child 
of a Haudriette widow? And how long is it since Haudriette 
widows have begun to have brats in swaddling clothes? ” 

Jehan broke the ice once more. 

” Well, then, I want some money to go and see Isabeau-la- 
Thierr>’e this evening, at the Val d’Amour.” 

“ Vile libertine 1 ” exclaimed the priest. 

“ Avayveta! ” said Jehan. 

This quotation, which the scholar borrowed, perhaps mis¬ 
chievously, from the waU of the cell, had a singular effect upon 
the priest. He bit his lip, and his anger was lost amidst his 

confusion. 

“ Away with you,” said he to Jehan; I am expecting some 

one.” , 

The scholar tried one more effort. “^Brother Claude, give 

me at least one little parisis, to buy food. 

' Tlics^'two are equivalent in EngUsh to PeUr ths Kncckcr-Doirn 

and Baptist Filch-Gosltng. 


F'ate 


255 


“How far have you got with the decretals of Gratian?" 
asked Dom Claude. 

“ I’ve lost my copy-books.” 

“ Where are you with the Latin classics? ” 

“ Somebody has stolen my copy of Horatius,” 

“ And whereabouts with Aristoteles? ” 

“ ’Faith, brother, what is the name of that father of the 

church who says the errors of heretics have ever found shelter 

^id the thjcketsof Aristotle’s metaphysics? A fig for Aristotle 1 

1II never mangle my religion with his metaphysics.” 

Young man,” continued the archdeacon, “ at the last 

entry of the King there was a gentleman named Plrilippe de 

Commes, who had embroidered on his horse’s housings this 

motto of his, which I advise you to ponder over: Qui non 
laborai, non manducet." ^ 

The scholar remained a moment silent, his finger in his ear 
bs eyes bent upon the ground, and his countenance chagrined' 

of 

Qui non laborat, non manducet ” 

he^d h 7 the inflexibie archdeacon Jehan hid his 

d between his hands, like a woman sobbing, and exclaimed 
with an expression of despair, “ 0 Torarr.r<^roTi 

What does all this mean sir^ i 

this freak. ' ’ Claude, surprised at 

Ci:u'^e'’L'tcrey 7 ‘' m't: :th 7 T'd 

fi- to make tbLTokrif'tf wte^VwTb 
sotle^:,^: t77hd;"con » '“^icrous and 

” '^d'Jrb^tb^ cia:d77o' b ^ 

its tongue so? ” ^ ^ P“°t sole banging 

" “ o!!iron 7 °“ T? 
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—rU be a perfect Pythagoras of science and virtue I Only 
one little parisis, for pity’s sake 1 Would you have me devoured 
by famine, which stands staring me in the face with its gaping 
jaws, blacker, deeper, and more noisome than Tartarus or a 
monk's nose? ” 

Dom Claude shook his wrinkled head. “ Qut non laborai .. 
Jehan did not let him finish. 

" Well," cried he, “ to the devil then! huzza! I'll go to the 
tavern—I’ll fight—I’ll go and see the girls—and there shall be 
the devil to pay." 

So saying, he threw his cap against a wall and snapped his 
fingers like castanets. 

The archdeacon looked at him seriously. " Jehan," said he, 
“ you have no soul." 

" In that case, according to Epicurus, I want a something, 
made of another something, which is without a name." 

" Jehan, you must think seriously of amending your life." 
“Oh yes," cried the scholar, looking alternately at his 
brother and at the alembics on the furnace, “everything’s 
atwist here, I see—ideas as well as bottles." 

“ Jehan, you are on the downward road: do you know 

whither vou are going? " 

“ To the public-house,” said Jehan. 

“ The public-house leads to the pillory." 

“ It’s only another sort of lantern; and with that, perhaps, 
Diogenes would have found his man." 

“ The pillory leads to the gibbet." 

“The gibbet is a balance, with a man at one end and the 
whole world at the other. It’s fine to be the man." 

“ The gibbet leads to hell." 

“ That’s a rousing fire." 

“ Jehan, Jehan 1 all this will have a bad end." 

“ It’ll have had a good beginning." 

At this moment the noise of footsteps was heard on the stair¬ 
case. 

“SilenceI" said the archdeacon, putting his finger on ms 
lips; “here’s Maitre Jacques. Hark you, Jehan,” added he 
in a low voice, “ beware of ever speaking of what you have seen 
and heard here. Hide yourself quickly under this funuice, 

and do not breathe." 

The scholar skulked under the furnace, and just then a happy 

thought struck him. l l- •»» 

“ Apropos, brother Claude—a florin for not breathing! 
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“Silencel I promise it you.” 

” You must give it me.” 

"Take it, thenl” said the archdeacon, throwing him his 

purse angrily. Jehan crept under the furnace, and the door 
opened 


CHAPTER V 

THE TWO MEN IN BLACK 

The persM who now entered w'ore a black gown and a doleful 
mien, ^''hat at the 5 rst glance struck our fnend Jehan (who 
^ may well be supposed, so placed himself in his comer as to 

s-dness kX pleasure) was the perfect 

Thlr! ^ ^ ^ ^nd the visage of this newcomer 

There was, nevertheless, a certain meekness diffused over that 

of affected gentleness. He was very grev and wrinkled 

;“Si 

"rss r ? 

during'^chtesSmerto’be^r^-^ ^ nloments’^itenMt 

tionX sa,d to hT:'h a 

Maitre Jacques ” ^ ^ Good-day to you, 

^^errCm ^,.e t!™ ” ^lack. 

this Maitre Jacques and on side 

the difiere^eX^L“n 

f^d thrnre-:^:/'rhelT^” 

“-.-tre.-. said the other .ith a sorrow. ..de,'; 
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keep on blowing. As many cinders as I like, but not a spark 
of gold.” 

Dom Claude betrayed signs of impatience. 

“ I am not speaking to you of that, Maitre Jacques Charmolue, 
but of the suit against your magician—i\farc Cenaine I tliink 
you call him—the butler of the Court of Accompts. Does he 
confess his sorcery? Has the torture succeeded? ” 

“Alas, no!” answered Maitre Jacques, still with his sad 
smile; we have not that consolation. That man’s a prefect 
stone; we might boil him in the March6-aux-Pourceaux before 
he would say anything. However, we spare no pains to get 
at the truth. Pie has already every joint dislocated; we put 
all our irons on the fire, as says the old comic writer Plautus,— 

* Advorsum stimulos. lamioas, crucesque^ compedesquCp 
Nervos, catenas^ carceres. numellas, pedicas, boias.* 

But all to no purpose—that man’s terrible—I quite lose my 
labour with him.” 

“ You have found nothing fresh in his house? ” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Maitre Jacques, feeling in his pouch—“ this 
parcliment. There are words in it which we do not understand. 
And yet monsieur the criminal advocate, Philippe Lheulier, 
knows a little Hebrew, which he learned in that affair of the 
Jews of the Rue Kantersten at Brussels.” 

So saying, Maitre Jacques unrolled a parchment. “ Give it 
me,” said the archdeacon. And casting his eyes over the scroll, 
“ Pure magic, Maitre Jacques! ” cried he. “ Ettun HetanI— 
that’s the cry of the witches when they arrive at their sabbath. 
Per ipsum, et cum tpso, el in ipso /—that’s the command which 
cliains the devil down in hell again. Hax, pax, max /—that has 
to do with medicine—a spell against the bite of a mad dog. 
Maitre Jacques, you are King’s attorney in the ecclesiastical 

court; this parcliment is abominable.” 

“ We’ll put the man to the torture again. Here’s something 
else,” added Maitre Jacques, rummaging again in his bag, 

“ which we found at Marc Cenaine’s.” 

It was a vessel of the same family as those which covered 
the furnace of Dom Claude. “ Ah,” said the archdeacon, an 

alchemist’s crucible I ” • , . • - a 

“ I confess to you,” replied Maitre Jacques, with his timid 

and constrained smile, “ that I have tried it over the furnace, 
but I have succeeded no better with it than with - 

The archdeacon set about examining the vessel. Wha 


The Two Men in Black 259 

has he engraved on his crucible? Och ! och /—a word to drive 
away fleas! This Marc Cenaine‘s an ignoramus. 1 can easilv 
believe you’U not make gold with this; it will do to put in vour 
alcove in the summer, and that’s all.” 

“Smce we are on the subject of errors,” said the Kind’s 

attorney, “ I liave just been studying, before I came up. the 

h^res on the portal below. Is your reverence quite sure that 

natural philosophy that's repre- 

he Hotel-Dieu, and that, among 

the se%en naked figures at the feet of our Lady, that which has 

wings at his heels is Mercurius? ” 

thlMr;” "so Augustin Nvpho writes— 

St" R T ' ” taupht him 

from &t.” ^ 

" R you, raaitre, said Charmolue, bending to the ground 

.pS»S; iitSlT.' » 

\^*liat sorceress? ” 

dat n!ftif'’’ri and dances everv 

h-a"goSw&.:,VhCs°' Ite 

^iculate 'Hradde”d'';ith'tnffort ^‘‘Look 

Cenaine.” enort, Look you to Marc 

I’ll I pet back 

a devil of a man: he tires out Pie™ 

i^d. .H.., k..., ATilSi'iZ'ci >“ 

-Cr'''?'”'"'-''""'""'— 

n " ■ ''' ^*^11 

I m<^n-look to Mark Cenain:.” Jacqu„ 

Ves. yes. Bom Oaode. Poor man, He. We suHered .Ote’ 
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Mummol. But what an idea, for a butler of the Court of 
Accompts, who must know the text of Charlemagne, Stryga vel 
masca, to attend the witches’ sabbathl As to the little one— 
Smelarda, as they call her—I’ll wait your orders. Ah 1 as we 
pass under the portal you’ll explain to me that gardener painted 
in relief that you see on entering the church—the Sower, is it 
not? Eh, maitre, what are you thinking about? ” 

Dorn Qaude, lost in his own thoughts, heard him not. Char- 
molue, following the direction of lus eyes, saw that they Iwd 
fixed themselves mechanically on the large spider’s web which 
hung like a drapery over the small window. At that moment 
a giddy fly, courting the March sun, threw itself across the net, 
and got entangled in it. At the shaking of the web the enormous 
spider made a sudden movement from out his central cell; then 
at one bound rushed upon the fly, which he bent double with 
his fore feelers, whilst with his hideous trunk he scooped out 
its head. “ Poor fly I ” said the King’s attorney in the ecclesias¬ 
tical court, and he raised his hand to save it. The archdeacon, 
as if starting out of his sleep, held back his arm with convulsive 


Violence 

» Maitre Jacques,” cried he, “ let fate do its work I ” 

The King’s attorney turned round quite scared^ He 
as if his arm was grasped with iron pincers. The ^e of 1 
priest was motionless, haggard, glaring, and remained fixed on 

tiie little horrible group of the spider and the ny. 

“ Ah yesi ” continued the priest, in a voice which ^emed ^ 

issue fr’om the bottom of his heart; “ there is a "[‘he 

whole 1 She flies—she is joyous—she emerges into life—she 
Courts thfspring, the open'ah, hberty^h yesl but she strikes 
against the faUl net-work-the spider '^s'les from it^ the 
hideous snider! Poor dancer 1 poor predestined flyl Maitre 
teeui Teave it alono-'tis fate 1 AJas, Claude, thou art he 
Ld^erl ’ Claude, thou art the fly tool Ttou didst hasten 
forward in search of knowledge, of the light the sun 
onk ^re was to reach the pure air, the broad day-beams of 
eternal truth; but rushing towards the dazzling '“epb^'e "bich 
fpens on another world-a world of brightness, of ■ntellcct of 
scienc^infatuated flyl i^^ensate sage 1 thou dMst oo^see th 

subtle spider's web by destiny d b ^ecn ^e^hgh^ 

and thei^thou d'dst “adly crushed’ head and 

r ^l^rwtrVren'^The ^ron®.y tenn. Fate 1 Maitre 

Jacques, Maitre Jacques, let the spider wo 
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“ I assure you/’ said Giarmolue, who looked at him without 
undersunding him, “ that I will not touch it. But let go my 
arm, maitre, for pity’s sakel You have a hand of iron.” 

The archdeacon heard him not. “ 0 madman I ” continued 
he, without Uking his eyes off the window. “ And even couldst 
thou have broken through that formidable web with thy gnat- 
like wings, thoughtst thou to have attained the light? Alasl 
that glass beyond—that transparent obstacle—tliat wall of 
ciystal harder than brass—which separates all philosophy from 
the truth—how couldst thou have passed beyond it? Oh, 
v^ty of science, how many sages have come fluttering from’ 
afar, to dash their heads against thee I How many clashing 
systems buzz vainly about that everlasting barrier 1 ” 

He was silent. These last ideas, which had insensibly called 

rfi A from himself to science, appeared to have 

^imed him, and Jacques Charmolue completely brought him 
took to a sense of real.ty by addressing to him this qtestion- 

I 5m/u«eed” ’ sold? 


he archd^con shook his head with a bitter smile. “ Maitre 
Jacqnes, read Michael Psellus: D.alogus * cnerg.i e, operalIoZ 
•iamvnum What we are doing is not quite innocent.’’ 

“ P ^ "'y doubts,” said Charmolue 

on^U o T practise a little hermetic philosophy when 


What s that? ” asked he. 

pUc^Tad'Lfdto/^ed^ISle/r^srand 

cheese, and had beffun to eat KAtK™ ° ® corner of moulds 
way of consolation ^nd breakf^/’ As he° w bj 

made a great noise, laying stmna ei/nh ‘"'"SO’, h, 

and this it was that had roLed and ala™/d'the" 

It s a cat of mine,” said the ^ * attorney 

hei^lf below there upon some mouse or other"^”*"^ 

maTtl " satisfled Charmolue ’»w>. 
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reminded his worthy disciple that they had some figures on the 
portal to study together; and they both quitted the cell, to the 
great relief of the scholar, who began seriously to fear that his 
knee would take the impression of his chin. 


CHAPTER VI 


THZ EFFECT PKODUCED BY SEVEN OATHS UTTERED IN THE 

OPEN AIR 

“ Te Deum landamas I exclaimed Maitre Jehan, issuing from 
his hole, “ the two screech-owls are gone at last. Och I och I — 
Haxt pax I /—fleas!—mad dogs!—the devil! I’ve bad 

enough of their conversation! My head hums like a bell. 
Mouldy cheese into the bargain I Whew 1 let me get down and 
Uke the purse of my high and mighty brother, and convert all 

these coins into bottles.” 

He cast a look of tenderness and admiration into the interior 
of the precious escarceUe; adjusted his dress; rubbed his boots; 
dusted his poor furred sleeves, all white with ashes; whistled 
an air; pirouetted a movement; looked about the cell to see u 
there was anything else he could take; scraped up here and 
there from off the furnace some amulet in glassware by way ol 
trinket to give to Isabeau-la-Thierrye; and, finally, opened the 
door which his brother had left unfastened as a last indulgence, 
and which he in his turn left open as a last piece of mischief; 
and descended the circular staircase skipping like a bird 

In the midst of the darkness of the spiral stairs he elbowed 
something, which moved out of the way .with a growl; he pre¬ 
sumed that it was Quasimodo, and h.s fancy ^o ‘'ckled 
with the circumstance that he descended ‘he rest of ‘he stairs 
holding his sides with laughter, and was still laughing when he 

^°HrsUmped*hirfoot when he found himself on terra firma. 
- Oh ” said he, most honourable and excellent pavement o 

f a;: 

.IP.™ a,..,.. 

hole in the wall! ” 
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He advanced a few steps, and perceived the two screech-owls 

—that is to say, Dora Claude and Maltre facqiies C harmolue_ 

busy contemplating some sculpture on 'the portal. He ap¬ 
proached them on tiptoe, and heard the archdeacon sav in a 
whisper to Charmolue, " It was r,uillaume de Paris that had a 
Job en^ven on that stone of lapis lazuli, gilt at the edges. 
By Job IS meant the philosopher’s stone, which must be tried 
and tortured to become perfect, as Ravmond Lully savs- Sub 
conversationt jormo’ specifics salva antma ” 

It’s all one to me ” said Jehan; “ I’ve got the purse.” 

behind ht Tr'"' " voice 

behind him uttering a series of formidable oaths: “ / 

sF »? =? .ri„: 

brother Charmolue, turned round, and saw his 

standiT w"th'hi*s’ Chateaupers. He was 

betrothed and swea^ ^e^Vurk 

“• .H. 

•• eZZ ' ” answered the captain. 

now, ni bmvr;rn;;r“t;^“'.:r''^‘> -ho'-. •• how 

of fine language ? ’’ ' ^ meaning of tills overflow 

tj '““iSrAJ'''*" " “idd Ptakd., .l..k.s him b. 


Polar. - -WaXitmUlillig 

“fwould°'^l.‘"^,?‘’''“''^'^'' naptain. 
“ T K ^ ray heart, but I’ve c 

^ I have though.- ^ "" 

Nonsense 1 let 


no money.” 


s sec. 
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Jehan displayed the purse before the captain’s eyes with 
dignity and simplicity. Meanwhile the archdeacon, having left 
Charmolue all aghast, had approached them, and stopped a few 
steps off, observing them both without their noticing him, so 
ab«>rbed were they in the contemplation of the purse. 

Phoebus exclaimed, “ A purse in your pocket, Jehan 1 Why, 
it’s the moon in a pad of water: one sees it, but it’s not there 
—there’s nothing but the reflection. Egadl III lay anything 
they’re pebble stones.” 

Jehan answered coolly, “ These are the pebbles with which I 
pave my fob.” 

And without adding another word he emptied the purse upon 
a borne or high curbstone that was near, with the air of a 
Roman saving his country. 

**Vrai Dieul*' growled out Phoebus. ** Targes I—grands 
blancs I—pelits blanks I—mailles at two to a tournoisl—deniers 
parisisl—and real eagle Hards 1—it’s enough to stigger onel ” 

Jehan remained dignified and immovable. A few Hards 
rolled into the dirt; the captain, in his enthusiasm, stopped to 
pick them up. Jehan withheld him, ” Fie, CapUin Phcebus 

de Giateaupers 1 ” 

Phcebus counted the money; and, turning with solemnity 
towards Jehan, “ Do you know, Jehan,” said he, “ that there 
are twenty-three sous parisis here? Whom have you been 
clearing out last night in Rue Coupe-Gueule? ” 

Jehan threw back his fair and curly head, and said, half 
closing his eyes as if in scorn, “ What if one has a brother an 

archdeacon and a simpleton 1 ” 

“ Come dt Dteu / ” cried Phoebus, “ the worthy man. 

” Let’s go and drink,” said Jehan. 

“Where shall we go?” said Phcebus— “ to the Pomme 


d’Eve?” 


“No, captain; let’s go to the Vieille Science. Une vtetUe 
qui scie une anse. That’s a rebus, and I like a rebus 

“Deuce take the rebuses, Jehan 1 the wines better at the 
Pomme d’Eve; and then, by the side of the door, there s a 

vine in the sun, that cheers me when I m drinking. 

“ Verv well, tlien, here goes for Eve and her apple, said the 

scholar,'taking Phcebus by the arm. ” 

captain, you said just now Rue Coupe-Gueule. That s speaking 
very incorrecUy. Wc are no longer so barbarous, we say 

^ Th^''“wo'^fTknds directed their steos towards the Pomme 
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d’Eve. It is hardly necessary to say that they first gathered 
up the money, and that the archdeacon followed them. 

The archdeacon followed them with a haggard and gloomy 
countenance. Was that the Phoebus whose accursed name, 
since his interview with Gringoire, had mingled with all his 
thoughts? He did not know, but, at any rate, it was a Phoebus; 
and that magic name was a sufficient inducement for the arch¬ 
deacon to follow the two thoughtless companions with a stealthy 
pace, listening to their words and observing their slightest 
gwtures with anxious attention. However, nothing was easier 
t^n to hear ah they said, so loud they talked, and so little did 

JrfiT passers-by knowing their secrets. They 

talked of duels, girls, and pranks of all sorts. 

At the turn of a street the sound of a tambourine struck 

he^rH ^ ^ neighbouring crossway. Dom Claude 

o^steps'" let’s quicken 

« Phoebus? *’ 

*!, the gipsy will see me.” 

What gipsy ? ” 

“ llie little one with her eoat *’ 

“ La Esmeralda ? ” ^ 

Do you know her then, Phoebus? ” 

;^pn my soul I ” said Pheebus. 

This evening? ” 

This evening I ” 

.. y°“ sure she’U come? ” 

things p®.r“ “ Jetan? Does one ever doubt those sort of 

Chattered; a visible shudder ran ^^th 

stopped a moment, leaned aeainst a ^ ^ ® He 

-d^hen foUowed the tra^or^e^tw^W^^ ^ 


u 


tt 


it 


it 


changed 
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conversation; and he heard them singing, at the full stretch of 
their lungs, the burden of an old song,— 

••The lads the dice that merrily thro-A 
Werriiy to the gallows go.” 


CHAPTER VII 

TUB SPECTRE MONK 

The illustrious cabaret of the Pomme d’Eve was situated in the 
University, at the comer of the Rue de la Rondelle and the Rue 
du Batonnier. The principal room was on the ground floor, 
very large and very low, supported in the centre by a heavy 
wooden pillar, painted yellow. There were ta!)les all around; 
shining pewter pots hung up against the wall; a constant 
abundance of drinkers, and girls in plenty; a large casement 
looking into the street; a vine at the door; and over the door, 
a creaking iron plate, with an apple and a woman painted upon 
it, rusted by the rain, and turning with the wind upon an iron 
pin. This sort of weathercock, looking towards the highway, 
was the sign of the house. 

Night was falling; the street was dark; the cabaret, full of 
lighted candles, flamed afar like a forge in the darkness, and 
emitted the noise of glasses, of feasting, of oaths, of quarrels, all 
escaping through the broken panes. Through the mist which 
the heat of the room ditTused over the long casement in front 
were seen a multitude of figures confusedly swarming; and now 
and then there burst forth a loud peal of laughter. The people 
going along the street upon their business passed by this tumul¬ 
tuous casement without casting their eyes that way. Only 
now and then some little tattered boy would spring up on his 
toes until he could just see in at the window, and shout into 
the cabaret the old bantering cry with which it was then the 
custom to follow drunkards, " Aux Houls, saouls, saouls, 

saouls!'* . j j 

One man, however, was walking backwards and forwards 

imperturbably before the noisy tavern, looking towards it ui- 
cessantly, and stepping no farther away from it than a pikeman 
from his sentry-box. He was cloaked up to the nose. He had 
just bought the cloak at a ready-made clothes-shop near to the 
Pomme d’Eve, doubtless to secure himself from the cold of a 
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March night—perhaps, also, to conceal his costume. From 
time to time he stopped before the dim lattice-headed casement, 
listening, looking, and beating with his foot. 

At length the door of the cabaret opened, and for that he 
seemed to have been waiting. A pair of boon companions 
^me out. The gleam of light that now issued through the 
doorway cast a glow for a moment on their jovial faces. The 
man m the cloak went and placed himself on the watch under 
a porch on the other side of the street. 

“ Corne ei ionrurre I ” said one of the two companions “ it's 
on the stroke of seven. It’s the hour of my assignation.”’ 

in thi RneH!.’ thick, “ that I don’t live 

, f 1 a Paroles-,W,g„„ qui inter mala verba 

^ m the Rue Jean-Pain-Mollet-fn vico loannis- 

Patn-MoUet-and yon re a wry-brained fellow if you say the 
~ntra^. Everybody knows that he that gets once upon a 

a^'in^ bh'rk^q^ ^ smelling out 

a dcinty bit, like St. Jacques-de-rH6pital ” ^ 

mSTS --1.V 

who was watching them in thf^ Ha ir\ seems that the man 
for he foUowed ^th slow ste^s jl tL 

scholar forced the captain to^make reeling 

drinker, had retained all hii a more seasoned 

attentively the ir^ in thl rllv 
mter«ting conversation which f^ows"^"^'"’ 

rveES3'---^^^ 
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bridge, and that I must pay for the room. The old white- 
whiskered jade won’t give me credit. Jehan, I pray you, have 
we drunk all the contents of the curb’s pouch?—haven’t you a 
single parisis left? ” 

“ The consciousness of having spent our other hours well is a 
just and savoury sauce to our table.” 

“ Venire ei boyaux /—a truce with your gibberish. Tell me— 
the devil’s own Jehan—have you any coin left? Give it me, 
Be-Dieu I or I’ll search you aU over, though I should find you 
as lousy as Job and as scabby as Caesar.” 

“ Monsieur, the Rue Galiache is a street with the Rue de la 
Verrerie at one end of it and the Rue de la Tixeranderie at the 
other.” 

“ Well—yes—ray good friend Jehan—my poor comrade— 
the Rue Galiache—good—very good. But in Heaven’s name 
come to your senses. I want but one sou parisis—and seven 
o’clock’s the time.” 

“ Silence around, and attention to the song:— 

* When mice have every case devour’d. 

The King of Arras shall be lord: 

When the sea, so deep and wide. 

Is frozen at Midsummer-tide, 

Then all upon the ice you’ll see 
The Arras men their town shall flee.’ '* 


“ Well, scholar of Antichrist, the devil strangle thee 1 ” ex¬ 
claimed Phoebus; and he roughly pushed the intoxicated 
scholar, who reeled against the wall and fell down gently upon 
the pavement of Philip-Augustus. Through a remnant of that 
fraternal pity which never absolutely deserts the heart of a 
bottle-companion, Phoebus roUed Jehan with his foot upon one 
of those pillows of the poor man which Providence keeps ready 
against every curbstone and post in Pam and which ^e 
^ch scornfully stigmatUe with the name of dungheaps. The 
cantain reared up Jehan’s head on an mchned plane of cabbage 
stalks and forthwith the scholar began to snore a niost muni¬ 
ficent bass. However, aU malice had not entirely the heart 

of the captain. “So much the worse for thee, the devds 

cart picks thee up as it goes by,” sard he to the poor sleeping 

clerk; and he went his way. / n • u- » 

Th^ man in the cloak, who had kept following him, 8 opped 

for a moment before the recumbent scholar as if agitated by 

some feeling of indecision; then heavmg a deep sigh, he went 

on also after the captain. 
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Like them, we will now leave Jehan sleeping under the bene¬ 
volent eye of the fair starlight; and with the reader’s permission 
we will track their steps. 

On turning into the Rue St. Andrades-Arcs, Captain Phoebus 
perceived that some one was following him. He saw, while 
accidentally casting round his eyes, a sort of shade creeping 
behind him along the walls. He stopped—it stopped; he went 
on—then the shade went on again also. This, however, gave 
him very little concern. “ Ah, bah! ” said he to himself—“ it 
matters little; I’ve not a sou about me.” 

In front of the College d’Autun he made a halt. It was at 
that allege that he had shuffled through what he was pleased 
to caU his studies; and through a certein habit of a refractory 
schoolboy which stiU clung to him, he never passed before the 
to college without stopping to pay his compliments 

^ Cardinal Pierre Bertrand, which stood on the 

“ "anal, before the 

ffigy of the ^rdm^, and snuffing the wmd, the street beino 
tore quite solitary, he saw the shadow approaching him slowly 
^ slowly that he had fuU time to observe that this same 
shade had a cloak and a hat. When it had come nearly up to 
him It stopped, and remained almost as motionless as the statue 
of Cardinal Bemand itseU. But it fixed upon Phcebi^ ^o 

steadfast eyes, full of that vague sort of light which issues in 
the mght-time from the pupilTof a cat. 

The raptain was brave, and would have cared very little fnr 
a robber with a rapier in his hand But tKic "a 

this petrified man, made his blood run cold At*tLt^^^* 
there were certain strange rumours afinat 

that rMged the streets of Paris in the ntht-ttar''Md“ih"^ 
recurred confusedly to his recnll^^rtmT. 

for a few minutes^ torbX sSen« af th?f 
deavouring to laugh “ Sir ” same time en- 

hope is ^ case,Tu’re W ^ I 

attacking a walnut-sheU.’ My dei felfow^'lC H 

of amily Try your hand hid by here ’inThe 

feU upon Pheebus’s arm ^ the for^°^fcloak, and 
shade at t^e same time opening his hns^anri^ ^ ^ 

1 ^ P‘i-bus,'’^.do you tnow my 


name 
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“ I not only know your name,” returned the man in the 
cloak with his sepulchral voice, but I also know that you 
have an appointment to-night.” 

“ Yes,” answered Phoebus in amazement. 

“ At seven o’clock.” 

“ In a quarter of an hour.’* 

“ At La Falourdel’s.” 

“ Exactly so.” 

“ The old woman’s on the Pont St. Michel.” 

” Yes—St. Michel-Archange, as the Paternoster says.” 

“ Impious man! ” muttered the spectre. “ With a woman ? ” 

“ Confittory 

“ Whose name is-” 

” La Smeralda,” said Phcebus with alacrity, all his careless¬ 
ness having gradually returned to him. 

At that name the grip of the spectre shook Phcebus’s arm 
furiously. “Captain Phcebus de Chateaupers, you liel” 

Any one who could have seen at that moment the fiery 
countenance of the captain—the spring which he made back¬ 
wards, so violent that it disengaged him from the iron clutch 
which had seized him—the haughty mien with which he laid 
his hand upon the hilt of his sword—and, in the presence of all 
that passionate anger, the sullen stillness of the man in the 
cloak—any one who could have seen all that would have been 
affrighted. There was somewhat of the combat of Don Juan 
and the statue. 

“Christ and Satan 1” cried the captain; “that’s a word 
that seldom assails the ear of a Chateaupers. Thou durst not 
repeat it.” 

“ You liel ” said the spectre coolly. 

The captain ground his teeth. Spectre monk, phantom, 
superstitions—all were forgotten at that moment. He now saw 
nothing but a man and an insult. “ Hal hal this goes well! ” 
spluttered he in a voice choking with rage. He drew his sword; 
then, still stammering—for anger as well as fear makes a man 
tremble—" Hither! ” said he, “ directly 1 Come on I Swords I 

swords 1 Blood upon these stones 1 ’ , . , 

Meanwhile the other did not stir. When he saw his adversary 
on his guard and prepared to defend himself, Captain Phcebus, 
said he, and his accent vibrated with bitterness, “ you forget 

your assignation.” ... 

The angr^' fits of such men as Phcebus are like boiling milk, 

of which a drop of cold water allays the ebullition. These cw 
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words brought down the point of the sword which glittered in 
the captain’s hand. 

“ Captain,” continued the man, ” to-morrow—the next day 
—a month hence—ten years hence—you’ll find me quite ready 
to^^t your throat. But first go to your assignation.” 

u PhcEbus, as if seeking to capitulate 

with himself, a sword and a girl are two charming things to 

of them for the sake of the other, when I can have them both ” 
.\nd so saying he put up his sword. 

;; Go to yoi^ assignation,” resumed the unknown. 

Monsieur answered Phoebus with some embarrassment 
many thanks for your courtesy It will in farf ’ 

tat»„.i.. “ 

ps.isiSi?^j5 

I d forgotten I I’ve not a erm t • Come-Dieu 1 

and the old hag will want to h/* garret; 

trust me.” ® ^ ^ beforehand-she won’i 

” Here is wherewith to pay ” 

“ One condition,” said the stran<^er <■ i>. 
been wrong, and that you sp^e 4e‘tn,t^“ ^’'’e 

corner whence I may see whether “ “me 

who^ n^e you have uttered.” ^ mally she 

shaU Mmha“<i,m“S- We 

T£meXn^^ Sd^ s^^^ 

whether'^y^ K’Me'Ser Dla£?‘^“- “ ^ "ot indeed 

^ ^ friends to-night an^tn*” persona. But 

my debts of the purse and oT^e“i^d.”'’"'“’^ ^ 



Notre-Dame 


272 

They went forward at a rapid pace, and in a few minutes the 
noise of the river below announced to them that they were 
upon the Pont St. Michel, then loaded with houses. “ TU first 
introduce you,” said Phoebus; ” then I’ll go and fetch the lady, 
who was to wait for me near the Petit-Chatelet. His companion 
made no answer; since they had been walking side by side he 
had not uttered a word. Phoebus stopped against a low door, 
and gave it a rough jolt. A light made its appearance through 
the crevices of the door. “Who’s there?” cried a toothless 
voice. “ Corps-Dieu I UU-Dieu / venire-Dieu ! ” answered the 
captain. Tlie door opened immediately, and exhibited to the 
newcomers an old woman and an old lamp, both of them 
trembling. The old woman was bent double, clothed in tatters, 
her head shaking, wrapped in a duster by way of coiQure, and 
perforated by two small eyes; wrinkled all over—her hands, 
her face, her neck; her lips turning inward, underneath her 
gums; and aU round her mouth she had tufts of white hair, 
giving her the whiskered and demure look of a cat. The interior 
of this dog-hole was in no less decay than herself. There 
were walls of chalk; black beams in the ceiling; a dismantled 
fireplace; cobwebs in every comer; in the middle, a tottering 
company of maimed stools and tables; a dirty child in the 
ash-heap; and at the back a staircase, or rather a wooden 
ladder, ascending to a trap-door in the ceiling. As he entered 
this den Pheebus’s mysterious companion pulled his cloak up to 
his eyes. Meanwhile the capuin, swearing all the while like a 
Saracen, lost no time in producing his tcuy saying, as he presented 
it, “ The St. Martha room.” 

The old woman received him like any grandee, and shut up 
the ecu in a drawer. It was the piece which Pheebus had 
received from the man in the black cloak. While her back was 
turned, the little long-haired tattered boy that was playing 
among the ashes went slyly to the drawer, took out the ecu, 
and put there instead of it a dry leaf which he had plucked 

from a fagot. , , n j 

The old woman beckoned to the two gentlemen, as she cal^ 

them, to follow her, and ascended the ladder before them. On 
reaching the upper story she set down her lamp upon a chest; 
and Pheebus, as one accustomed to the house, opened a side 
door, which was the entrance to a dark and outrof-thc-way 
nook. “ Go in there, my dear feUow,” said he to his companion 
The man in the cloak obeyed without answering a word; the 





I 
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door closed upon him; he heard Phoebus bolt it outside, and a 
moment afterwards go downstairs again with the old woman. 
The light had disappeared. 


V 


/ 






CHAPTER VIII 


THE CONVENIENCE OP WINDOWS LOOKING OUT ON THE RIVER 

presume that the reader, better in- 

has seen in all this adventure no other 

Smf archdeacon himself) groped about for 

Km uTTt" dark comer in which the captain had bolted 

in^^' builders sometimes reserve 

m the angle formed by the roof with the wall that supportsTt 

no™ kvUihT and tr *“d "either window 

^ “'."’■"ed plane of the roof prevented a 

standing up in it. Claude was therefore under the 

CTa'cke'd^ squatting down in the dust and the plaster that 
packed underneath him; and at the same time his he"d w^ 
burning. In ferreting about him with his hand*; r ^ 

a°-t^-- - J^ed ^ 

La S^l'da^^hmllTs^^Ja^'^LThatM ■" "" 

Of whom he I^as so bnd abandonedT brother, 

archdeacon's cassock hb rennt^^" ^ his 

to La Falourdel’s—all" those imaees &]\ dragged 

X ri‘“ ^ 

« if he had grown TdJhy fifty^^°‘ “l !>« felt 

the wooden staircase creak ai ^ °"ee he heard 

door opened again, anXSin“t m'd^^f 
the worm-eaten door of nook tbereT^ a^i ;.^ 
width, to which he put his face sn f u “ eonsiderable 

passed in the adjonZ chLnf^r’ ®«e all tl«? 

issued through the^a^o' woman 
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third person, that beautiful and graceful figure La Esmeralda. 
The priest saw her issue from below like a dazzling apparition. 
Oaude trembled; a cloud spread itself over his eyes; his pulses 
beat violently; his brain was in a whirl; he no longer saw or 
heard anything. 

VVTien he came to himself again Phoebus and La Esmeralda 
were alone, seated upon the wooden chest beside the lamp, 
the light of which exhibited to the archdeacon those two youthful 
figures, and a wretched-looking couch at the farther end of the 
room. 

Close to the couch there was a window, the casement of which, 
burst like a spider’s web upon which the rain has beaten, showed 
through its broken meshes a small patch of sky, with the moon 
reposing upon a pillow’ of soft clouds. 

The young girl was blushing, confused, palpitating. Her 
long drooping lashes shaded her glowing cheeks. The officer, 
to whom she dared not lift her eyes, was quite radiant. Mechani¬ 
cally and with a charming air of unconsciousness, she was 
tracin'^ incoherent lines with the end of her finger upon the 
wooden seat, and looking at the finger. Her foot was not 

visible, for the little goat was lying upon it. 

The captain was very gallantly arrayed. Upon his neck and 
his wrists he had tufts of fancy trimming, a great elegancy of 


w^ not without difficulty that Dorn Claude could overhear 
their conversation, through the humming of the blood that was 

boiling in his temples. ... * «i 

A dull affair enough, the talk of a pair of lovers-a perpetual 

“ I love vou a musical strain, the repetition of which is very 

monotonous and very insipid to all indifferentli^ers when it 

is not set off with a few fionturi. But Claude was no indifferent 


Oh ” said the young girl, without lifting her eyes, “ do not 
despise rne. Monseigneur Phoebus I I feel that I am doing what 

“ ^Defpise you, my pretty girl I ” retumed the officer with ^ 
air of g^allanV superieure^ ei disUngMt— despise you, 

Dieu ! and why should I? 

“ For having followed you. . 

“ On that score, my charmer, we don t at all agree. I 0 g 

not only to despise you, but to hate you. „ 

The young girl looked at him m affr ght. Hate me 

exclaimed she. “ Why, what have I done? 
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“ For having taken so much soliciting.” 

“Alas,” said she, “ it is that I’m breaking a vow f , , , I 

shall never 6nd my parents ... the amulet will lose its 

virtue. ... But what then? what occasion have 1 for father 
and mother now? ” 

So saying, she fixed upon the captain her large black eyes 
moist with joy and tenderness. ’ 

'■ Deuce take me if I understand you I ” cried Phoebus. 

• remained silent for a moment; then a tear 

issued from her eyes, a sigh from her lips, and she said, •' O 
monseigneur, I love you.” * 

sJhTrh^ ^ perfume of chastity, 

^ewith W ‘hat Phcebus did not feel quite at his 

l^e meV ” H I h°"ever, emboldened him. “ You 

love me 1 said he with transport, and he threw his arm round 

mnityf^ ““'y been waiting for that oppor- 

thereupon he felt with his finaer’s 
“ Ph Jhha bote concealed in his brfast 
waJfrom th “''‘'"‘‘'='1 ‘ha gip^Y girl, gently disengaging 

“^hav: sdir£ 

^an^of,^:: 

Your name is Phoebus—it’s a fir?l ^ look—a sword, 

n.™, „.,d. Do o„. 

blade; examined with wonderful r,,,-* the 

guard; and kissed the ^ ‘he cipher upon the 

a brave man. I love my cap4in ” of 

upX"t!::u«„rntk\^^ra^id°e to impress 

which made the young ’gtl dr^^te'Llf' '“'‘‘"g- " ku' 

Simh his teeth in the dark®^““ 

DojustwaialUtrtLuiT^ to you 

he^the sound of^i’u^r'^pJrs^^'owCidloL^r^ '-d 

* ""t “•“‘■“ta. ■V«UD"5ir.S m“a ."S") 


K +23 
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By-the-bye, my darling, have you seen me in my stau 

hacqueton ? ** 

“ Alas, no I ” answered she. 

“ Ha, that’s the finest thing of all! ” 

Phcebus came and seated himself beside her again, but much 
nearer than before. He began—" Just listen, my dear-” 

The gipsy girl him several little taps of her pretty hand 
upon the lips, with childish and graceful sportiveness. " No, 
no ” said she; " I will not listen to you. Do you love me? 
I want you to tell we whether you love me.” 

“Whether I love you, sweet angel?” cried the captain, 
bending one knee to the floor. " My blood, my soul, my 
property—all are thine, all at thy disposal. I love thee, and 

have never loved any but thee.” 

The captain had so many times repeated this sentence on 
many a like occasion that he delivered it all in a breath, and 
without a single blunder. At this impassioned declaration 
the gipsy girl raised to the dingy ceiling which here held the 
place of heaven a look full of angelic happiness. "Oh,” 
murmured she, " such is the moment at which one ought to 
die! ” Phcebus found " the moment ” convenient for snatching 
from her another kiss, which went to torture the wretched 


archdeacon in his corner. 

“To die!” cried the amorous captain. What are you 
talking about, my angel? It’s the time to live-or Jupiter 
is but a blackguard. Die at the beginning of such a pleasant 
thing I Cornt de-baeuj! what a jokel Not so, mdccd. Just 
istel my dear Similar . . . Esmenarda. . . . Pardon me, 
but you've got a name so prodigiously Saracen that can t 
run it o3 my tongue; I get entangled in it like a brier. 

“ Mon dIu / " said the poor girl, ” and I, now, used to think 
that name pretty for its singularity^ But^ since it displease., 

vou I’m quite willing to call myself Goton. 

^ HaT no erving about such a little matter, my charmer. 

It’s a name that one must get used to—that s all When 

once I know it by heart it’ll come ready enough. So hark ye, 

once 1 / , j g you to a very passion; I love you 

^^haTreally it’s quite miraculous. I know a httle girl that's 

“ Oh, what does that signify to us? said Incubus. 


Do 


you love me ? ” 

“ Ohl ” said she. 
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“ Well, then, that’s enough. Vou shall see how I love you 
too. May the great devil Neptunus stick his pitcUork into me 
if I don’t make you the happiest creature alive 1 We’ll have a 
pretty little lodging somewhere or other. I’ll make my archers 
parade under your windows—they’re all on horseback, and cut 
out Captain Mignon’s. There are billraen, crossbowmen, and 
culverinmen. 1 U take you to the great masters of the Parisians 
at the Grange de RuUy. It’s very magnificent. Eighty thou¬ 
sand men under arms—thirty thousand white harnesses, jaques 
or brtgandines—iht sixty-seven banners of the trades—the 
standards of the parliament, of the Chamber of Accompts, of 
tne tresor des getieraux, of the aides dcs monnaies—ihe devil’s 

to see the lions 

of the Hotel-du-Roi—that are wild beasts, you know All the 
women are fond of that.” 

Sirl, absorbed in her pleasing 
reflections, had been musing to the sound of his voice without 
attendmg to the meaning of his words. ’ 

“Oh, you’U be so happy 1” continued the captain, at the 

" S'PSy’s belt. “ What are you 

ho^Lr r“veril ^ movement had aroused her 

‘‘Nothing at all,” answered Phoebus. “ I was only savini? 
;t'rr,“ th me.fi“‘ street-running drJss^V,:^ 

rou';‘‘d\Tr'’rst ;”^oK “nn 

softly to.un^lace the DOor virl’.: r/>r«-® ^®sistance; then began 

her gorgereue that tW pn«t all paSti^^r displaced 

neath the lawn the rLrT«;n« kP ^ under¬ 
round and ^sky iL^T® Prl, 

horizon. nsing through a misty 

conscioL o'?wllat 'he a^i? doh^'’^^ * seemed un- 

^ at once she tumerr^unTto ^ ®y® ^P-^led. 

rehgiom-^^^'^"" >0-, “instScrme1i‘';o^ 

-pt- bursting into a lauvh 
want with my religiL ? ” ^ ' what do you 

^ -^ed,“ answered she. The captain. 
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face took a mingled expression of surprise, disdain, unconcern, 
and libidinous passion. “Ah, bahl” said he, “is there any 
marrying in the case? 

The gipsy girl turned pale, and her head dropped upon her 
breast. “ My sweet love,” said Phcebus tenderly, “ what 
signifies all that nonsense? Marriage is a grand affair, to be 
sure. Shall we love one another any the worse for not having 
Latin gabbled to us in a priest’s shop? ” And while saying 
this in his softest tone he approached extremely near the gipsy 
girl; his fondling hands had resumed their position about that 
waist so slender and so pliant, and his eye kindled more and 


more. 

Meanwhile Dom Claude observed everything from his hiding- 
place. Its door was made of puncheon ribs, quite decayed, 
leaving between them ample passage for his look of a bird of 
prey. It was, it must be owned, a trying spectacle for a brown¬ 
skinned, broad-shouldered priest, condemned until that moment 
to the austere virginity of the cloister. He felt extraordinary 
movements within him; and any one who could then have seen 


the wretched man’s countenance close against the worm-eaten 
bars might have thought they saw a tiger’s face looking out 
from his cage upon some jackal devouring a gazelle. 

All at once, by a sudden movement, Phcebus snatched the 
gipsy’s goTgerette completely off. The poor girl, who had re¬ 
mained pale and thoughtful, sUrted up as if out of her sleep; 
she hastily drew back from the enterprising oflicer, and casting 
a look over her bare neck and shoulders, blushing, confused, 
and mute with shame, she crossed her two lovely arms upon 
lier bosom to hide it. But for the flame that was glowing m 
her cheeks, to see her standing thus silent and motionless, one 
might have taken her for a statue of Modesty. Her eyes were 

bent upon the ground. . 

This action of the captain’s had laid bare the 
amulet which she wore about her neck. “ What s that? said 
he, laying hold of this pretext for going up to the beautiful 

creature that he had just scared away from mm. 

“Touch it not,” answered she warmly; 

It’s that by which I shall find my family again, if I keep wor^y. 
Oh, leave me, monsieur le capUaine / My mot cr ^ 

motherl where are you? Come to my help!-Do, Monsieur 

Phoebus, give me back my gorgerette.” . 

Phoebus drew hack, and said coldly, " 0 mademoiselle, how 

plainly do I sec that you don’t love me I ” 
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“Not love himl “ exclaimed the poor unfortunate girl, and 
at the same time she clung with an air of fondness to the 
captain, whom she made sit down beside her. “ Not love you, 
my Phoebus 1 What is it you are saying, wicked man, to rend 
my heart? Oh, come—take me—take all—do what you will 
with me—I am yours. What is the amulet to me now ? What 
is my mother to me now? You are my mother, since I love 
you. Pheebus, my beloved Phoebus, dost thou see me? Tis 
I. Look at me. ’Tis that little girl whom thou wilt not spurn 
from thee—who comes, who comes herself to seek thee. My 
soul, my life, my person—are yours, my captain. Well, 
then be it so—let us not marry—it is not thy wish: and 
b«ides, what am I but a wretched girl of the common wav? 
while you my Phoebus, are a gentleman. A fine thing it would 
be ^ly for a dancmg-girl to marry an officer 1 I was mad to 
think of It. No, Phoebus, no; I wiU be your mistress—your 
amusement—your pleasure—when you will—a girl that wiU be 
yours and yours only. For that alone was I made—to be 
udespised, dishonoured; but what then? Loved! I 
s^U be the proudest and the happiest of women. And when I 
shall grow old or ugly, Phoebus—when I shall no longer be fit 

ntw® wiU still suffer me to serve you 

? e of them. You will let me polish your spurs, brush vour 
^cqueton and dust your riding-boots. Will you not ^my 
Phoebus, have that pity? And m the meantime Uke r^ie 

11 belongs to you. Only love me 

^ we gipsy girls have occasion for—air and bve ” 

So saymg, she threw her arms round the officer’s nprlr ra ‘ ■ 

his gloW hps to thole mtox^tod, pressed 

^d'^afpitotinyrnd^ tosC' “ tr^Wing 

a pomard. They were the ^e td holdirrg 

he l^d contrive/ to m^^artoro' 

^s hiding-place, and there he was pSis m 1 ^“^ 

The young girl remained motionless him. 

mfluence of the frightful apparition-like a dov™'’C‘ihouW 


Notre-Damc 


280 


raise her head at the moment that the osprey is looking into 
her nest with his round, fearful eyes. 

She was unable even to utter a cry. She saw the poniard 
descend upon Phcebus, and rise again all reeking, “ MaU- 
diciion / ” exclaimed the captain, and he fell upon the floor. 

She fainted. At the moment that her eyes closed and all 
sense was forsaken her, she thought she felt a touch of fire im¬ 
pressed upon her lips, a kiss more burning than the executioner’s 
branding-iron. 

Wlien she recovered her senses, she found herself surrounded 
by soldiers of the watch; they were carrying ofl the captain 
weltering in his blood; the priest had disappeared; the window 
at the back of the chamber, looking upon the river, was wide 
open; they were picking up from the floor a cloak which they 
supposed to belong to the officer; and she heard them saying 
around her, “ It’s a witch has been poniarding a captain.” 




f 


BOOK VIII 


CHAPTER I 

CHANCE OP A CROWN TO A DEAD LEAP 

Grinwirk and the whole Court ol Miracles were in a state of 

^ 't "-as not known what 

^ Esmeralda, which sadly grieved the Duke of 

nor what had become of 

the l?n.’ grief of Gringoire. One evening 

the gipsy girl had disappeared, since which time she had heW 

no conamumcation with them. All search had been f^iUess 

Some teasi^ sabouleux told Gringoire they had met w in : 

same even^ in the neighbourhood of the Pont-Saint-Michel 
wa^mg off with an officer; but this husband iTltt 
Bohtme was an mcredulous philosopher ■ and htsidet rT u “ 

herseU, and he had mathematicaUy 

this chastity multiplied into i^lf^ rwl *f ^ resistance of 

mind was at ease. ^ On that score, at least, his 

whlS* “sotr“ 0fTeD“‘mo°rt'ifi'''t-‘"‘^'’'“ disappearance, 

have grown thinner upon it^if the thhfi^^h^H^ would 

had in consequence neglected evervtJur!^*^ possible. He 
tastes, even to his grm work his literary 

which he intended 

should get. For he raved ® money he 

seen the Diadascolon of Hughes de ^Sail!? v 

the celebrated types of Vindelin of SpC. with 

Crimmelle%“ow“d a^owVarre^f^^^ ToumeUe 

de Justice. “ VVhafs that all ab^ut ? ” 

man who was coming out. " he of a young 

1 heinr4?fort 

g^darme. As there seems to ^ 
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ness, the bishop and the official have interposed in the cause; 
and my brother, who’s Archdeacon of Joas, can think of nothing 
else. Now I wished to speak to him; but I have not been able 
to get near him for the crowd—which annoys me sadly, for I 
want money.” 

“ Alas, monsieur,” said Gringoire, ” I would I could lend you 
some; but though my breeches are in holes, it’s not from the 
weight of 6cus.” 

He dared not tell the young man that he knew his brother, 
the archdeacon, towards whom he had not ventured to return 
since the scene of the church—a neglect which embarrassed 


him much. 

The scholar passed on, and Gringoire proceeded to follow 
the crowd which was ascending the staircase of the Grand’ 
Chambre. To his mind there was nothing equal to the spectacle 
of a trial in a criminal court for dissipating melancholy—the 
judges are generally so delightfully stupid. The people with 
whom he had mingled were moving on and elbowing each other 
in silence. After a slow and tiresome pattering through a long, 
gloomy passage, which wound through the Palais like the in¬ 
testinal canal of the old edifice, he arrived at a low door opening 
into a salle or great public room, which his tall figure permitted 
him to explore with his eyes over the waving heads of the 

1 * 

The hall was spacious and gloomy, which latter circumstance 
made it appear still more spacious. The day was declining; 
the long, pointed windows admitted only a few pale rays of 
light, which were extinguished before they reached the vaulted 
cfiling an enormous trellis-work of can ed wood, the thousand 
fnmres of which seemed to be moving about “n^sedly in the 
shade. There were already several candles lighted ^ 

there upon the tables, and glimmering over the heads of to 
f remers or registrars, buried amidst the bundles of papers. The 
fowt end of to room was occupied by the crowd, on the right 
and left were gentlemen of the gown at tables; at the extr^ity^ 
upon an estrade or raised platform, were a number of judges, t 
toUie^rows just vanish^ in the darkness-motionless and 

tor^de Iir® Over^to judges might be vaguely distinguished 
a lame figure of Christ; ind in all directions pikes “d ha herds 
to poims of which were tipped with fire by the reflection of 

“'“Montour,” asked Gringoire of one of those next him, 
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“ who are all those persons yonder, ranged like prelates in 
council? ” 

“ Monsieur/’ said his neighbour, “ they are the councillors 
of the Grand’ Chambre on the right; and those on the left are 
the councillors of the inquests, the maitres in black gowns and 
the messires in red ones.” 

“ And there, above them,” continued Gringoire, ” who’s 
that great red-faced fellow all in a perspiration? ” 

” That’s Monsieur the President.” 

“ And those sheep behind him? ” proceeded Gringoire who 
as we have already said, loved not the magistracy, which was’ 

owing perhaps, to the ill-will he bore the Palais de Justice ever 
Since his dramatic misadventure. 


it 


it 


t< 


Hous^ow"^'" Messieurs the Masters of Requests of the King’s 

“ And before him, that wild boar? ” 

1 ; That’s the Registrar of the Court of Parliament.” 

And to the right, that crocodile? ” 

ALheulier, King’s Advocate Extraordinary ” 
And to the left, that great black cat? ” 

Majtre Jacques Charmolue, King’s Attorney in the Eccle- 
la^tical Court, with the Gentlemen of the Officiality.” 

all those pod folks about? " P-'ay, are 

” They’re trying some one.” 

„ whom? I see no prisoner.” 

it s a woman, monsieur. You cannot see her k t 

IS towards us, ^d she is concealed by the c^owd Loo^ tvT 
she <a, amidst that group of partisans ” 

her n^me Gringoire. "Do you know 

thl^Sers^tm ■ -ce°ry "ii^tUtaUer ' 

engaged on the trial.” ^ matter, since the official’s 

Now, then,” said our philosopher ” we ar^ ^ ■ 

sigPsTgoldt Se?”" cannibf^ SVXone 

" B “uTj'b "I?"*"”™” “j 'lita C’"" ■‘“"“““1 "1 

*K 
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“ Messeigneurs,” said, from the middle of the room, an old 
woman, whose face was so buried under her clothes that she 
might have been taken for a walking bundle of rags—“ mes¬ 
seigneurs, the tiling is as true as that I am La Falourdel, for 
forty years a housekeeper on the Pont St. Michel, and paying 
regularly my rent, dues, and quit-rents; my door opposite the 
house of Tassii) Caillart the dyer, who lives on the side looking 
up the river. An old woman nowl a pretty girl once, mes¬ 
seigneurs I A few days ago some one said to me, ‘ Don’t spin 
too much of an evening. La Falourdel; the devil’s fond of 
combing old women’s distaffs with his horns. It’s certain that 
the spectre monk that was last year about the Temple is now 
wandering about the City. Take care, La Falourdel, that lie 
doesn’t knock at your door.’ One evening I was turning my 
wheel; some one knocks at my door. ‘ Wlio is it?’ says I. 
Some one swears. I open the door. Two men come in; a 
man in black, with a handsome ofiicer. One could see nothing 
of the black man but his eyes—two live coals. All the rest was 
cloak and hat. And so they say to me, ‘ The St. Martha room.’ 
That’s my upper room, messeigneurs—my best, lliey gis e 
me an 6cu. I lock the 6cu in my drawer, and I says, ‘ “I hat 
will buy some tripe to-morrow at the slaughter-house De la 
Gloriette.* We go upstairs. When we’d got up, wliilst I 
turned my back, the black man disappears. This astounds me 
a little The officer, who was as handsome as a great lord, goM 
down with me. He leaves the house. In about time enough 
to spin a quarter of a skein he comes in again with a pretty 
young girl—quite a paragon, messeigneurs—that would have 
shone like the sun if she’d had her hair dressed She had with 
her a goat, a great he-goat, black or white, I don t remember 
which.^ This sets me a-thmking. The girl—that t 

concemme; butlhegoat! I don’t like those animaU w.h the, r 

beards and their homs-it’s so like a man. Besides it has a 
touch of the Sabbath. However, I said nothing. 1 had the 
^cu. Thai’s only fair, you know, my lord judge. 1 show t^ 
captain and the girl into the upsUirs room, and leave them 
alone—that’s to say, with the goat. I go down, and get to my 
spinning a^ain. I must tell you that my house h^ a ground 
fl^r and a story above. It looks out at the back upon the 
river, like th. otLr houses on the bridge, and the ground-floor 
window and the first-floor window open upon the Uc 

as 1 was saying, I had got to my spinning I don t ^ ^ 
but 1 w.as thinking about the spectre monk, which the goat ha 
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put into my head—and then the pretty girl was rather queerly 
tricked out. All at once I hear a cry overhead, and something 
fall on the floor, and the window open. I run to mine, which is 
underneath, and I see pass before my eyes a black heap, and it 
falls into the water. It was a phantom dressed like a priest. 
It was moonlight. I saw it quite plain. It was swimming 
toward the City. All in a tremble, I call the watch. The 
gentlemen of the douzaine come in; and at first, not knowing 
what was the matter, as they were merry, they began to beat 
me. I explained to them. We go upstairs, and what do 
we find? My poor room stained with blood, the captain 
sketched all his length with a dagger in his neck, the 
prl pretending to be dead, and the goat all in a fright. 
Pretty work! says I; ‘ I shall have to wash the floor for a 
nh It must be scraped. It'U be a terrible 

ill in officer, poor young man, and the girl 

^ in disorder. But stop. The worst of all is that the next 

ijf ^ 

woman ceased. A murmur of horror ran through 

goat, all that savours of 
j ‘1 Gnngoire’s neighbours. “ And that 

“""3 =’“ 

No^'m the'coart? 

™ r Hr 

that, and they ^ “eHtchers live there for ail 

ros?' “sS,” ^e"* '■Tbt'' """"SO- “ocodUe 

m mind that a poniard was fou^d^nrth to bear 

Falourdel, havr= brlg“ ^rL into 7°”*^ 

ch^ged that the demon gLe ™u? ” ^ was 

Yes. mnncAtM^_ ft . ^ . 

“ it. Here 


« \r^ . gave your 

it is.” ’ answered shej 


passed 
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who, with a doleful shake of the head, passed it to the president, 
who sent it on to the King’s Attorney in the Ecclesiastical Court; 
so that it made the round of the room. “ It’s a beech leaf,” 
said Maitre Jacques Charmolue; “an additional proof of 
magic.” 

A councillor then began: “ Witness, two men went upstairs 
in your house at the same time: the black man, whom you at 
first saw disappear, then swim across the Seine in priest’s 
clothes; and the officer. Wffiich of them gave you the crown? ” 

The old woman reflected a moment, and then said, “ It was 
the officer.” 

A murmur ran through the crown. 

“ Ha,” thought Gringoire, “ that creates some doubt in my 
mind.” 

Meanwhile, Maitre Philippe Lheulier, King’s Advocate Extra¬ 
ordinary, again interposed. “ I would remind you, gentlemen, 
that the murdered officer, in the deposition written at his 
bedside, while stating that a vague notion had crossed his mind, 
at the instant when the black man accosted him, that it might 
be the spectre monk, added that the phantom had eagerly 
pressed him to go and meet the prisoner, and on his (the captain s) 
observing that he was without money, he had given him the 
^u which the said officer had paid La Falourdel. Thus the 

6cu is a coin from hell.” . 

This concluding observation appeared to dissipate all the 

doubts both of Gringoire and the other sceptics among the 


“ Gentlemen, you have the bundle of documents,” added 
the King’s Advocate, seating himself j “ you can consult the 

deposition of Phoebus de Chateaupers. 

At that name the prisoner rose; her head was now above the 

crowd, and Gringoire, aghast, recognised La Esmeralda. 

She was pale; her hair, formerly so gracefully braided and 
spangled with sequins, fell in dborder; her lips were blue; her 

hollow eyes were terrific. Alasl ■ u ■> r\u 

“PhcebusI” said she wildly; “ where is he? Oh, mts- 

seigneurs, before you kiU me, for mercy s sake tell me if he yet 

Hold your tongue, woman,” answered the president; “ that’s 

" Oh, for pity’s sake tell me if he is hvmg, continued shi 
clasping her beautiful wasted hands; and her chains were heard 
as they brushed along her dress. 
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** Well,” said the King’s Advocate roughly, “ he is dying. 
Does that content you? ” 

'Die wretched girl fell back on her seat, speechless, tearless, 
white as a form of wax. 

The president leaned over to a man at his feet, who was 

dressed in a gilt cap and black gown, and had a chain round his 

neck and a wand in his hand. “ Usher, bring in the second 
prisoner.” 

Ail eyes were now turned towards a small door, which opened, 

and, to the great trepidation of Gringoire, made way for a 

pretty she-goat with gilt feet and horns. The elegant animal 

stopped a moment on the threshold, stretching out her neck 

^ if, perched on the point of a rock, she had before her a vast 

horiMn. All at once she caught sight of the gipsy girl, and 

eaping over the table and a registrar’s head, in two bounds 

she w« at her knees. She then rolled herself gracefullv over 

her mistress s feet, begging for a word or a caress; but the 

pri^ner remained motionless, and even poor Diali herself 
obUmed not a look. * ^ aerseii 

“ aIh f/r beast,” said the old Falourdel, 

and well I know them both again.” 

Jacques Charmolue interposed. » If you please, gentlemen 
we will proceed to the examination of the goat.” ' 

l^e goat w^, m fact, the second prisoner. Nothing was 
more common in those times than a charge of sorcery brou-ht 

“'T'- others, in thf Provost“. Ac^ 

IhTettwrTandtvS 

the sow, at eight deniers parisis ne^da^^^ c ^eed of 

had exclaimed » If dem^^^ h Ecclesiastical Court 

„„ i“E”» s ™ 


288 


Notre-Dame 


Gringoire was all in a cold perspiration. Charmolue took 
up from a table the gipsy girl’s tambourine, and presenting it in 
a certain manner to the goat, he asked her, “ What’s o’clock? ” 

The goat looked at him with a sagacious eye, raised her gilt 
foot, and struck it seven times. It was indeed seven o’clock. A 
movement of terror ran through the crowd. Gringoire co uld 
beai it no longer. 

“She’ll be her own ruin,” cried he aloud; “you see she 
does not know what she’s about! ” 

“Silence, you people at the end of the rooml” said the 
usher sharply. 

Jacques Charmolue, by means of the same manoeuvres with 
the tambourine, made the goat perform se\'^eral other tricks— 
about the day of the month, the month of the year, etc.—which 
tlie reader has already witnessed. And by an optical illusion 
peculiar to judicial proceedings, those same spectators who, 
perhaps, had more than once applauded in the public streets 
the innocent performances of Djali, were terrified at them under 
the roof of the Palais de Justice. Tlie goat was indisputably the 
devil. 

It was still worse when, the King’s Attorney having emptied 
on the floor a certain leathern bag full of movable letters, which 
Djali had about her neck, they saw the goat pick out with her 
foot from among the scattered alphabet the fatal name Phoebus. 
The sorcery of which the captain had been the victim seemed 
unanswerably proved; and in the eyes of all the gipsy girl, that 
charming dancer, who had so often dazzled the pas.scrs-by with 
her airy grace, was neither more nor less than a frightful witch. 

She on her part gave no signs of life—neither the graceful 
evolutions of Djali, nor the threatenings of the men of law, nor 
the stifled imprecations of the auditory—nothing now reached 


her apprehension* 

She could only be roused by a sergeant shaking her pitilessly, 
and the president raising his voice with solemnity. “ Girl, you 
are of Bohemian race, given to sorcery. You, with your 
accomplice, the enchanted goat, implicated in the charge, did, 
on the night of the 29 th of March last, wound and poniard, in 
concert with tlie powers of darkness, by the aid of charms, and 
spells, a captain of the king’s archers, Pheebus de Chatcaupers 
by name. Do you persist in denying it? ” 

“ Horrible 1” cried the young girl, hiding her face with her 
hands. “My Phoebus 1 Oh, it’s hellish! ” 

“ Do you persist in denying it? ” asked the president coolly. 
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“ Do I deny it? ” said she in a terrible accent; and she rose 
and her eye flashed. 

The president continued straightforwardly, “ Then how do 
you explain the facts laid to your charge ? 

She answered in a broken voice, “ I’ve already said I don’t 
know. It’s a priest—a priest that I do not know—an infernal 
priest that pursues me 1 ” 

“ Just so,” replied the judge; “ the spectre monk! ” 

“ 0 gentlemen, have pity upon me 1 I’m only a poor girl-” 

“ Of Egypt,” said the judge. 

Mal&e Jacques Charmolue commenced with mildness, " Seeing 

the painful obstinacy of the accused, I demand the application 
of the torture.” 


” Granted,” said the president. 

A shudder ran through the whole frame of the unhappy girl. 
She rose, however, at the order of the partisan men, and walked 
^ step, preceded by Charmolue and the priests 

ot the officiality, between two rows of halberds, towards a false 

suddenly opened and shut again upon her, Havino 
^ Gringoire of a mouth gaping to devour her. 

1 ^!? disappeared a plaintive bleating was heard. It was 
the little goat crying. 

The sitting of the court was suspended. A councillor having 
o^ryed that gentlemen were fatigued, and that it would be long 
to wait for the conclusion of the torture, the president answered 
^^?.\fr/*^^Sistrate must sacrifice himself to his duty. 

“to troublesome vexatious jade I” said an old judge, 

to make one give her the torture when one has not supped 1 ” 
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with which modern Paris has covered the ancient one. There 
were no windows to this vault, no other opening than the low 
overhanging entrance of an enormous iron door. Still it did 
not want for light; a furnace was contrived in the thickness of 
the wall; a large tire was lighted in it, which filled the vault 
with its crimson reflection, and stripped of ever>' ray a miserable 
candle placed in a comer. The sort of portcullis which was 
used to enclose the furnace, being raised at the moment, only 
gave to view at the mouth of the flaming edifice, which glared 
upon the dark wall, the lower extremity of its bars, like a row 
of black, sharp teeth set at regular distances, which gave the 
furnace the appearance of one of those dragon’s mouths which 
vomit forth flames in ancient legends. By the light which 
issued from it the prisoner saw all around the chamber frightful 
instruments of which she did not understand the use. In the 
middle lay a mattress of leather almost touching the ground, 
over which hung a leathern strap with a buckle, attached to a 
copper ring held in the teeth of a fiat-nosed monster carved in 
the keystone of the vault. Pincers, nippers, large plough¬ 
shares were heaped inside the furnace, and were heating red- 
hot, promiscuously, upon the burning coals. The sanguine 
glow of the furnace only served to light up throughout the 
chamber an assemblage of horrible things. 

This Tartarus was called simply la chambre de la question. 

Upon the bed was seated, unconcernedly, Pierrat Torterue, 
the sworn torturer. His assistants, two square-faced gnomes, 
with leather aprons and tarpaulin coats, were turning about 
the irons on the coals. 

In vain had the poor girl called up all her counige; on entering 

this room she was seized with horror. 

lire sergeants of the bailifi of the Palais were ranged on one 
side the priests of the officiality on the other. A registrar, a 
table and writing materials were in one corner. Maitre Jacques 
Chaiiiolue approached the gipsy girl with a ver>' soft smile. 
“My dear child,’' said he, “you persist, then, m denying 

everything?” 

“ Yes,” answered she in a dymg voice. 

“ In that case,” resumed Charmolue .t w,l be our pam ul 
duty to question you more urgently than we should other« e 

wish. Have the goodness to sit down on tluat bed. Maitre 

Pierrat, make room for mademoiselle, and shut the door. 

Pierrat rose with a growl. “ U I shut the door,” muttered 

he, " my fire will go out.” 
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“ Well, then, my good fellow," replied Giarmolue, " leave it 
open." 

Meanwhile La Esmeralda remained standing. Tliat bed of 
leather, upon which so many poor wretches had writhed, scared 
her. Terror froze her very marrow; there she stood, bew’ildcred 
and stupefied. At a sign from Charmolue the two assistants 
took her and seated her on the bed. They did not hurt her; 
but when those men touched her—when that leather touched 
her—she felt all her blood flow back to her heart. She cast a 
wandering look around the room. She fancied she saw moving 
and walking from all sides towards her, to crawl upon her body 
and pinch and bite her, all those monstrous implements of 
torture, which were, to the instruments of all kinds that she 
had hitherto seen, what bats, centipedes, and spiders are to 
birds and insects. 

‘‘ Where is the physician? ” asked Charmolue. 

“ Here," answered a black gown that she had not observed 
before. 

She shuddered. 


" Mademoiselle," resumed the fawning voice of the attorney 
of the ecclesiastical court, " for the third time, do you persist 
in denying the facts of which you are accused? " 

This time she could only bend her head in token of assent— 
her voice failed her. 


" You persist, then? " said Jacques Charmolue. " Then I’m 
extremely sorrj', but I must fulfil the duty of my office/^ 

" Monsieur the King’s Attorney," said Pierrat gruffly. " what 
shall we begin with? " o /> 

Charmolue hesitated a moment, with the ambiguous grimace 
a[ ^ brodequin," said he 


completely abandonei 
chest like a thin 

inert, which has no power within itself, ^ 

physician approached her both at once 
M thTso^nd^rf'i? began runimaging in their hideous armoury 

m™wiv pTaiSej .L “ “S-ISiS toK” 
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swarm of saws, wheels, and chevalets—the being about to be 
handled so roughlj' by those grim executioners and torturing 
pincers—was, then, that soft, fair, and fragile creature—a poor 
grain of miUet, which human justice was sending to be ground 
bv the horrid millstones of torture. 

Meanwhile the callous hands of Pierrat Torterue's a.ssistants 
had brutally stripped that charming leg, that little foot, which 
had so often astonished the passers-by with their grace and 
beauty, in the streets of Paris. “ It’s a pity,” growled out the 
torturer as he remarked the grace and delicacy of her form. 
If the archdeacon had been present he certainly would have 
remembered at that moment his symbol of the spider and the 
fly. Soon the unhappy girl saw approaching through the mist 
which was spreading over her eyes the brodequin or wooden 
boot; soon she saw her foot, encased between the iron-bound 
boards, disappear under the terrific apparatus. Then terror 
restored her strength. “ Take that off,” cried she angrily, 
starting up all dishevelled. “ Mercy I ” 

She sprang from the bed to throw herself at the feet of the 
king’s attorney; but her leg was caught in the heavy block of 
oak and ironwork, and she sank upon the brodequin more 
shattered than a bee with a heavy weight upon its wing. 

At a sign from Charmolue they replaced her on the bed, and 
two coarse hands fastened round her small waist the leathern 
strap which hung from the ceiling. 

“ For the last time, do you confess the facts of the charge? ” 
asked Charmolue with his imperturbable benignity. 

“ I am innocent,” was the answer. 

” Then, mademoiselle, how do you explain the circumstances 
brought against you? ” 

” Alas, monseigneur, I don’t know.” 

“ You deny, then? ” 

Mil” 

** Proceed,” said Channolue to Pierrat. 

Pierrat turned the screw, the brodequin tightened, and the 
wretched girl uttered one of those horrible cries which are 
without orthography in any human tongue. “ Stop,” said 
Charmolue to Pierrat. 

“ Do you confess? ” said he to the gipsy girl. 

“Alll” cried the wretched girl. “I confess 1 I confess 1 
Mercy 1 ” 

She had not calculated her strength in braving tJie tor- 
cure. 
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Poor child I whose life hitherto had been so joyous, so pleasant, 
so sweet—the first pang of acute pain had overcome her. 

“ Humanity obliges me to tell you,” observed tlie king’s 
attorney, “ that in confessing you have only to look for death.” 

“ I hope so,” said she. And she fell back on the bed of 
leather, dying, bent double, letting, herself hang by the strap 
buckled round her waist. 

“ Come, come, my darling, hold up a bit,” said Maitrc Pierrat, 
raising her. You look like the gold sheep that hangs about 
Monsieur of Burgundy’s neck.” 

Jacques Charmolue raised his voice,— 

RegistJ^, write down.—Young Bohemian girl, you confess 
your participation in the love-feasts, sabbaths, and sorceries of 
hell with wicked spirits, witches, and hobgoblins? Answer.” 

» V word was lost in a whisper. 

You confess having seen the ram which Beelzebub causes 
to appear in the clouds to assemble the sabbath, and which is 
only seen by sorcerers.” 

“ Yes.” 


“ You confess having adored the heads of Bophomet, those 
abommable idols of the Temolars ” 

“ Yes.” ^ ’ 


“ Having held habitual intercourse with the devil, under the 

included in the prosecution? ” 


the ^mo^n ’ tK ^ assistance of 

he demon and the phantom commonly called the spectre 

monk, on the night of the twenty-ninth of March last mur'dered 

and assassmated a captain named Phoebus de Chatea’upers? ” 

She raised her large fixed eyes towards the magistrate ^and 

answered, as if mechanically, without eSort or emofion <■ vi " 

It _w« evident her whole being was shaken. ’ 

"is S; 

justice is enlightened 1—that’s a relief fi length 

moiselle will at least bear this testimonyl-Art w? 

With all possible gentleness.” ^ acted 
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CHAPTER III 

EXD OF THE CROWN CHANGED TO A DEAD LEAF 

When, pale and limping,»she re-entered the court a general 
hum of pleasure greeted her. On the part of the auditory it 
was that feeling of satisfied impatience which is experienced at 
the theatre at the expiration of the interval between the two 
last acts of a play, when the curtain is raised, and “ the end,” 
according to the French expression, “ is about to begin.” On 
the part of the judges it was the hope of soon getting their 
supper. The little goat, too, bleated with joy. She would 
have run to her mistress, but they had tied her to the bench. 

Night had quite set in. The candles, whose number had 
not been increased, gave so little light that the walls of the 
spacious room could not be seen. Darkness enveloped ever)* 
object in a sort of mist. A few apathetic judges’ faces were 
just visible. Opposite to them, at tlie extremity of the long 
apartment, they could distinguish an ill-defined white point 
standing out amidst the gloomy background. It was the 
prisoner. 

She had crawled to her place. WTien Charmolue had magis¬ 
terially installed him in his, he sat down; then rose and said, 
without exhibiting too much of the self-complacency of success, 

“ The accused has confessed all.” 

“ Bohemian girl,” continued the president, “you have con¬ 
fessed all your acts of sorcery, prostitution, and assassination 
upon Phoebus de Chateaupers? ” 

Her heart was full. She was heard sobbing amid the gloom. 

“ Wliatever you will,” answered she feebly; “but make an 
end of me quickly.” 

“ Monsieur the King’s Attorney in the Ecclesiastical Court, 
said tlie president, “ the chamber is ready to hear your requisi¬ 
tions.” 

Maitre Charmolue exhibited a frightful scroll, and began to 
read over, with much gesticulation and the exaggerated 
emphasis of the bar, a Latin oration, in which all the evidence of 
the trial was drawn out in Ciceronian periphrases, flanked by 
quotations from Plautus, his favourite comic author. We 
regret that it is not in our power to present our readers with this 
extraordinary piece of eloquence. The orator delivered it with 
marvellous action. He had not concluded the exordium before 
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the perspiration began to start from his forehead and his eyes 
from his head. All at once, in the middle of a finely-turned 
period, he broke off, and his countenance, which was generally 
mild enough, and, indeed, stupid enough, became terrible. 
“ Gentlemen,” cried he (this time in French, for it was not in 
the scroll), “ Satan is so mixed up in this affair that, behold 1 
he is present at our councils, and makes a mock of their majesty. 
Behold him! ” So saying, he pointed to the little goat, which, 
seemg Charmolue gesticulating, thought it quite proper she 
should do the same, and had seated herself on her haunches, 
raimickmg as well as she could, with her fore-feet and shaggv 
head, the pathetic action of the king’s attorney in the eccle¬ 
siastical court. It was, if we remember right, one of her 
prettiest talenU. This incident, this last proof, produced a 
^eat effect. They tied the goat’s feet, and the king’s attorney 

thread of his eloquence. It was a long thread 
mdeed, but the peroration was admirable. The last sentence 
^ thus; we leave the reader’s imagination to combine with it 
me hoarse voice and broken-winded gestures of Maitre Char- 

coram strygd demonstratd, criminc paUnU, 
intentione aimims exxsiente, in nomine sanctcB ecclesicB Nosir^- 
Uonnna Parisiensis quee est in saisind habendi omniinodam 
i^e *« ilia hac intemerata Civxtatis insula, 

amendationel honor- 

in virtuie cujus ista stryga cum 
sua capella, seu in tnvio vulgariter dicto la Gr^ve 

He put on his cap again, and reseated himself 

ovenvhelmed; - iassa 

th°e“^Sou^s h'g'al7igon''oVt'L‘^ 

within this inviolate manner 

together with her she-goat shall virtue of which thk tint 
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Another man in a black gown then rose near the prisoner, 
it was her advocate or counsel. The fasting judges began to 
murmur. 

“ Mr. Advocate, be brief,’* said the president. 

“ Monsieur the President,” answered the advocate, “ since 
the defendant has confessed the crime, I have only one word to 
say to these gentlemen. I hold in my hand a passage of the 
Salic law: ‘ If a witch has eaten a man, and is convicted of it, 
she shall pay a fine of eight thousand deniers, which make two 
hundred sous of gold.’ Let the chamber condemn my client 
to the fine.” 

“ An abrogated clause,” said the King’s Advocate Extra¬ 
ordinary. 

“ Nego," replied the prisoner’s advocate. 

” Take the votes,” said a councillor; ” the crime is manifest, 
and it is late.” 

The votes were taken without going out of court. 7he 
judges voted by the lifting of their caps—they were in haste. 
Their hooded heads were seen uncovering one after another in 
the sliade at the lugubrious question addressed to them in a 
low voice by the president. The poor prisoner seemed to be 
looking at them, but her bewildered eye no longer saw anything. 

Then the registrar began to write; then he handed to the 
president a long scroll of parchment. Tlien the unhappy girl 
heard the people stirring, the pikes clashing, and a freezing 
voice saying,— 

“ Bohemian girl, on such day as it please our lord the King, 
at the hour of noon, you shall be taken in a tumbrel, in your 
shift, bare-footed, with a rope round your neck, before the great 
portal of Notre-Dame; and there you shall do penance with a 
v/ax torch of two pounds weight in your hand, and from thence 
you shall be taken to the Place de Gr^ve, where you sliall be 
hanged and strangled on the town gibbet, and your goat like¬ 
wise; and shall pay to the official three lions of gold, in repara¬ 
tion of the crimes by you committed and confessed, of sorcery’, 
magic, prostitution, and murder, upon the person of Monsieur 
Phoebus de Chateaupers. So God have mercy on your souli 
” Oh, it’s a dream 1 ” murmured she; and .she felt rude hands 

bearing her awav. 
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CHAPTER IV 


LASaATE OGNI SPERANZA 


In the Middle Ages, when an edifice was complete, there was 
dmost Qs much of it within the ground as above it. Except, 
indeed, it was built upon piles, like Notre-Dame, a palace, a 
fortress, or a church, had always a double bottom. In the 
cathedrals it was, as it were, another cathedral, subterraneous, 
low, dark, mysterious, blind, and dumb, under the aisles of the 
building above, all flooded with light and resounding night and 
day with the music of bells and organs. Sometimes it was a 
sepulchre. In the palaces and the bastilles it was a prison— 
s^etimw a sepulchre too—and sometimes it was both together. 
Those mighty masses of masonry, of which we have explained 
elsewliere the mode of formation and vegetation, liad not 
foundations merely—they might be said to have roots, branching 
0^ under ground in chambers, galleries, and staircases, like the 

^ c^'urches, palaces, and 

bastilles stood half within the earth. The subterraneous vaults 

01 an edifice forrned another edifice, in which you descended 

instead of ascending; and the underground stories of which 

extended downwards beneath the pile of external stories of the 

‘r' fo'-ests and mountains which arc. 

>'qo>d mirror of a lake, underneath the forests and 
mountains on its borders. 

At the Bastille St. Antoine, at the Palais de Justice of Paris 
and at the ^uvre, these subterraneous edifices were prisons* 

^rt“ srr; 7o™VdT:,,r 

hoU^w^'sLpS'hke^^Tf'btatam of “ a tow 

times it rotted ther^nd^hil^a^^" ^^‘^Ue^'t^t^" 

Between mankind and himself th** ^ ^ 

bi.!.«, „ S'.S's1£,'3“s 
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whole prison together, the massive bastille, was now but one 
enormous complicated lock that barred him out of the living 
world. 

It was one of those low damp holes, in the oubliettes excavated 
by St. Louis in the in pace of the Toumelle, that—for fear of 
her escaping, no doubt—they had deposited La Esmeralda con¬ 
demned to the gibbet, with the colossal Palais de Justice over 
her head—a poor fly that could not have stirred the smallest 
of its stones. 

Assuredly, Providence and society had here been alike unjust; 
such a profusion of misfortune and of torture was not necessary 
to shatter so fragile a creature. 

She mis there lost in darkness, buried, walled up. Any one 
that could have seen her in that state, after having seen her 
laughing and dancing in the sunshine, would have shuddered. 
Chill as night—chill as death—no longer a breath of air in her 
locks—no longer a human voice in her ear—no longer a glimpse 
of daylight in her eyes—broken in two, as it were—crushed with 
chains—bent double beside a pitcher and a loaf of bread, upon 
a little straw, in the pool of water that formed itself under her 
from the oozings of the dungeon — without motion—almost 
without breath—she was now scarcely sensible even to suffering. 
Phoebus—the sunshine—noonday—the open air—the streets of 
Paris—her dancing amid the applauses of the spectators her 
soft prattlings of love with the officer; and then the priest 
the old woman—the poniard—blood—the torture tlie gibbet; 
all that was indeed still floating in her mind—now as a har¬ 
monious and golden vision, then as a frightful nightmare; but 
her apprehension of it all was now but that of a vaguely horrible 
struggle involved in darkness, or of a distant music that was still 
playing above ground, but was no longer audible at the depth 
to which the unfortunate girl had fallen. Since she had been 
there she neither waked nor slept; in that misery—m that 
dungeon—she could no more distinguish waking from sleeping, 
dreams from reality, than she could the day from the night. 
All was mingled, broken, floating, confusedly scattered m her 
thoughts. She no longer felt, no longer knew, no longer thought 
-at most, she only dreamed. Never had living creature been 

plunged more deeply into annihilation. , , , , , « 

Ihus benumbed, frozen, petrified, scarcely had she remarked, 
at two or three different times, the noise of a trap-door which 
had opened somewhere above her, without even admitting a ra) 
of light, and through which the hand of some one hud thrown 
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her a crust of black bread. Yet this was her only remaining 
communication with mankind—the periodical visit of the 
jailer. One thing alone still mechanically occupied her ear: 
over her head the damp filtered through the mouldy stones of 
the vault, and at regular intervals drop after drop, thus collected, 
fell into the pool of water beside her with a splashing to which, 
in her stupor, she involuntarily listened. 

That drop of water falling into that pool was the only move¬ 
ment still perceptible about her—her only clock to mark the 
time—the only noise that reached her, of all the noise that is 
made upon the earth; except, indeed, that she also felt from 
time to time, in that sink of mire and darkness, something cold 

passing here and there over her foot or her arm, and making her 
shiver. 

How long had she been there ? She knew not. She had some 

recollection of a sentence of death pronounced somewhere upon 

some one, that then they had carried herself away, and that she 

had awoke in darkness and silence, freezing. She had crawled 

alor^ upon her hands; then she had felt iron rings cutting her 

^kles, and chains had clanked. She had discovered that ail 

around her was wall—that underneath her were flag-stones 

covered with wet, and a bundle of straw; but there was neither 

amp nor ventilator. Then she had seated herself upon that 

straw; and sometimes, for a change of posture, upon the lowest 

step of a stone flight which there was in her dungeon. At one 

morrient she had endeavoured to count the dark minutes which 

the drops of water m^ured to her ear; but soon that mournful 

employment of her sick brain had broken itself off, and left her 
m stupor again. ' 

thfsa’mlhueln “idnight and noon had 

the sarne hue in this sepulchre), she heard above her a louder 

Drought her her loaf of bread and pitcher of water She rallied 

her hea^and saw a reddish light through Ccrevice of the 
sort of trapdoor made in the vault of the ,« ^ ^ 

closed them! ^ ^"""‘bly that she 

When she reopened them the door was dosed 1 . 

wasplacedonastcDof the< 5 tfli'rfvac« ^ closed, the lantern 

before her. A feU to h^^iC 
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colour concealed his face. Nothing was seen of his person, neither 
his face nor his hands. It was a long black winding-sheet 
standing on end, and under which something was perceived to 
move. She looked steadily for some minutes at this sort of 
spectre. Meanwhile neither of them spoke. They were like 
two statues confronting each other. Two things alone seemed 
to ha\'e life in the vault—the wick of the lantern, which crackled 
owing to the humidity of the atmosphere, and the drop of water 
from the roof, which broke this irregular crepitation by its 
monotonous plash, and made the reflection of the lantern tremble 
in concentric circles upon the oily water of the pool. 

At length the prisoner broke silence. " Who are you? *’ 

“ A priest.” 

The word, the accent, the sound of the voice, made her sUrt. 
The priest continued in a hollow tone, ” Are you prepared? ” 
“ For what? ” 


“ For death.” 

“ Oh I ” said she; “ will it be soon? ” 

” To-morrow.” 

Her head, which she had raised joyfully, fell back again upon 
her bosom. “That’s very long!" murmured she. “What 
could it signify to them if it had been to-day? ” 

“ You are very wretched, then? ” asked the priest, after a 

short silence. 


“ I’m very cold,” answered she. ... 

She took her feet between her hands—a habitual gesture with 

poor creatures extremely cold, and which we have aJ^cady 
remarked in the recluse of the Tour-Roland-and her teeth 


‘^'rhTpriest’s eyes appeared to be wandering from under his 
hood around the dungeon. “ Without light l-without 6rel- 

in the water 1 'Tis horrible 1 ” . 

“ Yes,” answered she, with the bewildered air which misery 

had given her. " The day is for every one—why do they give 
“ ”X"yol\lw!”‘resumed the priest after another silent*, 

" ••‘7tSl'kncw^it once," said she, passing her 

across her brow as if to assUt her memory, hut I don kno 


now.” 

All at onre she began to weep 
away from here, monsieur. I m 
are creatures crawling over me. 


like a child. “ 1 want to go 
cold—I’m afraid, and there 
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“ Well, then, follow me." 

So saying, the priest took her arm. The poor girl was frozen 
to her very vitals, and yet that hand felt cold to her. 

“Ohl" murmured she, “ it’s the icy hand of death. Who 
are you? " 

The priest raised his hood. She looked; it was that ominous 
visage which had so long pursued her—that demon’s head that 
had appeared to her at La Falourdel’s over the adored head of 
her Phcebus—that eye which she had the last time seen glarinr 
by the side of a poniard. 

'Hiis apparition, ever so fatal to her, and which had thus 
pushed her on from misfortune to misfortune, even to an 
ipiommious death, roused her from her stupor. It seemed to 
her as if the sort of veil which had woven itself upon her mcmorv 
was rent away. All the details of her dismal adventure, from 
the nocturnal scene at La Falourdel’s to her condemnation at 
the Tournelle were at once brought back to her mind, not vamie 

“ hitherto, but distinct, decided, breathinR, 
temble. These recollections, almost obliterated by excess of 

W at the sight of the gloomy figure before 

approach of fire bnngs out afresh upon the white 

sympathetic ink. 

Lrbkeding 

Hal ’ cried she, her hands before her eyes and with a 
convulsive shiver, “ it’s the priest I" ^ 

*et fall her unnerved arms, and remained sitting 

her head cast down, her eyes fixed on the ground soeechleJ* 
and contmumg to tremble. ^ ^^uu, speecniess, 

darts down like lightning unon suddenly 

between its talons. ^ ^ ^rid holds it panting 

lasfwowf“ IdWhea'd ''""‘'''the 

Sheep awaiting the stroke of the b^Se\^" shoulders, hke a 

sh^did rt Lt"" '-gth. 

"Have you a horror of me ? » repeated he 
" thJ '^^^tracted as if she was smiling “ Ye. » -a 
the executioner taunts the condemn^! Fm mo'X*'he‘ 
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pursues me—threatens me—terrifies me. But for him, my 
God, how happy I wasl It is he that has cast me into this 
abyss 1 0 heavens, it is he that killed—it is he that killed him 

_my Phcebusl” Here, bursting into sobs, and raising her 

eyes towards the priest, “ O wretch 1—who are you ? What 
have I done to you? Do you hate me so, then? Alas I what 
have you against me ? ” 

“ I love thee 1 ” cried the priest. 

Her tears suddenly ceased; she looked at him with an idiotic 
air. He had fallen on his knees, and was looking her through 


with eyes of fire. 

" Dost thou hear?—I love theel ” cried he again. 

“ What lovel” said the wretched girl, shuddering. 

He continued, “ The love of the damned.” 

Both remained for some minutes silent, crushed under the 
weight of their emotions—he maddened—she stupefied. 

“ Listen,” said the priest at length, and a strange calm came 
over him;thou shalt know all. I am about to tell thee what 
hitherto I have scarcely dared tell myself, when secretly I have 
interrogated my conscience in those deep hours of the night 
when it has been so dark that it seemed as if God could no 
longer see me. Listen—before I met thee, young girl, I was 

happy-” , ,, 

” Md I too I ” sighed she feebly. * , t fk v f 

» Interrupt me not. Yes-I was happy,- at least I thought 
myseU so. I was pure-my soul was filled with limpid light. 
No head ever rose more lofty or more radiant than mine. Priests 
consulted me upon chastity, doctors upon doctrine. Yes 
science was everything to me; it was a sister—and a sister 
sufficed me. Not but that, with age, other ide^ came across 
my mind. More than once my blood was roused by the passmg 
of^a female form. That force of sex and blood, which, foolish 
vout^ I had thought stifled for ever, had more than once 
^ 1 ? 1 r^nvnkivelv W chaffi of thc iFon VOWS which bind me, 
shaken ^ ^ stones of the altar. But fasting, 

= tuTymaLrXt of the cloUter, had aga. tester^ 

prayer, seuuy, ^ j avoided women, 

the soul’s empire over bod^ An 

Kris'Srb,. 

radiance of eternal truth. 00 long and there 

encounter me vague shadows of women, passmg here and there 
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before my eyes, in the church, in the streets, in the fields, and 
which were scarcely retraced in my dreams, I vanquished him 
easily. Alas I if victory stayed not with me, the fault is in 
God, who made not man and the demon of equal strength. 
Listen—one day ” 

Here the priest stopped; and the prisoner heard issuing from 
his bosom sighs which seemed to rend him. He resumed,— 

“ One day I was leaning against the window of my cell. 
What book was I reading then ? Oh I all that’s confusion in 
my head. I was reading. The window overlooked a square. 
I hear the sound of a tambourine and music. Angry at being 
thus disturbed in my reverie, I look into the square. What I 
saw—there were others that saw it too—and yet it was not a 
spectacle for human eyes. There, in the middle of the pave¬ 
ment it was noon-—a burning sun—a creature was dancing— 
a creature so beautiful that God would have preferred her to 
the Virgin-would have chosen her for His mother—would have 
^en bom of her, if she had existed when He became man. 
Her eyes were black and splendid. Amidst her raven locks a 
tew single hairs, through which the sunbeams shone, were 
glistening like threads of gold. Her feet were lost in the 
rapidity of their movement. Around her head, amongst her 
ebon tresses, were plates of metal, which sparkled in the sun 
^d formed about her temples a diadem of stars. Her dress, 
tbick-set with spangles, twinkled, all blue and sUidded with 
^arkies, like a summer’s night. Her brown and pliant arms 
twined and untwined themselves about her waist like two silken 
scans. Her form was effulgent with beauty. Oh, the re- 
piendent figure, which stood out like something luminous even 

thoul Sur- 

FookpH enchanted, I suffered myself to look. I 

I fplr tw f ^ I shuddered with affright, 

I that fate was laying hold on me.” ^ 

tinned—overcome, again ceased a moment; then con- 

f^cinated, I strove to cUng to something that 

l * r lie snares which 

. already laid for me. The creature before me wa«; nf 

preternatural beauty which can only be of heaven or hell 

S^bted Clay and Feebly 

M anffd ^ vacillating ray of a woman’s loul It wZ 

' u darkness-of flame, not of light At 

moment when thinking thus, I saw n^ar thee a loai. a be^J 
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of the sabbath, which looked at me laughingly. The midday 
sun gilded its homs with fire. Tlien I caught a glimpse of the 
demon’s snare, and I no longer doubted that thou earnest from 
hell, and that thou earnest for my perdition. I believe so.” 

Here the priest looked in the face of the prisoner, and added 
coolly,— 

I believe so still. Meanwhile the charm operated by 
degrees; thy dancing whirled in my brain; I felt the mysterious 
spell at work within me. All that should have kept awake fell 
asleep in my soul; and, like those who die in the snow, I found 
pleasure in yielding to that slumber. All at once thou didst 
begin to sing. What could I do, Nvretch that I was? Thy 
song was still more bewitching than thy dance. I would have 
fled—I felt it impossible. I was nailed, rooted to the ground. 
It seemed ns if tlie marble flags had ri.<?en to my knees. I v is 
obliged to stay to the end. My feet were ice—my brain v .ls 
boiling. At length, thou didst perhaps Uke pity on me; thou 
did.st cease to sing; thou didst disappear. The reflection of the 
dazzling vision, the reverberation of the enchanting music, 
vanished by degrees from my eyes and ears. Then I fell into 
Uie corner of the window, more stiff and helpless than a loosened 
statue. The vesper bell awoke me. I rose~I fled; but, alas I 
there w’as something within me fallen to rise no more—some¬ 
thin^ come upon me from which 1 could not flee I 

Me made another pause, and resumed: " Ves; from that day 

forward there was within me a man I knew not. I had re¬ 
course to all my remedies—the cloister —the altar—labour- 
books. Folly 1 Oh I how hollow does science sound when a 
head full of passions in despair strikes against it! Knowest 
thou, young girl, what 1 ever after saw between the book and 
me? It was thyself, thy shade, the image of the luminous 
apparition which had one day crossed the space before me. 
But that image no longer wore the same hue—it was gloomy, 
funereal, darksome-like the black circle that long hangs about 
the vision of the imprudent one who has been gar.ing steadfastly 


"Unable to get rid of it-constantly hearmg thy voice 
warbling in my ears-oonstantly seeing thy feet dancing on 
breviary-^onstantly feeling at night in my dreams ^ 
in conUct with my own—I wished to see thee ^ 

thec-to know who thou wert-to see whether I should find 

thee indeed equal to the ideal image that had 
of thee—to dispel, perhaps, my dream with the reabty. 
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all events, I hoped a fresh impression would efface the former 
one, and the former was become insupportable. I sought thee. 
I saw thee again. Misery 1 When I had seen thee twice, I 
wished to see thee a thousand times—I wished to see thee 
always I Then, how to stop short on that hellish declivity I 
Then I was no longer my own. The other end of the thread 
which the demon had tied about my pinions was fastened to 
his foot. I became vagrant and wandering like thyself—I 
waited for thee under porches—I spied thee out at the corners 
of streets—I watched thee from the top of my tower. Each 
evening I re-entered within myself more charmed, more 
desprate, more fascinated, more undone I 

“ I had learned who thou wast—a gipsy—a Bohemian—a 
ptena—a zmgara. How could I doubt of the magic?—Listen. 
1 hoped that a prosecution would rid me of the charm A 
sorceress had bewitched Bruno of Asti; he had her burned, and 

cured. I knew it. I wished to try the remedy. I first 

endeavoured to get thee prohibited the Parvis Notre-Dame 

hoping t^orget thee if thou earnest no more. Thou heededest 

Ih.? ff n ^Sain. Then arose the idea of carrying 

AIrLf * ^ attempted it. There were two of us 

uM^lfc‘I • wretched officer came 

ffiv delivered thee. Thus was he the beginning of 

\rZx • of mine, and of his own. At length, not 

thee'^to^tlTe^^ffl^ ^ become of me, I denounced 

Ut; , I thought I should be cured like Bruno of 

Dlace th J confusedly, that a prosecution would 

I Z.!ih I disposal-that in a prison I should hold thee 
thatTou hln there thou couldst not escape 

thee in my turn'’”'w^e 

thoroughly y evil one should do it 

The extremity » to stop midway in the monstrous I 

witch ma^mlno i°y- A priest and a 

floor I ^ ® “PO" straw of a dungeon 

thee whenever Jmeltl^t””' 

thee thestorL I was weaving against 

me In rTt*"® burst from 

I hesitated If ^ ^ Sfances. Still, however 

4TS Jt’yStLT S: 

erhaps might 1 have renounced it_D''rhan<j m* k*. 

hideous thought have withered in my tafn'tXuTte 
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anv fruit I thought it would always depend upon myseli 
either to follow up or set aside this prosecution. But every 
evil thought is inexorable, and will become an act; and there 
where I thought myself all-powerful, fate was more powerful 
than I Alasl alas I ’tis fate has laid hold on thee, and cast 
thee amid the terrible machinery of the engine I had darkly 

constructed 1 Listen—I have almost done. 

“ One day—it was another day of sunshine I see pass bciore 

me a man who pronounces thy name and laughs; he carries 
profligacy in his eyes. Damnation 1 I followed. Thou knowest 

was silent. The young girl could only find one word to 

' no more of that name! ” said the priest seizing her arm 

with violence. » Pronounce not that name! Oh! wretched 

that we are, ’tis that name has undone us! or rather, we have 
undone one another, all through the inexplicable play of fate. 
Thou art suffering, art thou not? thou art cold, 
blinds thee- the dungeon \vTaps thee round; but perhaps h^t 

fhrrdr:h loveTorlhl/lJty bfing that was trifling wnh th^ 
heart'—whilst I—1 bear the dungeon within me—within me 

u «. tUp ir<» the despair; I have the darkness m my soul. 

Mn ir sei}d 

^ 1 KnnH^ were the contortions of a damned 

one of those priest y u„ught in I was there; when thou 
spirit. When thou den of wolves! Twas my 

wast interrogated 1 was incr . constructing 

own cnme Twas ^ T, each p'^roof, at each 

over thy ‘^^adl At each P 

pleading, I was too, when that wild beast. . . . 

the way of sorrow. I . ’^urel Listen. I followed thee 
Oh! I had not foreseen torture ^uj^essed and half 

.nto the chamber o anguis^ ^^^rtorturer. I saw thy foot- 
naked under the hand ^ 

that foot, to have imp • ^at foot, to have had my head 
I would have given emp e th ^ ecstasy-that 

crushed under which I brodequin—that brodcquin 

foot I saw put ^ -ug being all one bloody clod! 0 
which makes the limb of 8 looking on, with a poniard I 

miserable wretch !-'vh.lst I b'reast. At the cry 

had under my gown I . flesh* at a second cry, it 

thou utteredst, I plunged it m my flesh, 
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would have entered my heart. Look—I think the wound is 
bleeding still.” 

He opened his cassock. His chest was indeed torn as if by a 
tiger’s claws; and in his side was a large ill-closed wound. 

The prisoner shrunk back with horror. 

“ Oh 1 ” said the priest, “ young girl, take pity on me I Tliou 
thinkest thyself miserable. Alasl alas I thou knowest not 
what misery is. Ohl to love a woman—to be a priest—to be 
hated—to love with all the powers of one’s soul—to feel that 
one would give for the least of her smiles one’s blood, one’s 
viuls, one’s fame, one’s salvation, immortality, and eternity, 
this life and that which is to come—to regret one is not a king, a 
genius, an emperor, an archangel, God, that one might place a 
greater slave under her feet—to clasp her day and night in one’s 
dream, m one’s thoughts; and to see her in love with the 
trappings of a soldier, and have nothing to offer her but a priest’s 
poor cassock, at which she will feel fear and disgust 1 To be 
present, with one’s jedousy and one’s rage, while she lavishes 
^ a wretched imbecile fanfaron those treasures of love and 
Mauty! To behold that form which maddens you, that volup- 
uous bosom, that flesh panting and blushing under the kisses 
ot Mother I 0 heavens I to love her foot, her arm, her shoulder 

to think of her blue veins, of her brown skin, till one writhes 
lor nights together on the pavement of one’s cell, and to see all 
those presses one has dreamed of end in her torture—to have 
succeeded only m laying her on the bed of leather 1 Oh, these 
are the true pincers heated at the fires of hell! Oh, blessed is 

hv four K two boards, or tom to pieces 

Xonph - that torture is, endured 

burstfnVh^^^'^^’^’ boiling artenes, a breaking heart, a 

are u^easlnai hands—fell tormentors which 

thLaht 1 you, as on a burning gridiron, over a 

tmee for a moment I A few ash« on this living [ Wi™ 

droDs perspiration that streams in lai« 

^r£s m. me with one hand^t 

on mer’ pity 

and beat his head 

«Peated in an u^ertone, “oPha™; 

Tte pn^t crept towards her on his iLrees. f thee ” 
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cried he, “ if thou hast any bowels of compassion, repulse me 
notl Oh 1 am a wretch! When thou utterest that name, un- 
haopy Rid, it is as if thou wert grinding between thy teeth 
eveiV fibre of my heart. Mercy I If thou comest from hell, 1 
go thither with thee. I have done enough for that. The heU 
where thou art shall be mv paradise; the sight of thee is more 
to be desired than that of God! Oh, say, wilt thou none of me, 
then? I should have thought the very mountains would have 
been removed before a woman would have repulsed such a love. 
Oh if thou wouldst! ... Oh, how happy could we be! We 
vould fly—I would contrive thy escape—we would p some¬ 
where—we would seek that spot on the earth where the sun is 
the brightest, the trees most luxuriant, t^he sky the bluest. 
We would love each other—our two souls should be poured out 
into each other-and each of us should have an inextinguish¬ 
able thirst for the other, which we would quench mcessantiy 
and in common at that inexhaustible fountain o* I 

She interrupted him with a horrible and thrilling laugh. 

“Took father! you have blood upon your fingers. 

The priest remained for some moments as ,f petrified, his eyes 

fixed on hand continued he at length, with singular calm- 

^ » • i*. tAunt me overwhelm me with scorn, but 

ness; “ msult me, ^Tis to be to-morrow, I 

come, j . t (.Kg Gr^ve thou knowest? It still 

tell the. carried in that cart! 

awaits thee. fis hot ^ j 

Oh, ir^'^mel Thou shalt take time to love me after 1 

thee. -Uait hate me as long as thou wilt. 

?::.or?^wr borrow l-the gihhetl thy e.ecu- 

“ hI tookTer trm-^wi' wdd-he ofiered to drag her 

j K- a ctpadv naze. “What’s become of 
She fixed on him a steaay 

"’“■-'said the priest, letting go her arm; “you have no 
What's become of Pheebus? ” repeated she coldly. 

:: geld r- slid ^hlltm fi^fn and motionless. “ Then why 

do you talk to me of he, as if speak- 

He was not listening to her. ^ blade entered 

ing to himself, “ he must be dead enough. 
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deep. I think I reached his heart with the point. Oh, my 
very soul was in that dagger’s point.” 

The young girl rushed upon him like a furious tigress, and 
pushed him against the flight of steps with supernatural strength. 
“ Begone, monster 1 begone, murderer 1 leave me to die 1 May 
the blood of both of us be an everlasting stain upon thy fore- 
headi Be thine, priest? Never, never! Nothing shall unite 
us—not hell itself 1 Begone, accursed I Never 1 ” 

The priest had stumbled against the stairs. He silently dis¬ 
engaged his feet from the folds of his gown, took up his lantern, 
and began slowly to ascend the steps leading to the door; he 
reopened that door and went out. All at once the young girl 
saw his head reappear; its expression was terrible; and he 
cried out, hoarse with rage and despair, ** I tell thee he’s dead I ” 
She fell with her face to the floor; and no other sound was 
now to be heard in the dungeon save the trickling of the drop 
of water which ruffled the surface of tlie pool in the darkness. 


3 


r 



CHAPTER V 



TII£ UOTUER 


We doubt whether there be anything in the world more gladden- 
to the heart of a mother than the ideas awakened by the 
sight of her infant’s little shoe; above all, when it is the holiday, 
the Sunday, the christening shoe, the shoe embroidered to the 
® ^ ^ which the child has not yet taken one step, 

at shoe, so tiny, has such a charm in it—’tis so impossible for 

cm i ™ it is to the mother as if she saw her child. She 

it she talks to it; she asks herself. Can 

there’s a foot so small ? And should the child 

soft nnH sufflees to bring back to her view the 

creature. She thinks she sees it—sees it aU— 
delicate h^ds, its round head, its pure 

If it be winter, 

stool- carpet, climbing laboriously up a 

If it be^um*^ ‘t should go near tie &re. 

up g"den-plucks 

wonder ^ between the stones—gazes with heartless 

ereat horses- 

F y ^'itn the sheU-work, the flowers, and makes the gardener 
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scold when he finds the gravel on the beds and the mould in 
the walks. Everything smiles, everything is bright, everything 
plays around it, like itself—even to the zephyr and the sun¬ 
beam which sport in rivalry amidst its wanton curls. The 
shoe brings all this home to the mother, and her heart melts 

before it as wax before the fire. 

But when the child is lost, those thousand images of joy, of 
delight of tenderness which swarmed around the little shoe 
become so many sources of horror. The pretty little em¬ 
broidered shoe is now only an instrument of torture, wearmg 
away incessantly the heart of the mother. It is still the same 
chord which vibrates, the fibre the most sensitive, the most 
profound; but instead of its being touched by an angel, it is 

now wrenched by a demon. / u j i 

One morning, as the May sun was rising on one of those dark- 

blue skies in which Garofolo loves to place his descents from 

the cross, the recluse heard a noise of wheels of horses and the 

clanking of irons in the Place de Grive. She was but little 

roused by it, fastened her hair over her ears to deaden the sound, 

and on 4r knees resumed her contemplation of the inani^te 

obiect which she had been thus adoring for fifteen years. That 

little shoe, we have already said, was to her the universe. Her 

thoughts were locked up in it, and were never to quit it until 

death Wh«it bitter imprecations she had breathed to heaven, 

what heartrending complaints, what prayers and sobs atout 

this charming, rosy, satin toy, the gloomy cave of the Tour- 

Roland only knew 1 Never was more despair lavished upon a 

thing more charming or more graceful. That morning it seemed 

IsTnirgrief W™ venting itsllf stiU more violently than usud; 

“ d she was heard from without lamenting m a loud and 

monotonous voice that went to the heart. 

“ 0 my child,” said she, “ my child, my poor 

■ « S 

bek°verno longer in G^d? ;^"j^‘^‘'^te*he‘r\mm me’'tri 

is ss es S 

if you had but seen that, my tjo , y 
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on my joy—you would not have taken from me the only thing 
I had left to level Was I such a wretched creature, then, 
Lord, that you could not look at me before you condemned me? 
Alas! alas! there’s the shoe; but the foot, where is it? Where 
is the rest? where is the child?—My babe; jay babe! what 
have they done with thee?—Lord, give her back to me! For 
fifteen years have I worn my knees in praying to Thee, my God 1 
Is not that enough? Give her back to me for one day, one hour, 
one minute—but one minute. Lord—and then cast me to the 
evil one for ever! Oh, if I knew where lay but the hem of your 
garment, I would cling to it with both hands, and you would be 
obliged to give me my child 1 Her pretty little shoe—have you 
no pity on it, Lord? Can you condemn a poor mother to this 
fifteen years’ torture? Good Virgin 1 good Virgin of heaven! 
my own infant Jesus—they have taken it from me—they have 
stolen it—they have eaten it on the wild heath—they have 
drunk its blood—they have gnawed its bones I Good Virgin, 
have pity on me! My girl I I must have my girl 1 What care 
I that she’s in heaven? I’ll none of your angel; I want my 
child! I am th^ lioness; I want my whelp! Oh, I’ll writhe 
u^n the ground—I’ll dash my forehead against the stones— 
™ysclf, and curse you, Lord, if you keep from me my 

child! You see how my arms are gnawed all over. Lord? Has 

the good God no pity ? Oh, give me only black bread and salt, 
only let me have my child to warm me like a sun 1 Alas 1 Lord 
God, I am only a vile sinner; but my child made me pious. I 
was full of religion for her sake, and I saw you through her 
smile as through an opening of heaven. Oh, let me only once, 
once again, one little once, put this shoe on her pretty little rosy 
oot, and I will die, good Virgin, blessing you! Ah, fifteen years! 
would be grown up now! Unhappy child! What! is it 

tVkoii ^ riot even in heaven? for 

^ j Oh, what misery to have to say, ‘ There 

^d that is all * I ” 

ma^*" thrown herself on this shoe, for so 

rent consolation and despair; and her heart was 

her ch Id day—for to a mother that has lost 

irvab mav “Id- 

dye: theTlr^^! mourning garments wear out and lose their 
^aV tvT remains dark as at first! 

pa^d hpr‘oer^VV^etveT^^^^^^ 

ear, the poor mother used to rush into the darkest cornu 
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of her sepulchre, and seemed as if she would plunge her head into 
the stone that she might not hear them. This tim^-, on the 
contrary, she started up, and listened eagerly. One of the 
little boys had just said, “ They're going to hang a gipsy woman 

a sudden bound, like that of the spider which we have 
seen rush upon a fly at the shaking of her web, she ran to her 
loophole, which looked out, as the reader is aware, upon the 
Place de Gr^ve. There, indeed, was a ladder reared up against 
the permanent gibbet, and the hangman s assistant was busy 
in adjusting the chains rusted by the rain. Some people were 

standing around. , r « 

Th6 smiling group of children was already far oft* Tl'*e 

Sachette sought with her eyes some passer-by whom she might 
interrogate. Close to her cell she caught sight of a priest, who 
seemed to be reading in the public breviary, but whose mind 
was much less occupied with the lattice-guarded volume than 
with the gibbet, towards which he c^t from time to time a 
stem and gloomy look. She recognised Monsieur the Arch¬ 
deacon of Joas, a holy man. . u ^ *v. ” 

“ Father,” asked she, “ who s going to be hanged there ? 

The priest looked at her without answering. She repeated 

her nuestion, and then he said, ‘ I don t know. 

“ -niere were some children here just now who said it was a 

gipsy woman,” continued the recluse. 

‘‘ I believe it is,” said the priest. . 

Then Panuette-la-Chanteflcune burst into a hyena bugh. 

“ sister/’ said the archdeacon, “ you hate the gipsy women 

‘'"‘■'Hate^thmi” cried the recluse. “ T^ey are wtches-^ihild- 

stealm They devoured my little girl-my chi d-my only 

child I I have no heart left-they have devoured t. 
cniia i 1 ^ oripst looked at her coldly. 

She was frightful The priest 10 ^ 

cursed, ''e-’''"'®d she y g Every time that 

would be d her mother had^not^eaten^ ^^g^^ ^^ry^ 

We'il lterbe fojtul now,” said the priest, as icy cold ^ a 
Well, sister, u } / ^ ojg going to see die. 

sepulchral statue; that s the J slowly. 

»p* “p“ 
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the bars of her window-place, her hair dishevelled, her eye 
glaring, striking her shoulder against the wall with the wild 
air of a caged she-wolf that has long been hungry and feels that 
the hour of her repast is approach!^. 


CHAPTER VI 

THREE men’s HEARTS OF DIFFERENT STAMP 

Phcebus, however, was not dead. Men of his description are 
not easily killed. When Maitre Philippe Lheulier, King’s 
Advocate Extraordinary, had said to the poor Esmeralda, 
He’s dying,” it was by mistake or in jest. When the arch¬ 
deacon had repeated to the condemned, ” He is dead,” the fact 
was that he knew nothing about the matter, but that he believed 
that he calculated it must be so, and fully hoped it was so. 
He could ill have brooked the giving to the woman he was in 
love wi^ any good news of his rival. ” Any man in his place,” 
OUT author ingenuously remarks, ” would have done likewise.” 
Not, indeed, that Phoebus’s wound had not been serious, 
It had been less so than the archdeacon flattered himself, 
ine surgeon —the maUre-myrrhe , os he was then called—to 
wnose rwidence the soldiers of the watch had conveyed him in 

^ life, and had 

^ ^ Latin. However, the vigour of a youthful 

nr as often happens, notwith- 

with savitfJ diagnostics, Natuie amused herself 

he was w? m spite of the physician. It was while 

that S ^ \ sick-bed of the son of Esculapius 

and the interrogatories of Philippe Lheulier 

especiaUv^pn or inquest men, which he had found 

medic ne ^ u} payment to the man of 

no means impeded^th^f™ o?* This, however, had by 

of the evident t? indictment and preparation 

about cleamws httle anxious 

criminal prec^ion m the proceedings against a 

^inai. Provided only that the accused cot hanloHfK * 
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Phcebus himself had fled to no great distance. He had merely, 
and very naturally, gone to join his company, then on garrison 
duty at Queue-en-Brie, in the Isle of France, a few stages from 

Paris. . . ,, f 

After all, he felt that it would be by no means agreeable for 

him to appear personally in that trial. He had a vague im¬ 
pression that he should look rather ridiculous m it. In fact, he 
did not very well know what to think of the whole affair. 
Superstitious without devotion, like every soldier who is nothing 
more than a soldier, when he questioned himself upon the 
particulars of that adventure, he was not altogether without 
his suspicions respecting the little goat-the odd circumstances 
under which he had first met with La Esmeralda—the manner, 
no less strant^e, in which she had seemed to betray to him the 
secret of her passion—her being a gipsy—and last, but not 
least the spectre monk. In all those incident he thought he 
could discern much more magic than love-probably a sorcer^.s 
-perhaps the devil-a sort of drama, in short, or to speak the 
language of that day, a mystery-very disagreeaWe. indeed- 
n which he played a very awkward part, that of the persona^ 
beaten and laughed at. The captain felt abashed at this; he 
experienced that species of shame which Lafontaine has so 

admirably defined, 


As ashamed as a fox %vould be caught by a hen. 


ft 


, , _thP affair would not be rumoured about— 

hirn'^eH his na.e would hardly be pro- 

:LdThe Tumoom of Ihe Touruelle’. Nor was he 
heard beyond There was not then anv Gazette des 

mistaken m that ^espec ■ p.^sed in which there was 

Trtbunaux, and ^ witch hanged, or some 

not some coiner o innumerable justices of Paris, 

heretic burned a s to see at every cross-way the 

people were so much ^ sleeves turned 

old feudal Therms, ^ cchelles, and her pillories, that 

up, at work at her g matter. The beau tnonde 

scarcely any the sufferer that passed by 

of that age ^ d at most it was only the populace 

at the comer of the street, a unsavoury viand. An exe- 

that regaled themselvw * ‘J’ habitually met with in the 

She r, S: tl ofthe .fmrfhrr or the slaughter- 
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house of the ecorcheur. The executioner was but a sort of 
butcher rather more versed in his trade than ordinary. 

Phoebus, therefore, very soon set his mind at rest with respect 
to the enchantress Esmeralda, or Similar as he called her, the 
stab he had received from the gipsy girl or from the spectre 
monk (it mattered little to him which), and the issue of the 
trial. But no sooner was his heart vacant on that side than 
the image of Fleur-de-Lys returned to it; for the heart of 
Captain Pheebus, like the natural philosophy of that dav 
abhorred a vacuum. 

Moreover, he found it very dull staying at Queue-en-Brie, a 
village of farriers and milk-women with chapped hands—a long 
string of mean houses and hoveU, bordering the highway on 
bo^ sides for half a leagufr-a tail, in short, as^its name impLts 
Fleur-de-Lys was his last flame but one—a pretty ghl—a 
charming portion-and so one fine morning, being quite cured 
of his wound, and fairly presuming that after two months had 
elapsed the affair of the gipsy girl must be over anTCotten 
the amorous cavalier arrived, prancing in full feather the 
door of the Logis Gondelaurier. ' 

He paid no attention to a very numerous 

^Uecting in the Place du Parvis,^efor^C^nS 

^ recollected that it was the month of Mav-he 

the sorcer^s,^ With of 

lengthened absence of Pheebus Ne^r?h^l ^od the 

er captain enter, she thouthT he boked st weirt^d 
fresh a hacqueton, so shining a baldric and Z \ so 

air that she blushed with pleasure an 

self was more charming t\^^Z 

were braided to nerfectinn ckl -tier magnificent fair locks 

li'K S S'ris 

^ peace Was 
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made immediately. Madame de Gondelaurier herself, still 
maternally seated in her great fauteuil, had not resolution to 
scold him. As for Fleur-de-Lys’s reproaches, they died away 

in tender cooings. ^ j 

The young lady was seated near the window, still embroider¬ 
ing her grotto of Neptunus. The captain stood leaning over 
the back of her chair, while she murmured to him her gentle 

upbraidings. i j 

“ Where have you been for full two months past, you wicked 


“ I swear,” answered Phoebus, a little embarrassed by the 
question, “ that you are beautiful enough to make an archbishop 

She could not help smiling. “ Very good, very good, nion- 
sieur. But leave my beauty alone and answer me. Fine 

beauty to be sure.” „ , , - 

“ Well, my d^ar cousin, I was recalled to keep garrison. 

“ And where was that, H you please? and why did you not 

come and bid me adieu? ” 

“ It was at Queue-en-Brie.” , . , j l- 

Pheebus was delighted that the first question had helped him 
But ^thatT quite near, monsieur. How happened it that 

vou did not come once to see me? ” , r> 

^ Here Phabus was very seriously perplexed. Because . . . 
the service ... and besides, my charming cousm, 1 ve been 


unwell.” , , . . 

“ Unwell? ” exclaimed she in alarm. 

“ Yes; wounded.” 

“ Wounded! ” 

StrrXTt that,” said Ph.bus cate- 
lesslrH’s nothing" at all. A qua^el-a crossing of swords 

—what does ‘''"'‘J "'eLlaimed Flcur-de-Lys, 

What does that signify you don’t 

lilting her beauti u ®y , crossing of swords? I 

think what you say. VVhat was ina 

want to know all about it. ou 

“ Well, my fair one, I ve a qna^_^_^ 

know, the lieutenant of S . other’s skin—that’s all.” 

has ripped open a few inches 

The lying captain w^ in the eyes of a woman, 

always sets a man off to aavaniagc 
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And, in fact; Fleur-de-Lys looked him In the face with mingled 
sensations ofjear, pleasure, and admiration. However, she did 
not yet feel completely reassured. 

“So that you are but perfectly cured, my Phcebus! “ said 
she. “I don’t know your Mah6 F^dy, but he must be a vile 
fellow. And what was this quarrel about? ’’ 

Here Phcebus, whose imagination was not over-creative, 
began to be rather at a loss how to dispose conveniently of 
his prowess. 

“ Oh, I don’t know ... a mere nothing at all ... a horse 
I < . a word dropped. Belle coustne,^* said he, by way of turn¬ 
ing the conversation, “ what’s that noise about in the Parvis? ’’ 

He went to the window. “ O mon Dieu / beUe cousine, there’s 
a great crowd in the Place.” 

“I don’t know,” said Fleur-de-Lys; “it seems there’s a 

witch going to do penance this morning before the church on 
her way to be hanged.” 

^ absolutely did the captain believe the affair of La Esme- 
ralda to be terminated that he was little affected by these words 

Nevertheless he asked her one or two questions 
What s the witch’s name? ” 

I don’t know,” she answered. 

And what do they say she’s done ? ” 

k^^am she shrugged her white shoulders and replied, “ I don’t 


many ToTcilr? ^ J ‘’er mother, “ there are so 

u nowadays that I dare say they burn them 

. ““"es. It would be of no more use 

don’t r^ufet wh^” “ concourse too; I 

of people than there^is now ^ 

machicolations of the Porte the 
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was much laughing; for by the side of Amanyon de Garlande. 
who was very short, there was the Sire Matefelon, a knight of 
giant stature, who had killed heaps of English. It was very 
hne indeed: a procession of all the gentlemen of France, with 
their oriflammes waving red before you. There were those of 
the pennon and those of the banner. Let me see—there was 
the Sire de Calan, with his pennon; Jean de Chateaumorant, 
with his banner; the Sire de Coucy, with his banner—and a 
richer one, too, than any of the others, except the Duke of 
Bourbon’s. ALasl how melancholy to think that all that has 
existed, and that all has passed awayl ” 

The two lovers were inattentive to the reminiscences of the 
venerable dowager. Plicebus had returned to lean over the 
back of the chair of his betrothed—a charming situation, from 
which his libertine glance could invade all the openings of 
Fleur-de-Lys’s collerelte, which yawned so conveniently, revealed 
to him so many exquisite things, and led him to divine so many 
others, that Phoebus, quite ravished with that satiny-glowing 
skin, said to himself, “ How can a man love any but a fair 
beauty? ” They both remained silent. The young lady lifted 
up to him from time to time her eyes full of gentleness and 
delight, and their hair mingled in the beams of the vernal sun. 

“ PhcEbus,” said Fleur-de-Lys all at once, in a whisper, " we 
are to be married in three months. Swear to me that you have 
never loved any woman but myself.” 

“I swear it, fair angel 1” answered he; and to convince 
Fleur-de-Lys, an impassioned look was added to the sincere 
tone of his voice. Perhaps, indeed, at that moment he himself 
believed what he was saying. 

Meanwhile the good mother, delighted to see the two fiances 
on such excellent terms with each other, had quitted the apart¬ 
ment to attend to some household matter. Phcebus remarked 
it, and the being left thus alone so much emboldened the adven¬ 
turous captain that some very strange ideas entered his brain. 
Fleur-de-Lys loved him—he was engaged to her—they were 
alone—his old inclination for her had revived, not in all its 
freshness indeed, but in all its ardour. After all, there could 
be no great crime. We know not exactly whether all these 
thoughts actually crossed his mind, but this is certain, that 
Fleur-de-Lys was all at once alarmed at the expression of his 
countenance. She looked around her, and saw that her mother 

was gone. „ 

” Mon Dieu / ” said she, blushing and uneasy, “ I’m very hot. 
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“ I think, indeed,” returned Pheebus, ” it must be almost 
noon. The sun becomes annoying; there’s no remedy but to 
draw the curtains.” 

“No, nol” cried the poor girl; “on the contrary. I’ve 
occasion for air.” 

And like a hind that scents the breath of the approaching 
pack, she rose, hurried to the window, opened it, and rushed 
upon the balcony. 

Pheebus, little gratified at this movement, followed her 
thither. 

The Place du Parvis Notre-Dame, upon which, as the reader 
is aware, the balcony looked, presented at that moment an odd 
and dismal spectacle, which suddenly altered the nature of the 
timid Fleur-de-Lys’s alarm. 

An immense crowd of people, extending into all the adjacent 
streets, covered the Place properly so called. The low wall 
enclosing the Parvis itself would not have sufficed to keep that 
mterior space clear, but that it was lined by dense ranks of the 
sergeants of the Onze-vingts and of hackbuteers, culverin in 
Imnd. Owing, however, to this grove of pikes and arquebuses 

empty. Its entrance was guarded by a body 
of the bishop’s own halberdiers. The great doors of the church 
were shut, thus contrasting with the numberless windows round 
the Place, which, being all open up to the very gables, exhibited 

thousands of heads piled in heaps, something like the balls in a 
park of artillery. 

The surface of the multitude was dingy and dirty-looking. 
ihe sight which they were waiting to see was evidently one of 
those whose privilege it b to bring out and call together all 

unclean in the population of a city. Nothing 
ouid be more hideous than the murmur that rose from that 
warn of yellow caps and dirty heads. In thb crowd there 

women laughter, fewer men than 

genera?hum* ^ pierced through the 

« Mahiet BalifEre, are they going to hang her there? ” 

Almbhtv’f ^ ‘ in her shift, God 

done herl P'”® ^ always 

to the cXe >’<>“ go 

“ ru go there after.” 
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“ Do just tell me, La Boucanbry, is it true that she's refused 
to have a confessor? ” 

“ It seems it is, La Bechaigne/’ 

“ Oh, the pagan I ” 

• •••••«• 

“ Sir, it’s the custom. The bailifi of the Palais is bound to 
deliver the malefactor, ready sentenced, for execution: if it’s a 
layman, to the Provost of Paris; if it’s a clerk, to the ofi'icial 
of the bishopric.” 

“ Thank you, sir.” 

• ■ «••••« 

‘‘ 0 my Godl ” said Fleur-de-Lys—“ the poor creature 1 ” 

This thought filled with sadness the look which she cast over 
the populace. The captain, whose attention was much more 
occupied by herself than by that congregation of the rabble, 
was amorously fingering her waist behind. She turned round 
with a look half smiling and half entreating. “ Now, do leave 
me alone, Phoebus. If my mother were to come in, she would 
see your hand.” 

At that moment the clock of Notre-Dame slowly struck 
twelve. A murmur of satisfaction burst from the crowd. The 
last vibration of the twelfth stroke had hardly expired on the 
ear when the heads of the multitude were all set in motion like 
the waves before a sudden gale, and an immense shout rose at 
once, from the ground, from the windows, and from the roofs, 
of ■* Here she comes! ” 

Flcur-de-Lys put her hands before her eyes, that she might 
not see. 

“ My charmer,” said Pheebus, ” will you go in? ” 

“ No,” answered she; and those eyes which she had just 
closed through fear she opened again through curiosity. 

A tumbrel drawn by a strong Isorman horse, and quite sur¬ 
rounded by horsemen in the violet uniform with the white 
crosses, had just entered the Place from the Rue Saint-Pierre- 
aux-Bceufs. The sergeants of the watch made way for it 
through the multitude by a vigorous use of their whitleather 
bouUayes. By the side of the tumbrel rode some officers of 
justice and of police, distinguishable by their black costume and 
their awkwardness on horseback. Maitre Jacques Charmolue 
paraded at their head. In the fatal cart a young girl was 
seated, with her hands tied behind her, and without any pries 
at her side. She was in her shift; her long black hair (for i 
was then the custom not to cut it until reaching the foot of 
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the gibbet) fell unbound upon her neck and over her half- 
uncovered shoulders. 

Across those dishevelled and undulating loekb, more shining 

than a raven’s plumage, was seen, twisted and knotted, a thick 

brown cord, which roughly chafed the poor girl’s pretty, fragile 

neck, encircling it like an earthworm twined about a flower. 

Beneath that rope glittered a small amulet, ornamented witr» 

green glass, which no doubt she had been allowed to keep 

merely because it was thought not worth while to refuse it to 

one just going to die. The spectators up at the windows could 

discern at the bottom of the tumbrel her naked legs, which she 

strove to conceal under her as if through a last remaining 

instinct of her sex. At her feet was a little she-goat, with its 

limbs also bound. The condemned was holding together with 

her teeth her ill-tied chemise. It seemed as if she still suffered 

m her misery from being thus exposed almost naked before all 

eyes. Alasl it was not for shudderings like this that feminine 
modesty was designed. 

“JesusI” said Fleur-de-Lys sharply to the captain, “look 
there, beau cousin. It s that vile gipsy girl with the goat.” 

bo saying, she turned round to Phoebus. His eyes were fixed 
upon the tumbrel, and he looked very pale 

;; What gipsy girl with the goat? ” said he, stammering, 
mean/' >'«• "I don’t know what you 

He made one step to go in; but Fleur-de-Lys, whose iealousv 

eh was’'strongly excited by that same gipsy 
wouW ^ink that 

lect in the world. Me, indeed I ”■ “ said he; " not the 

it out’.-'''"''” ^ “"'"'anding tone, “ and let 


see 


it h"tH:''to°s:^t:t‘’th . 

eyes feed upon the bottom of the tu^'eT'* 17'^ I'P^ 
fortune she was still beautifuli Rrf. ‘C'^yr^totd 


Notre-Dame 



larger for the sinking of her cheeks, and her livid profile was 
pure and sublime. She resembled what she had been just in 
the degree that one of Masaccio’s Virgins resembles one of 
Raphael’s—looking weaker, slenderer, thinner. 

As for her mien, she seemed to be all tossing about, as it were 
—ever>'thing, except as far as modesty dictated, being left to 
chance, so thoroughly had her spirit been broken by stupor 
and despair. Her form redounded at every jolt of the tumbrel, 
like something dead or dislocated; her look was fixed and 
unconscious; a tear was still to be seen in her eye, but motion¬ 
less, as if it had been frozen there. 

^Ieanwhile the dismal cavalcade had traversed the crowd, 
amid shouts of rejoicing and attitudes of curiosity. Neverthe¬ 
less, historical fidelity calls upon us to testify that on seeing her 
so beautiful and so overwhelmed with affliction, many were 
moved to pity, even among the most hard-hearted. The 
tumbrel had entered the Parvis, and had stopped before the 
central doorway of the church. 

The escort drew up in line on either side. 'Hie crowd were now 
silent; and amid that silence, so solemn and anxious, each half 
of the great door turned, as if of itself, upon its hinges, which 
creaked like the sound of a fife. Then the deep interior of 
the church was seen in its whole extent, gloomy, hung w'lth 
mourning, faintly lighted by a few wax tapers twinkling afar 
off upon the high altar, yawning like a cavern amidst the Place 
inundated with light. Quite at the farther end, in the shade of 
the chancel, was dimly distinguished a gigantic silver cross, 
gleaming against a piece of black drapery, which hung from 
the vaulted ceiling dowm to the floor. The nave was quite 
solitary; but the heads of some priests were seen confusedly 
stirring in the disUnt sUlls of the choir, and at the moment that 
the great door opened there burst from the interior of the church 
a solemn and monotonous chant, which cast, as in successive 
puffs, upon the head of the condemned, fragments of dismal 

psalms:— . 

. , T^on Itmebo millia popuh circutndantts v\e : fxsurge, 

Domine : salvutn me jac, Dens / ” * 

“ . . . Salvum me fac, Deus, quontam ttiiraverunt aqu(£ 

usque ad an.mam meu/.u” * 


• ... I will Qot (»ar the thous«.ds ol the people gathered together 

about Xit‘Ihe° ”aLrs"have entered in even unto 

my souL 
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“ . . . Infixus sum in limo profundi, et non tsi sub¬ 
stantia*’ ' 

At the same time another voice, isolated from the choir, 
gave out from the steps of the high altar this melancholy 
offertory:— 

*'Qu'i verbum meum audit, et credit ei gui misit me, hahet 

vitam (Bternam, et in judicium non venit; sed transit a tnorle in 
vitam.” * 

This chant, which some old men, lost to view in the darkness 
of the church, were thus pouring forth over that beautiful 
creature full of youth and life, wooed by the tepid airs of sprin-r 

sunshine, was the mass for the dead. ^ 

The multitude listened in mute attention. 

The unfortunate girl, quite bewildered, seemed to lose her 
view and her consciousness in the dark interior of the cathedral. 
Her pale lips moved as if uttering a prayer: and when the 

approached to help her down from her 
tu^rel, heard her repeat m a whisper the word Pheebus. 

accomna^pH descend from the vehicle, 

Sted w th unbound, and which 

waU: '^^y made her 

ste^ oren^. 'u" pavement, to the bottom of the great 
trailing was passed round her neck 

her. ^ looking like a serpent closely pursuing 

church. A 

to move m the *»g>toung 

dreSeH vee * distance. The halberds of the motity- 

in a fet^mbutes'’* T' «PO° the floor; 

along, de“eTo™dto “fT®’ ''o^Ix 

of the multitode to that 

walked at uleir hel!t ®y« 'to«lf upon the one who 
“Oh,"said^rtoh cross-bearer, 

spoke, “ 'tis he a^ain-^&e ^«t 1 ” 

chapter’ MdTn v' "chdeacon. On his left walked the sub- 
tot. and on his right the precentor, carrying his staff 

*“ o' to' Kt«< d«P, and there 

hath ii/e my word, and beUeveth in him that sent 

passeth unto lif^^* cometh not unto judgment, but from dcath^ 
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office. He advanced with his head thrown back, his eyes wide 
open and fixed, singing in a strong voice:— 

“ De venire inferi clamavi, ei exaudisti vocem meant} 

■'* Et projecisti me in projundum in corde maris^ st ilunien 
circnmdedit me." * 

. vt the moment that he appeared in the broad daylight, under 
the high pointed doorway, wrapped in an ample silver cope, 
marked with a black cross, he was so pale that some among 
the crowd actually thought that one of the marble bishops 
kne<;ling on the tombstones in the choir had risen upon his feet, 
and was come to receive on the threshold of the grave her who 
vra.s to die. 

She herself, no less pale, and statue-like, had scarcely perceived 
that they had put into her hand a heavy, lighted taper of yellow 
wax. She had not hearkened to the clamorous voice of the 
re<'lstrar reading over the fatal tenor of the amende honorable; 
oi 3 y when they had told her to answer Amen she had answered 

“ Amen I" • . • 

She was not brought back to some slight consciousness of 

life and strength until she saw the priest make a sign to her 

<niards to retire, and him.self advance towards her. But now 

she felt her blood boiling in her head, and a remaining spark oi 

indignation was kindled in that spirit already benumbed and 


The archdeacon approached her slow'ly. Even in that her 
dire extremity she perceived him c«t over her expos^ form 
an eye sparkling with jealousy and lascivious desire. Then he 
^aid to her in a loud voice. “ Young woman have you asked 
nardon of God for your sins and your offences ? He leaned to 
her ear, and added (while the spectators supposed that he was 
receiving her last confession^ “ Will you have anything to say 

tome? I can save you yet.” 

She looked him steadfastly m^the face, and said, Begone, 

vou demon, or ril denounce you.” 

He smiled-a horrid smUe. “ They’U not believe you, you 
will but be adding a scandal to a crime. Answer me quickly. 

will vou have anything to say to me r . „ , ^ 1 

“ mat have you done with my Phmhus? she returned. 

“ He’s dead 1 ” said the priest. 


. 01,1 ol the bowels ol the oarth ! b.,vo cailct unto tb-c. an.t Ihcu has! 

ca.l me out uito .be depths ol .he sea, and ihe waiC 


rone about 
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At that moment the wretched archdeacon raised his head 
mechanically, and saw, at the opposite side of the Place, on the 
balcony of ^e Logis Gondelaurier, the captain himself, standing 
close by Fleur-de-Lys. He st^gered, passed his hand over liis 
eyes, looked again, muttered a malediction, and every line of 
his face was violently contracted. 

“ Well, then, die thou 1 ” said he, between his teeth; “ no one 
shall have thee!" Then lifting his hand over the gipsy girl, he 
exclaimed in a sepulchral voice—" 1 nunc anima anetps, ci 
sit tibi Deus miscricors." ^ 


This was the awful formula with which it was the c\i?tom to 
close that gloomy ceremonial. It was the preconcerted signal 
given by the priest to the executioner. 

Hereupon the people knelt down. 

“ Kyric EUison ! ” ^ said the priests, remaining under the 
great arched doorway. 

Kyrie EUison ! ” repeated the multitude, with that murmur¬ 
ing noise which runs over a sea of heads, like the splasl\inc of 
the waves of the sea itself when in agitation. 

Amen I ” said the archdeacon. 

He turned his back upon the condemned; his head fell upon 
uis breast; his hands crossed themselves; he returned to his 
tram of priests; and in a minute he was seen to disappear with 
^ tapers, and the copes, under the dim arches of the 

cathedral; and his sonorous voice gradually died away in the 
choir, while chanting this verse of despair:— 

fluctus iui super me (raM^>rw«( / ” ^ 

At the same time the intermitted clang of the iron-covered 
Dutt-ends of the yeomen’s pikes, dying away successively under 
me several mtercolumniations of the nave, sounded like the 
hammer of a clock striking the last hour of the condemned. 

the Notre-Dame remained open, showing 

h J remained motionless on the spot where they 

0 ^ of ^ disposed of. It wlTnecessary for 

circumstj>ii4'^“^?i'^ wand to give information of the 

set h^^U^ Maitre Charmolue, who during all this scene had 
imself to study that bas-relief of the grand portal whirU 
^presents, according to some, Abraham’s s^criL^^ccTd^ 

; " 1 --^ “el; --i may God have o^ercy upon .hee, 

Ah thy whirlpool, O Lord, and aU thy wave, have goa. over me! 
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to others, the magnum opus, the grand alchemical operation— 
the sun being figured by the angel, the fire by the fagot, and the 
operator by Abraham. 

They had much ado to draw him away from this contempla¬ 
tion; but at last he turned round, and at a sign which he made 
them two men dressed in yellow, the excutioner’s assistants, 
approached the gipsy girl to tie her hands again. 

The unfortunate girl, at the moment of reascending the fatal 
cart, and moving on towards her final scene, was seized, perhaps, 
by some last overwhelming clinging to life. She lifted her dry 
reddened eyes to heaven — to the sky — to the sun — to the 
silvery clouds, intermingled with patches of brilliant blue; then 
she cast them around her upon the ground, the people, the 
houses. All at once, while the man in yellow was pinioning 
her, she uttered a terrible cr>’, a cry of joy. At that balcony— 
over there—at the angle of the Place—she had distinguished 
his form—the form of him—her friend—her lord—Phoebus— 
that other apparition of her life I The judge had liedl the 
priest had lied! it was he indeed—she could not doubt it He 
was there—living—beautiful—clad in his brilliant uniform, with 
the plume on his head and the sword by his side. 

“ Phoebus 1 ” she cried—“ my Phoebus!” and she would 
have stretched out to him her arms all trembling w'ith love and 
delight; but they were bound. 

Then she saw the captain knit his brows; a fine young 
woman, leaning upon his arm, looked at him with scornful lip 
and angry eye; then Pheebus uttered some words which did not 
reach her ear, and then he and the lady both hastily disappeared 
behind the casement of the balcony, which immediately closed. 

“ Phoibiis! ” cried the unfortunate girl, can it be that thou 


believ’st it? ” , ci. 1 

A monstrous idea had just suggested itself to her. She recol¬ 
lected that she had been condemned for murder committed on 


the person of Phoebus de Chateaupers. 

She had supported everything until now; but this last blow 

was too severe. She fell senseless upon the ground. 

“ Come ” said Charmolue, ” carry her mto the cart, and let 


us finish,” ,, , t 

No one had yet remarked, in the gallery of royal statues 

carved immediately above the arches of the portal, a strange- 

looking spectator, who untU then had been observing al that 

passed with such absolute passiveness—a neck so intently 

stretched-a visage so deformed-that but for his habiliments, 
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half red and half white, he might have been taken for one of 
the stone monsters through whose mouths the long gutters of 
the cathedral have disgorged themselves for six hundred years. 
No visible circumstance of all that had been transacted before 
the entrance of Notre-Dame since the hour of twelve had 
escaped this spectator. And at the very commencement, with¬ 
out any one’s noticing the action, he had fastened firmly to one 
of the small columns of the gallery a strong knotted rope, the 
other end of which fell down below upon the top of the steps of 
entrance. This being done, he had set himself to look quietly 
on, only whistling from time to time when some blackbird flew 
by him. All at once, at the moment that the chief execu¬ 
tioner’s two assistants were preparing to execute Charmolue’s 
phlegmatic order, he strided over the balustrade of the gallery 
pipped the cord with his feet, his knees, and his hands; then 
he was seen to slide down over that part of the fa9ade like a 
drop of ram gliding down a pane of glass—run up to the two 
sub-executioners with the speed of a cat just dropped from a 
housetop—knock them both down with a pair of enormous 
hste-^rry off the gipsy girl with one hand, as a child does 
a dol and l^p at one bound into the church, lifting the 

^ formidable voice, 

This was done with such rapidity that had it been night the 

^ 

^ctuaryl” repeated the crowd; and the 

s^arkWi'i "'ade Quasimodo’s only eve 

with joy and pride. ^ ' 

her brought the condemned to her senses. She lifted 

o1 S was a recogni"d 

Sireshold ■ ‘‘'“POfal jurisdiction expired upon ite 

k ij*? ^ l^e manner, has a mane hnr «« . 

He held the young girl all mane, out no neck. 

y ng giri, au palpitating, suspended m liis horny 
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hands, like a piece of white drapery; but he bore her so 
cautiously that he seemed to be afraid of breaking or withering 
her. It was as if he felt that she was something delicate, ex¬ 
quisite, precious, made for other hands than his. At some 
moments he looked as if not daring to touch her even with his 
breath. Then all at once he would strain her closely in his 
arms to his angular breast—as if she v>ere his only good—his 
treasure—as the mother of that child would have done. His 
gnome’s eye, bent down upon her, poured over her a flood of 
tenderness, grief, and pity; and then again it was lifted up all 
flashing. Then the women laughed and wept—the crowd 
stampe^d their feet with enthusiasm—for at that moment Quasi¬ 
modo had really a beaut>^ of his own. Yes; that orphan, that 
foundling, that outcast, was fair to look upon. He felt himself 
august in his strength. He stood erect, looking full in the face 
that society from which he was banished, yet in which he was 
displaying so powerful an intervention—that human justice 
from which he had snatched its prey—all those tigers whose 
longin" jaws he forced to remain empty—all those police agents, 
those ludges, those executioners—all that force of the Kii^ 
which he, poor and helpless as he was, had broken with the 

force of God. _ . - , . . 


And then there was something affecting in that protection 
falling from a being so deformed upon one so unfortunate-m 
the circumstance of a poor girl condemned to death being saved 
by Quasimodo. It was the extremity of natural and that ot 

meeting and assisting each other. 
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anrl his thundering voice, that voice which was heard so seldom, 
and which he never heard at all, thrice repeated with frantic 
vehemence, even in the very clouds, “SanctuaryI sanctuary! 
sanctuary I ” 

“Noell Noell” cried the people in their turn; and that 
multitudinous acclamation resounded upon the opposite shore 
of the Seine, to the astonishment of the crowd assembled in the 
Place de Gr^ve, and of the recluse herself, who was still wailing 
with her eyes fixed upon the gibbet ^ 


BOOK IX 


CHAPTER I 


FEVER 


Claijde Frollo was no longer in Notre-Dame when his adopted 
son thus abruptly cut the fatal knot in which the unhappy arch¬ 
deacon had bound the gipsy girl and caught himself. On re¬ 
turning into the sacristy he had tom from his shoulders the alb, 
the cope, and the stole; thrown them all into the hands of the 
amazed verger; made his escape through the private door of 
the cloister; had ordered a wherryman of the Terrain to convey 
him to the left bank of the Seine; and plunged into the hilly 
streets of the University—going he knew not whither; meeting 
at every step parties of men and of women, pressing joyously 
towards the Pont St. Michel, in the hope that they should still 
“ get there in time ” to sec the witch hanged—looking pale and 
—more troubled, more blinded, and more scared than some 
bird of night let fiy and pursued by a troop of children in broad 
daylight. He knew not where he was —what he thought — 
what he dreamed- He went forward —walking —running — 
taking each street at random—making no selection of his route 
—only still urged on by that Gr^ve, that horrible Gr^ve which 

he confusedly felt to be behind him. 

In this manner he proceeded the whole length of the Montagne 
St. Genevieve, and at last issued out of the town by the Porte 
St! Victor. He continued his flight so long as, on turning 
round, he could see the towered enclosure of the University and 
the scattered houses of the faubourg; but when at l^ast a ridge 
of ground had taken completely out of his view that hateful 
Paris—when he could imagine himself a hundred lei^ues fro 
it—in the country, in a desert—he stopped, and felt as if he 


breathed more freely. ^ An-am 

Then frightful ideas rushed upon his ^md sa 

clear into tis soul, and shuddered. He d. 

tunate girl who had destroyed him and w om nlnrur which 

He cast a haggard eye over the two windmg paths, along 
Fate had driven their separate destinies, to that point of m 
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section at which she had pitilessly shattered them against each 
other. He thought of the folly of everlasting vows—the empti¬ 
ness of chastity, science, religion, virtue—the inutility of God. 
He took his fill of these bad thoughts, and while plunging deeper 
into them, he felt as if the fiend were laughing within him. 

And while thus diving into his soul, when he saw how large a 

space nature had assigned in it to the passions, he smiled more 

bitterly still. He stirred up from the bottom of his heart all 

his hatred, all his wickedness; and he discovered, with the cool 

eye of a physician examining a patient, that this hatred, this 

wickedness, were but vitiated love—that love, the source of 

every virtue in man, turned to things horrible in the heart of 

a priest—and that a man constituted as he was, by making 

himself a priest made himself a demon. Then he laughed 

ir^htfully, and all at once he grew pale again in contemplating 

the worst side of his fatal passion—of that love, corroding 

venomous, malignant, implacable, which had driven one of 

them to the gibbet, the other to heUfire—her to condemnation 
hun to damnation. ' 


And then his laugh came again when he reflected that Phoebus 
was living—that the captain was alive, gay, and happy, had 
er Mcquetons than ever, and a new mistress, whom he 

hanged. And he sneered at himself 
th redoubled bitterness when he reflected that, of the living 
bemgs whose death he had desired, the only one whom he did 
o^eally hate was the only one he had not failed to kill. 

thoughts wandered from the captain to the assembled 
He ^ jealousy of a novel kind. 

^fore the^^^ people-had had 

a statP nf woman whom he loved, exposed almost in 

that that '^T'thed his arms with agonv at the idea 

Teilht of K to him the very 

the verv^^^^f^^®' ^ daylight, 7t 

a bridd S -1°' ^ ““‘titude, clad as for 

those"'P‘ the thought that aU 

'T weot Profaned sullifd. stripped 

how many Ldu- wu .k ^ t“ 

-that thl kvelv gratified 
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the beggars, the lackeys—had come to drink in common of a 
pleasure shameless, impure, and depraved. 

And then, when he sought to picture to his imagination the 
happiness which he might have found upon earth, had not she 
been a gipsy and he a priest, had Pheebus not existed, and had she 
but loved him—when he figured to himself that a life of serenit}’ 
and love would have been possible for him too—that at that 
very moment there were happy couples to be found here and 
Liiere upon the earth, whiling away the hours in sweet and 
devious converse, in orange-groves, on the side of rivulets, by 
the setting sun or under a starry sky—and that, had it been 
God’s will, he might have formed with her one of those blissful 
couples—his heart melted in tenderness and despair. 

Oh, she! still shel It was tliat fixed idea that haunted him 
incessantly—that tortured him—that gnawed his brain and 
corroded his heart. He did not regret—he did not ref>ent; all 
Uiat he had done he was ready to do again—he liked better to 
see her in the hands of the executioner than in the amis of the 
capUin. But he was suffering—suffering so violently that at 
some moments he tore handfuls of hair from his head to see if 
it were not whitening. 

There was one moment among the rest at which it entered 
his mind that perhaps at that very minute tlie hideous chain 
which he had seen in the morning was drawing its noose of 
iron about that neck so slender and so graceful. This thought 
brought the pierspiration boiling through his pores. 

There was another moment at which, in the midst of a 
diabolical laugh at himself, he pictured to his imagination at 
one and the same time La Esmeralda as he had seen her for 
the first time—lively, careless, joyous, gaily attired, dancing, 
winged, hamionious—and I^a Esmeralda at her last hour, in 
her scanty shift, with the rope about her neck, ascending slowly 
with her naked feet the sharp-cornered steps of the gibbet. 
He drew this picture to himself so vividly that he uttered a 

terrific cry. , 1 • 

While this hurricane of despair was overtummg, breaking, 

tearing up, bending to the earth, uprooting all within him, he 
looked upon the face of nature around him. At his feel some 
fowls were stirring about among the bushes pecking the scaly 
insects that were running in the sunshine. Ovei his head were 
some groups of dappled clouds, gliding over a deep blue sky 
In the horizon the spire of St. Victor’s Abbey shot up its obcl^k 
of slate above the intervening ridge of ground. And tlie miller 
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of the Butte Copeaux was whistling light-heartedly while he 
looked at the steady-turning sails of his mill. All those objects, 
instinct with a life active, organised, and tranquil, recurring 
around him in a thousand forms, were painful to him; and 
again he began to fly. 

Thus he hurried on through the country until the evening. 
This flight of his from nature, from life, from himself, from 
man, from God, from everything, lasted the whole day. Some¬ 
times he threw himself with his face to the ground, and tore up 
with his nails the young blades of com. Sometimes he stopped 
m the solitary street of a village, and his thoughts were so 
msupportable that he would take his head between both his 

hands, as if to tear it from his shoulders and dash it on the 
stones. 

Towards the hour of sunset he examined himself again and 

found hmself almost mad. The storm that had been raeino 

within him ever smce the moment that he had lost all hope and 

wish to save the gipsy girl had left him unconscious of a single 

sound idea, a single rational thought. His reason lay prostrate 

almost utterly destroyed. Only two distinct images remained 

m his mind-La Esmeralda ^d the gallows; all beside was 

images, appearing together, pre- 

^hem*^ i “"d the more he fixed upon 

hem suA power of attention and contemplation as remained 

to him, the more he saw them increase according to a fancied 

progress'on-the one in grace, in charm, in beauty, in light 

the other m deformity and horror—until at last La Esmerllda’ 

geared to him as a star, Uie gibbet as an enormous, Slt 

thought himself far from t 

l»an^, he discovered that he had only been ^travHI 
the circuit of the University. The spire of St 

Aree lofty needles of St Germain-dLprt 

horizon on his right. He bent hLs sw . ‘ “P “hove the 

When he heard ^^e “ Qui ” of 

around the embattled circumvallation of ^ ® ”«-.“t-arms 

turned aside, took a path that lay befora bLJ^Cn' th'e 
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abbey mill and the Maladerie or lazaretto of the bourg, and in 
a few minutes found himself upon the border of the Pr6-aux- 
Qercs. This Pr^ was celebrated for the tumults that arose in 
it night and day: it was a hydra to the poor monks of St. 
Germain’s —Qiwd monachis Sancti Germani Pratensis hydra juit, 
dericis nova semper dissidiorum cafrita susciiantibus. The arch¬ 
deacon was afraid of meeting some one there; he dreaded to 
ena)unter any human face: he had avoided the University and 
the Bourg St. Germain, and he wished to enter the streets again 
at the latest hour possible. He passed along the side of the 
Pr^aux-Clercs, took the solitary path which lay between it and 
the Dieu-Neuf, and at length reached the waterside. There 
Dom Claude found a boatman, who for a few deniers parisis 
conveyed him up the Seine to the extremity of the island of 
the City, and landed him upon that uninhabited ton^e of land 
on which the reader has already seen poor Gringoire musing, 
and which extended beyond the King’s gardens, parallel to the 


islet of the Passcur-aux-Vaches. 

The monotonous rocking of the boat and the dashing of the 
water had in some degree lulled the unhappy Claude. When 
the wherryman had taken his departure he remained standing 
in stupor upon the bank, looking straight before him, but per¬ 
ceiving objects only through such magnifying oscillations as 
made all a sort of phantasmagoria to him. The exhaustion 
of a violent grief will often produce this effect upon the mind. 

The sun had set behind the lofty Tour de Nesle, and it was 
now the twilight hour. The sky was white, and so was the 
surface of the river. Between these two sheets of white the 
left bank of the Seine, upon which his eyes were fixed, projected 
its dark mass, which, gradually tapering away in the perspective, 
shot out into the grey horizon like a huge black spire. It was 
loaded with houses, of which nothing was distinguishable but 
the dark outline of the whole, boldly marked upon the clear light 
tint of the sky and the water. Here and there the windows 
were beginning to twinkle from the lights within. That immense 
black obelisk, thus isolated between the two white expanses o 
the sky and the river (at that place very broad), had a smgu 
appearance to Dom Claude, simflar to that wh.ch would ^ 
experienced by a man lying with his back to tl.e ground at the 
foot of the steeple of Strasburg, and lookmg up at the cnormoi^s 
spire piercing into the sky above him m the dim twilight. Only 
there was this diflercnce-that here Claude was erect, and the 
obelisk was horizontal; but as the river, by reflecting e 
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deepened indefinitely the abyss beneath him, the vast pro¬ 
montory seemed springing as boldly in the void as any cathedral 
spire, and the impression was the same. Here, indeed, the 
impression was in this respect stronger and more profound— 
that although it was indeed the steeple of Strasburg, it was 
the steeple of Strasburg two leagues high—something unex¬ 
ampled, gigantic, immeasurable—a structure such as no human 
eye had seen, except it were the tower of Babel. 'Fhe chimneys 
of the houses, the battlements of the walls, the fantastically- 
cut gables of the roofs, the spire of the Augustines, the Tour de 
Nesle—all those projections which indented the profile of the 
colossal obelisk—added to the illusion by their odd resemblance 
to the outline of a florid and fanciful sculpture. Claude, in the 
state of hallucination in which he then was, thought he saw 
with his living eyes the very steeple of hell. The thousand 
lights scattered over the whole height of the fearful tower seemed 
to him to be so many openings of the vast internal furnace, 
while the voices and the noises that escaped from it were so 
many shrieks and growings of the damned. Then he was 
terror-struck: he put his hands to his ears that he might hear 
no longer, ^med his back that he might no longer see, and 

strode hastily away from the frightful vision. But the vision 
was in himself. 

When he canie into the streets again, the people, passing to 
and fro m the light of the shop fronts, appeared to him like an 
everlastir^ movement of spectres about him. He had strange 
noises m his ears, and extraordinary fancies disturbed his brain. 
He saw neither the houses, nor the pavement, nor the vehicles 
nor the men and women, but a chaos of undefined objects 
merging one into another. At the comer of the Rue de la 
^uierie there was a chandler’s shop, which had the penthouse 
ftll^nnl^ window, according to immemorial custom, garnished 
rir^i f from each of which was suspended a 

wind '^ndles, clattering against each other in the 

^ castanets. He thought he heard 

at Montfau^c^^ another in the dark, the bundle of skeleton^ 

anothe/* drives them one against 

K ^ chains with the rattle 

Quite bewUdered, he knew not whither he was going After 

St Si ^ n the '^nt 

“‘“el. There was a light at a ground-floor window • he 
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went up to it. Through the cracked panes he saw a dirty room, 
which awakened in his mind a confused recollection. In that 
room, ill lighted by a meagre lamp, there was a young man, fair 
and fresh-looking, with a joyous face, throwing his arms with 
boisterous laughter about a girl very immodestly attired; and 
near the lamp there was an old woman spinning and singing 
with a tremulous voice. As the young man’s laughter was not 
heard at every instant, the old woman’s song made its way in 
fragments to the ear of th« priest; it was something unin¬ 
telligible yet frightful:— 

“ Growl, Gr^ve; bark, Grdvc! 

Spin away, my distafl brave: 

Let the hangoiaa have his cord, 

ITiat whistles iu the prisoo-yard 
Growl, Greve; bark, Grdvel 



“ Hemp, that makes the pretty rope, 
Sow it vkddcly. give it scope— 

Better hfoip than wheaten sheaves; 
Thiel there's none that ever thieves 
The pretty rope, the hempen rope. 

Bark, Grdve; growl, Gr^ve! 

To sec the girl of pleasure brave 
Dangling on the gibbet high, 

Everv window is an eye— 

Bark, Greve; growl, Greve.” 


Hereuoon the young man was laughing and caressing the girl. 
The old woman was La Falourdel, the girl was a girl of the town, 

and the young man was his brother Jehan. 

He continued looking; this sight pleased him then ;is well as 

“He°law’Jehan go to a window al the farther end of the roon, 
onen it look out upon the quay, where a thousand lighted 
wmdow’s were shining in the distance; and then he heard him 

sav as he shut the window again,— , , , _ ^ 

“Upon my soul, hut it’s night already I The tow-nsfolk 

are lighting their candles, and God Almighty stars 
Thfn Tehan returned to the wench, and broke a bottle that 
stood bv them on a table, exclaiming, “ Empty already, r.r- 

iom/ / and I’ve white 

nippies “to two'^blLk bottles, that I may suck Beaune wine 

'^UhifretTeTof wtmlde the courtesan laugh; and Jehan 
took his departure. 
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Dom Claude had only just time to throw himself on the 
ground in order to escape being met, looked in the face, and 
recognised by his brother. Fortunately the street was dark, 
and the scholar was drunk. Nevertheless, he espied the arch¬ 
deacon lying upon the pavement in the mud. “ Oh, oh,” said 
he, “ here’s one that’s had a merry time of it to-day.” 

He pushed Dom Claude with his foot, the archdeacon holding 
his breath the while. 

“Dead drunk I” resumed Jehan. “ Bravo 1 he’s full!—a 
very leech, dropped off a wine-cask. He’s bald,” added he 
stooping over him; “ it’s an old mzin—Fortunate senex I ” 

Then Dom Claude heard him go away, saying, “ It’s all one. 
Reason’s a fine thing; and my brother the archdeacon’s a lucky 
fellow to be wise and have money 1 

The wchdeacon then got up again, and hurried straight to 

Notre-Dame, the big towers of which he could see rising in the 
dark over the houses. ® 


At the moment that he arrived, aU panting, at the Place du 
Parvis, he shrunk back, and dared not lift his eyes towards the 

he to himself, “ and can it 
morning ? ^ ^ to-day—this very 

ventured a glance at the church. Its front 
moon glittering with stars; the crescent 

rearhpH fK upwards from the horizon, had at that moment 
oerchpH right-hand tower, and seemed to have 

IrifoliatSwusJridr 

had ^he archdeacon always 

hel containing his laborato^ 

d he now made use of it to enter the church. ^ 

Bv darkness and the silence of a cavern 

notyetukentwav ceremony were 

the Lrkness S, 7^' g^eat silver cross was glittering amid 
like the S’ ^P^t^tl^d over with a number of glittering points 

of the chSo”^ a sepulchral night. tL long windows 
ties of above the black drapery, the upper extremi 

by the mooiUigrt'laToni; 

a sort of violet^whit. 2 m* ^ o^‘fti* colours of the night— 

but on the faces of*e dead”' tL" ‘“12°‘°°“‘^ else 

round the choir thneo i ' • ? archdeacon, on observing all 
Choir those pale pomted window tops, thought h7saw 
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go many mitres of bishops gone to perdition. He closed his 
eyes, and when he opened them again he thought they were a 
circle of pale vis^iges looking down upon him. 

He began to flee away through the church. Then it seemed 
to him as the church itself took life and motion—that each 
massive column became an enormous leg that beat the ground 
with its broad foot of stone, and that the gigantic cathedral 
had become a sort of prodigious elephant, breathing and walking 
along, with its pillars for legs, its two towers for trunks, and the 
immense black drapery for its caparison. 

Thus his fever, or his madness, had arrived at such a pitch 
of intensity that the whole external world was become to the 
unhappy man a sort of apocalypse, visible, palpable, frightful. 

For one moment he felt some relief. On plunging into the 


side aisles he perceived issuing from behind a group of pillars a 
reddish light; he rushed towards it as toward a star of salva¬ 
tion. It was the feeble lamp that lighted day and night the 
public breviary of Notre-Dame under its iron trellLs-work. He 
cast his eye eagerly upon the sacred book, in the hope of finding 
there some sentence of consolation or encouragement. The 
volume was open at this passage of Job, over which he ran his 
burning eye: “And a spirit passed before my face; and I 
heard a little breath; and the hair of my flesh stood up.” 

On reading this dismal sentence his sensations were those of 
a blind man when he feels himself pricked by the sUifi he has 
picked up. His knees dropped under him, and he sank upon the 
pavement, thinking of her who had died that day. He felt so 
many monstrous fumes inundating his brain, that it seemed to 
him as if his head was become one of the chimneys of hell. 

it appears that he remained long in this posture, thinking no 
more, but overrvhelmed and p^issive under the power of the 
demon. At last some strength returned to him; he fhoiigh 
of going and taking refuge m the towr, near to his faithful 
Qulsimodo. He rose, and as fear was upon him, he took the 
limp of the breviary to light him. This was a sacrilege; but 
he was now beyond regarding so slight a consideration 

He climbed slowlv up the staircase of the tower.s, filled wi^ 
a secret dread, whiih was likely to be communicated even to 
the few passengers at that hour Urrough the P du by 

the mysterious light of his lamp ascending so late at night from 
loophole to loophole, to the top of the steeple. 

All at once he felt some coolness upon hrs face^nd fo 
himself under the doorway of the upper gallery. The air was 
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cold; the sky was streaked with clouds, the broad white flakes 
of which drifted one upon another like river-ice breaking up 
after a frost. The crescent moon gleaming amid them looked 
now like some celestial vessel set fast among those icel)ergs of 
the air. 

He cast his eyes downwards, and gazed for a moment through 
the curtain of slender columns that connects the towers—afar 
off—through a light veil of mist and smoke—upon the silent 
multitude of the roofs of Paris—pointed, innumerable, crowded, 
and small, like the waves of a tranquil sea in a summer’s night. 
The moon cast a feeble light, which gave to earth and sky an 
ashy hue. 

At that moment the cathedral clock lifted its harsh, broken 
voia. It struck twelve. The priest thought of noon; it was 
twelve o’clock come again. “ Oh,” whispered he to himself, 
she must be cold now 1 ” 

Suddenly a puff of wind extinguished his lamp, and almost 

at the same time there appeared to him, at the opposite angle 

of the tower, a shade—a something white—a shape—a female 

form. He started. By the side of that female form was that 

ot a httle goat, that mingled its bleating with the last sounds of 
the clock. 

He had resolution enough to look: it w'as she I 
She was pale-—she was sad. Her hair fell upon her shoulders 
in the mommg, but no rope was round her neck, no cord 
upon her hands: she was free—she was deadl She was clad 
white, and over her head was thrown a great veil. 

towards him slowly, looking up to heaven, the un- 
^ly goat foUowing her. He felt himself of stone-too stiff 

worJ‘ j forward he made one back- 

manner he re-entered under 
oerham^ '^ault of the staircase. He froze at the idea that she 

We dfed ofS^ 

staircase door, stopped there 
thpn looked steadfastly into the dark cavity 

*en, wuhout appearing to perceive the priest there, sL pS 

saw the was aUve ■ he 

he^r herS^."®'^ to 

wi^thl^ by be began to re-descend the staircase 

tKJ 1 - slowness which he had observed in the 

h^eU a spectre too-all haggard, ht 
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lamp still extinguished in his hand; and as he descended the 
spiral stairs, he distinctly heard a voice laughing and repeating 
in his ear, “ And a spirit passed before my face; and I heard a 
little breath; and tlie hair of my ^esh stood up.’* 


CHAPTER n 

HUNCH-BACKED, ONE-EYED, LAME 

Every town in the Middle Ages, and do^vn to the time of Louis 
XII. every town in France, had its places of sanctuary. These 
sanctuaries, amid the deluge of penal laws and barbarous juris¬ 
dictions that inundated the state, were a sort of islands rising 
above the level of human justice. Every criminal that landed 
upon any one of them was saved. In each banlieue there were 
almost as many of these places of refuge as there were of execu¬ 
tion. It was the abuse of impunity beside the abuse of capital 
punishments—two bad things endeavouring to correct each 
other. I’he royal palaces, the mansions of the princes, and 
especially the churches, had right of sanctuary. Sometimes a 
whole town that happened to want repeopling was converted 
for the time into a place of refuge for criminals. Thus Louis 

XI. made all Paris a sanctuary in 1467. „ 

When once he had set foot within the asylum the criminal s 
oerson was sacred; but it behoved him to beware how he 
Quitted it again. But one step out of the sanctuary, and he 
fell back into the Hood. The wheel, the gibbet, and the strap- 
oado kept close guard around the place of refuge, watching 
incessantly for their prey, like sharks about a ship. Thus m- 
dividuals under condemnation have been known to grow grey, 
confined to a cloister, to the staircase of a palace, the grounds 
of an abbey, or the porch of a church. So far the sanctuary 
itself was but a prison under another name. It now and then 
happened that a solemn decree of the parliament violated the 
asylL, and reconsigned the condemned to the hands of the 

executioner; but this was a rare occurence ^e parhaments 

stood in fear of the bishops; fot/hen the two gou^, he 
spiritual and the secular, happened to chafe each o‘ber, the 
sLar had the worst of it in its coUision with the cas»ck Ocra- 
sionally, however, as in the case of the assassins of Petit-Jeim, 
the Parri executioner, and in that of Emery Rousseau, who had 
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murdered Jean Valleret, temporal justice overleaped the pre¬ 
tensions of the church, and went on to the execution of its 
sentences. But except by virtue of a decree of the parliament, 
woe to him that forcibly violated a place of sanctuary! It is 
well known what was the end of Robert de Clermont, Marshal of 
France, and Jean de ChMons, Marshal of Champagne; and yet 
it was all about one Perrin Marc, a money-changer’s man and 
a wretched assassin. But the two marshals had forced the 
doors of St. Mary’s church—there was the enormiU'. 

Around the places of sanctuary there floated such an atmo¬ 
sphere of reverence that, according to tradition, it sometimrrs 
affected even animals. Aymoin relates that a stag, hunted by 

^ng Dagobert, having taken refuge at the tomb of St. Denis, 
the hounds stopped short, barking. 

The chinches had usually a cell prepared for the reception of 

the suppliants. In 1407 Nicolas Flamel caused to be built for 

mem, over the vaulted roof of the church of St. Jacques-de-la- 

Bouchene, a chamber which cost him four livres six sols sixteen 
demers parisis. 

At Notre-Dame it was a cell constructed over one of the side 
ais es, under the buttresses, and looking towards the cloister, 
precisely at the spot where the wife of the conrirrge, or keeper 

fk k^ in 1831 had made herself a garden, which was to 

e angmg gardens of Babylon as a lettuce is to a palm tree, or 
as a porter s wife is to a Semiramis. 

frantic and triumphal course 
ng the towers and galleries, Quasimodo had deposited La 

^ ^ that course lasted the girl had remained 

that consciousness, having only a vague perception 

°!k ascending m the air—that she was floating, flying 
earth something was carrying her upwards from thi 
loud vn.V. bursting laugh, the 

and theiT h' «ar; she half opened her eyes: 

over with its T’ beneath her, Paris, aU chequered 

blue moL roofs of tile and slate, like a and 

W.ditfur^dT''^Si“''^ Quasimodo’s 

shT J, dropped 

over-that she had ^n 

genius that had ml \ deformed 

reigned hert“fe po^.’'' 

But when the poor ringer, all disheveUed and panting, had 
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deposited her in the cell of refuge—when she felt his clumsy 
hands gently untying the cord that had cut into her anns—she 
felt that sort of shock which startles out of their sleep the 
passengers in a vessel that strikes the bottom in the middle of 
a dark night. So were her ideas awakened, and they returned 
to her one after another. She saw that she was in Notre-Dame; 
she remembered having been snatched from the hands of the 
executioner—that Pheebus was living, and Phoebus loved her 
no longer; and these two ideas, of which the latter shed so 
much bitteniess over the former, presenting themselves jointly 
to the poor sufferer, she turned to Quasimodo, who kept stand¬ 
ing before her, and whose countenance affrighted her, and said 
to him, “ Why have you saved me? ” 

Tie looked at her anxiously, a.< if striving to divine what she 
wa.s saying to him. She repeated her question. He then gave 
her another look of profound sadness, and hastened away, 
leaving her in astonishment. 

In a few minutes he returned, carrying a bundle, which he 
threw down at her feet. It was some wearing apparel, which 
certiiiii charitable women had deposited at the threshold of the 
church. Then she cast down her eyes over her own person, 
found herself almost naked, and blushed. Life was now 


returning to her, 

Somewhat of this feeling of modest shame seemed to com¬ 
municate Itself to Quasimodo. He veiled his eve with his broad 
band, and once more went away, but with tardy steps. 

She dressed herself in haste. There were a white gown and 
a white veil- it was the habit of a novice of the Hctel-l)ieu. 

She had scarcelv finished her toilette before she saw Quasi- 
modo return,, carrying a basket under one arm and a mattes 
under the other. The basket contained a bottle, with som. 
bread and other provisions. He set the Ktsket on the ground, 
and said to her, “ Eat,” He spread out the mattress upon the 
iiags.'.ries, and said, “ Sleep.” U wai his own meal, his own 

bed that the poor ringer had been to fetch. ,, * 

The gipsy girl raised her eyes to thank him, could not 
articulate a word. The poor devil was, in truth horrihle 
look upon. She cast down her eyes again, shudd ""o' 

Then he said to her, “ I frighten you; I m ^ 

not I? Don’t look at me; only listen J 

vou-11 stay here; at night you can walk about the who c chnrcm 

But don't go out of the church either by da> or night, 
be ruined. They’d kill you—and I should die. 
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Affected at his words, she raised her head to answer him; 
but he had disappeared. She found herself alone, musing upon 
the singular sentences of this almost monstrous being, and 
struck by the tone of his voice, so hoarse and yet so gentle, 

Then she examined her cell. It was a little room, some six 
feet square, with a small window and a door upon the gently 
inclined plane of the roofing of flat stones. A number of spout- 
ends in the figure of animals seemed bending around her, outside, 
and stretching out their necks to look at her through the little 
window. Over the verge of the roof she discerned a thousand 
chimney tops casting up before her the smoke from the multi¬ 
tudinous fires of Paris—a melancholy sight to the poor gipsy 
® foundling—a convict capitally condemned—an unfor¬ 
tunate creature, with no country, no family, no home. 

At the moment that the thought of her loneliness in the 
world was oppressing her more poignantly than ever, she felt a 
^uy, shaggy head gliding between her hands, upon her lap. 
She startled (for everything frightened her now) and looked 
down. It was the poor little goat, the nimble Djali, which had 
w^ped after her at the moment that Quasimodo had scattered 
Lnarmolue s brigade, and had been lavishing its caresses at her 
eet for nearly an hour without obtaining so much as a single 
Its mistress inundated it with kisses. “ O Djali,sr.id 
Stic, how I had forgotten theel So thou still thinkest of me. 
; ^ /*ot ungrateful I ” At the same time, as if some 

nvisiDle hand had lifted the weight that had so long repressed 

she began to weep, and as the tears 
ed she felt as if what was sharpest and bitterest in her 
was departing with them. 

Hotif “me she thought the night so fine, the moon- 

encircles rt.’ went quite round the high gallery that 

somp r^r f ‘^tbedral; and this little promenade gave her 

that elevation'* viewed from 
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CHAPTER III 

DEAF 

The next morning the poor gipsy girl perceived, on waking, 
that she had slept—a thing which astonished her, she had been 
so long unaccustomed to sleep. Some cheerful rays of the 
rising sun streamed through her window and fell upon her face. 
At the same time with the sun she saw at the window the 
unfortunate face of Quasimodo. Involuntarily her eyes closed 
again, but in vain—she still thought she saw, through her 
roseate eyelids, that gnome’s visage, one-eyed and gap-toothed. 
Then, still keeping her eyes shut, she heard a rough voice saying 
very gently, “ Don’t be afraid. I’m your friend. I was come 
to look at you sleeping. That doesn’t hurt you, does it, that I 
should come and see you asleep? What does it signify to you 
my being here when you have your eyes shut? Now I’m going 
away. There, I’ve put myself behind the wall; now you may 
open your eyes again.” 

There was something yet more plaintive than these words— 
it was the tone in which they were uttered. The gipsy girl, 
affected at them, opened her eyes. He had, in fact, gone away 
from the window. She went up to it, and saw the poor hunch¬ 
back crouching in an angle of the wall, in a posture of sorrow 
and resignation. She made an effort to overcome the repug¬ 
nance which she felt at the sight of him. " Come hither,” said 
she softly. From the movement of her lips Quasimodo thought 
that she was bidding him go away. Then he rose up and 
retreated, limping, slow, hanging his head, not venturing to lift 
up to the young girl his despairing countenance. ” Come 
hither, I say,” cried she; but he continued to move away. 
Then she hurried out of the cell, ran after him, and laid hold 
of his arm. On feeling the pressure Quasimodo trembled in 
every limb. He lifted a suppliant eye; and finding that she 
was striving to draw him towards her, his whole face beamed 
with joy and tendcniess. She tried to make him enter her cell, 
but he persisted in remaining on the threshold. '' No, no,” said 
he, " the owl goes not into the nest of the lark. 

Then she gracefuUy squatted down upon her couch, with her 
goat asleep at her feet. Both parties remained motionless for 
a few minutes, absorbed in the contemplation he of so mu 
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grace, she of so much ugliness. Every moment she di.scovered 
in Quasimodo some additional deformity. Her eye wandered 
over him, from his bow legs to his hump back, from his hump 
back to his one eye. She could not understand how a being so 
awkwardly fashioned could be in existence. Yet over the whole 
there was diffused an air of so much sadness and gentleness that 
she was beginning to be reconciled to it. 

He was the first to break silence. “ So you were telling me 
to come back.” 

She nodded aflirmatively, and said, “ Yes.” 

He understood the motion of her head. “ Alas I ” said he, 
as if hesitating to finish the sentence, “ you see, I’m deaf.” 

“ Poor man 1 ” exclaimed the gipsy girl, with an expression 
of benevolent pity. 

He smiled sorrowfully. “ You thought that was all I wanted 

didn’t you? Yes, I’m deaf. That’s the way I’m made. 
It’s horrible, isn’t it? You know, you’re so beautiful.” 

In the poor creature’s tone there was so deep a feeling of 
his wretchedness that she had not resolution to say a word. 
Brides, he would not have heard it. He continued,— 

Never did I see my ugliness as I do now, \^^len I compare 
myself to you, I do indeed pity myself, poor unhappy monster 
mat I am. You must think I look like a beast. Tell me, now. 
You, now, are a sunbeam—a dewdrop—a bird’s song. But me 
“—I m something frightful—neither man nor brute—a sort of a 
thing that’s harder, and more trod upon, and more unshapely, 

than a flint stone.” 

T^n he laughed—a heartrending laugh. He went on,— 

,, ^ ™ deaf; but you’ll speak to me by gesture and signs, 

i ve a m^ter that talks to me that way. And then I shall know 

quickly by seeing how your lips move and how 

you iooic« 

Well, then,” said she, smiling, ” tell me why you saved 


intently while she was speaking. 

I ^ he replied; ” you ask me why it was 

Youve forgotten a poor wretch that tried to 
night—a poor wretch that you brought relief 

shameful piUory-a drop^of water 

with nil ^ ?‘r^‘ ^ pay you back 

She listened to him with deep emotion. A tear stood in the 
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poor ringer’s eye, but it did not fall; he seemed to make it, 
as it were, a point of honour to contain it. Just hear me, 
said he, when he was no longer afraid that this tear would escape 
him ‘‘ We’ve very high towers here—if a man were to fall 
from one, he’d be dead before he got to the ground; when you 
like me to fall in that way, you’ll not so much as have to say a 
vpord—a glance of your eye will be enough.” 

Then he rose up from his leaning posture. This odd being, 
unhappy as the gipsy girl herself was, vet awakened some 
compassion in her breast. She motioned to him to remain. 

“ No no,” said he. ” I mustn’t stay too long; I’m not at 
mv ease It’s all for pitv that you don’t turn away your eyes. 
I’m going somewhere, from whence I shall see you and you 

won’t see me; that will be better.” , . . , „ 

He drew from his pocket a small metal whistle. There, 
said he’ “ when you want me—when you wish me to come— 
when you’ll not be too much horrified at the sight of me you U 

whistle with that. I can hear that noise.” 

He laid the whistle on the ground and went hrs way. 


CHAPTER IV 

earthenware and crystal 

Day After day passed over, and tranqnill.ty retnmed by degrees 
to ^hrsnirit of La Esmeralda. Excessive grief, like excessive 
oy being violent in its natute, is of short duration. The human 
Ert is mcapable of remaining long m an extreme, ^he g psy 
had suffLd so much that astonishment at it waa all that 

With the'^fecling of security hope had returned to her. 

E was out otrt of life ; hut she had a vague sense 

u it w'is not Quite impossible for her to return to 

IheL'’ It was as if one of the dead should have in reserve a 
“Ihe f:rr^ru.!rMeparting ^om her mind t^ilde ima^ges 

Tir“ vanEh,/, Irom her-no. 

excepting the priest himself. it—she had 

seerhml;Vo“ being alive was everything. 
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After the series of fatal shocks which had overturned everything 
in her soul, she had found nothing still keeping its place there 
but one feeling, her love for the captain. For love is like a tree 
vegetating of iteelf, striking deep roots through all our being, 
and often continuing to grow.^e.enly oyer_a heart in ruins. 

And inej^tuSSle as it is, the blinder is this passion the more 
It is tenacious. It is never more firmly seated than when it is 
without a shadow of reason. Assuredly La Esmeralda could not 
think of the captain without feelings of bitterness. Assuredly 
it was dreadful that he, too, should have been deceived; that 
he should have believed such a thing possible; that he should 
have conceived of a stab with a poniard coming from her who 
would have given a thousand lives to save him. And yet he 
was not so excessively to blame; for had she not acknowledged 
the crime? had she not yielded, weak woman as she was, to 
the torture? All the fault was her own; she ought rather to 
have let them tear the nails from her feet than such an avowal 
from her lips. But, then, could she but see Pheebus once more, 
for a single minute, a word, a look, would suffice to undeceive 
him, to bring him back. She doubted it not. She also strove 


to account to herself for many singular things—for Phoebus’s 
happening to be pre^nt on the day of the penance at the church 
door, and for his being with that young lady. It was his sister, 
no doubt—an explanation by no means plausible, but with which 

^^^rself, because she needed to believe that Phoebus 
still loved her, and her alone. Had he not sworn to her? And 
what stronger assurance did she need, all simple and credulous 
as she was? And besides, in the sequel of the affair, were not 
appearances much more strongly against herself than against 
w ^ waited and hoped. 

We may add that the church itself—that vast edifice—wrap¬ 
ping her, as it were, on all sides, protecting her, saving her_ 

sovereign tranquilliser. The solemn lines of its archi- 
weture—the religious attitude of all the objects by which the 
girl was sur^unded—the pious and serene thoughts escaping 
»J.l venerable stones—acted 

uncomciously to herself. The structure had sounds. 

that sufferin majesty that they soothed 

of tlrf ^ monotonous chant of the performers 

of the service; the responses of the people to the presto now 

sCo’, r 

vrcmoiing of the casements; the organ burst ng forth 
vo.ee o^a hundred trumpets; the tLe steeple! ^ 
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hives of enormous bees—all that orchestra, over which bounded 
a gigantic gamut, ascending and descending incessantly, from 
the voice of a multitude to that of a bell—^lulled her memory, 
her imagination, and her sorrow. The bells especially had this 
effect. It was as a powerful magnetism which those vast 
machines pound in large waves over her. ITius each successive 
sunrise found her less pale, more tranquillised, and breathing 
more freely. In proportion as her internal wounds healed, her 
grace and her beauty bloomed again on her countenance, but 
more collected and composed. Her former character also re¬ 
turned—something even of her gaiety, her pretty grimace, her 
fondness for her goat, her love of singing, her feminine bashful¬ 
ness. She was careful to dress herself in the morning in the 
corner of her little chamber, lest some mhahitant of the 
neighbouring garrets should see her through the little window. 

When her tliinking of Phoebus allowed her leisure, the gipsy 
girl sometimes thought of Quasimodo. He w:is the only link, 
the only means of communication with mankind, witli the livuig, 
that remained to her. Unfortunate creature 1 she was more out 
of the world than Quasimodo himself. She knew not wliat to 
make of the strange friend whom chance had given her. Often 
she reproached herseU for not having a gratitude whicli could 
shut its eyes, but positively she could not reconcile herself 
to the sight of the poor ringer—he was too ugly. 

She had left the whistle he had given her lying on the ground. 
Tlus however, did not prevent Quasimodo from reappearing 
froin time to time during the first days. She strove hard to 
restrain herscU from turning away with so strong an ajipearance 
of disgust when he came and brought iier the basket of provisions 
or the pitcher of water; but he always perceived tlie smallest 
motion of that kind, and then he went away sorrowful. 

Once he happened to come at the moment she w<is caressing 
Diali He stood for a few moments pensively contemplating 
that graceful group of the goat and the gipsy, and then he said, 
sliaking his heavy and ill-formed head, “ My misfortune is that 
I’m still loo much like a man; I wish I were a beast outright, like 

She raised her eyes towards him with a look of astonishment. 
To this look he answered, “ Oh, I weU know why! and went 

I is 

"AnoUier time he presented himself at the door of the cell (into 
^^hicll he never entered) at the moment when Esmeralda 
was smgmg an old Spanish ballad. Ute words of which she did not 
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understand, but which had dwelt in her ear because the gipsy 
women had lulled her to sleep with it when a child. At the 
sight of that shocking countenance appearing suddenly in the 
middle of her song the girl broke it off with an involuntary 
gesture of affright. The unfortunate ringer fell upon his knees 
on the threshold, and clasi>ed with a suppliant look his great 
shapeless hands. “ Oh,” said he, with a sorrowful accent, “ go 
on, I entreat you, and don’t send me away.” She was un¬ 
willing to pain him; and so, all trembling, she resumed her 
romance. Her fright, however, dissipated by degrees, and she 
abandoned herself wholly to the expression of the plaintive 
air that she was singing. He, the while, had remained upon his 
knees, with his hands clasped as in prayer—attentive, hardly 
drawing his breath, his look fixed upon the beaming eyes of the 
gipsy. It seemed as if he was reading her song in those eyes. 

At another time, again, he came to her with a look of awk¬ 
wardness and timidity. “ Listen,” said he, with an effort; ” I 
have something to say to you.” She made him a sign that she 
was listening. Then he began to sigh, half opened his lips, 
seemed for a moment to be on the point of speaking, then 
looked her in the face, made a negative motion with his head, 
and slowly withdrew, with his hand pressed to his forehead, 
leaving the gipsy girl in amazement. 

Among the grotesque figures carved upon the wall there was 
one for which he had a particular affection, and with which he 
often seemed to be exchanging fraternal looks. On one occasion 
the gipsy heard him saying to it, “ Oh, why am I not made of 

stone like thee? ” -o ' * j 


At length one morning La Esmeralda, having advanced to 
the verge of the roof, was looking into the Place, over the sharp 
ridge of the church of Saint-Jean-le-Rond. Quasimodo was 
present, behind her. He used so to place himself of his own 
ccord, m order to spare the young girl as much as possible the 

isagrewbleness of seeing him. Suddenly the gipsy started_a 

a flash of joy shone at once in her eyes; she knelt 

stretched out her arms in 

1 Oh come I 

whS^fi Phoebus 1” Her voice, her face, her gestur^er 
ole figure, had the heartrending aspect of a shipwrecked 

in the'd&i?'®'*®'^ passing 

° horizon m a gleam of sunshine. Quasimodo 

eaned over towards the Place, and saw that the objert oTthis 
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tender and agonising prayer was a young man, a captain, a 
handsome cavalier, all glittering in arms and gay attire, who 
was passing by caracoling in the square beneath, and saluting 
with his plume a fine young lady, smiling, at her balcony. 
The officer, however, did not hear the call of the unfortunate 
girl, for he was too far off. 

But the poor deaf ringer heard it. A deep sigh heaved his 
breast; he turned round; his heart was swelled with all the 
tears which he restrained from flowing; his hands, clenched 
convulsively, struck against his head, and when he drew them 
away there came with each of them a handful of his rough 
red hair. 

The gipsy girl was paying no attention to him. lie said in 
an undertone, grinding his teeth, “ Damnation I So that’s how 
a man should be—he need only be handsome outside! ” 

Meanwhile she had remained upon her knees, cr\'ing out with 
extraordinary agitation, “ Oh, there! he’s getting off his horse. 
He’s going into that house. Phoebus! Phoebus! He does not 
hear me. Phoebus! What a wicked woman that is to talk to 
him at the same time that I do. PhcebusI Phoebus! ” 

The deaf man had his eye upon her all the while. He under¬ 
stood this (to him) dumb show. The poor ringer's eye filled 
with tears, but he let not one of them fall. All at once he 
pulled her gently by the extremity of the sleeve. She turned 
round. He had assumed a tranquil air, and said to her, 
“ Should you like me to go and fetch him? ” 

She uttered an exclamation of joy. “ Oh yes, go! go I—run j 
—quick!— that captain—bring him to me, and I 11 love you! 
She clasped his knees. He could not help shaking his head 
sorrowfully. “ I’ll bring him to you,” said he m a faint voice. 
Then he turned his head and strode hastily to the staircase, his 


heart bursting with sobs. , .u c i 

When he reached the Place he found only the fine horse 

fastened at the door of the Logis Gondelaurier ; the captain had 

just entered. He looked up to the roof of the chi.rch-La 

Esmeralda was still there, at the same spot, m the same posture 

He made her a melancholy sign of the head, then set his back 

against one of the posts of the porch of the mansion, determmed 

to wait until the c«iptain came out. 

It was at the Ixrgis Gondelaurier one of those gala days tha 
precede a marriage; Quasimodo saw many people enter, and 
nobody come aw^y. Now and then he looked up to the roof 
of the church, and he saw that the gipsy girl did not st.r from 
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her place any more than himself. There came a groom, who 
untied the horse, and led him to the stable of the mansion. 

The whole day was passed in this manner: Quasimodo against 
the post; La Esmeralda upon the roof; and Phoebus, no doubt, 
at the feet of Fleur-de-Lys. 

At length night came, a dark, moonless night. In vain did 
Quasimodo fix his eye upon La Esmeralda—she soon faded into 
something white glimmering in the twilight, then quite disap¬ 
peared from his view. All had vanished, all was black. Quasi¬ 
modo now saw the light shining through the windows from top 
to bottom of the front of the Logis Gondelaurier; he saw the 
other windows of the Place lit up one after another; one after 
another, too, he saw the light disappear from them, till every 
one was dark, for he remained the whole evening at his post. 
The officer did not come away. When the latest passengers 
had returned home—when all the windows of the other houses 
were darkened—Quasimodo remained entirely alone, entirely in 
the dark. There was not then any luminaire in the Parvis of 
Notre-Dame. 


However, the windows of the Logis Gondelaurier remained 
lighted, even after midnight. Quasimodo, motionless and 
attentive, saw passing to and fro behind the many-coloured 
panes a multitude of lively dancing shadows. Had he not been 
deaf, in proportion as the murmur of slumbering Paris died 
away, he would have heard more and more distinctly from 
within the Logis Gondelaurier the sounds of an evening enter¬ 
tainment, of laughter, and of music. 

About one in the morning the company began to depart. 

Quasimodo, wrapped in darkness, looked at them all as they 

passed under the flambeau-lighted porch, but none of them 
was the captain. 

He was full of melancholy thoughts; now and then he looked 

up into the air, like one weary of waiting. Great black clouds, 

hanging like ragged festoons of crape 
under the starry arch of night. ^ 

momenu he suddenly saw the long folding 

balcony, whose stone balustrade 

adriitted mysteriously open. The light glazed door 

cloTed upon the balcony, then softly 

closed behind them. They were a male and a female figure 

difficulty that Quasimodo, in the dark could 
ecognise m the man the handsome captain, in the woman th« 

young lady whom he had seen in the morning bidding the officer 
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welcome from the same balcony. The Place was perfectly dark; 
and a double crimson curtain, which had fallen behind the 
glass door at the moment it had closed, intercepted almost 
every ray of light from the apartment within. 

The young man and woman, as far as our deaf spectator 
could judge without hearing a word of what they s.iid, appeared 
to abandon themselves to a ver)’ tender telc-d-lete. The young 
lady seemed to have permitted the officer to encircle her waist 
with his arm, and w-as gently resisting a kiss. 

Quasimodo witnessed from below this scene, the more attrac¬ 
tive as it was not intended to be witnessed. He contemplated 
that happiness, that beauty, with feelings of bitterness. After 
all, nature was not altogether silent in the poor devil; and his 
ner\ous system, strangely distorted as it was, w'as yet susceptible 
of excitement like another man’s. He thought of the wretched 
share which Providence had dealt him—that woman, that the 
pleasures of love, were destined everlastingly to pass under his 
eyes without his ever doing more than witness the felicity of 
others. But that which pained him most of all in this spectacle 
—that which mingled indignation with his chagrin—was to 
think what the gipsy girl would suffer were she to behold it. 
'I'rue it w;is that the night was very dark, that La Esmeralda, 
if she had remained at the same place, as he doubted not she 
had, was very far off, and that it was all that he himself could 
do to distinguish the lovers on the balcony. This consoled him. 

Meanwhile the conversation above became more and more 
animated. The young lady seemed to be entreating the officer 
to solicit nothing more from her. All that Quasimodo could 
distinguish was the fair clasjied hands, the mingled smiles anti 
tears, and the uplifted eyes of the young woman, and the eyes 

of the captain fixed ardently upon her. 

Fortunately for the young lady, whose resistance wa.s growing 
we aker, the door of the balcony suddenly reopened, and an old 
laclv made her appearance; whereupon the young one looked 
confused, the officer chagrined, and they all three went m 


A minute afterwards a horse came prancing under the porch, 
and the brilliant officer, wrapped in his night cloak, passed 

rapidly before Quasimodo. 

The nnger let him turn the corner of the street, and then 
ran after him, with his monkey nimbleiiess, shouting, Ho, 
there, captain I 

The captain stopped his horse. 


“ What does the rascal want 
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with me?” said he, espying in the dark that out-of-the-way 
figure running hobblingly towards him. 

Meanwhile Quasimodo had come up to him and boldly taken 
his horse by the bridle, saying, Follow me, captain; there’s 
somebody here that wants to speak to you.” 

“ Corne-Mahom ! ” grumbled Pheebus, “ here’s a villainous 
ragged bird, that I think I’ve seen somewhere before. Hullo, 
master I won’t you leave hold of my bridle? ” 

“ Captain,” answered the deaf man, ” aren’t you asking me 
who it is? ” 

“ I tell thee to let go my horse,” returned Pheebus im¬ 
patiently. ” What does the fellow want, hanging at my 
charger’s rein? Dost thou take ray horse for a gallows ? ” 

Quasimodo, so far from leaving hold of the horse’s bridle, 
was preparing to make him turn round. Unable to explain to 
himself the captain’s resisUnce, he hastily said to him, ” Come 
along, captain; it’s a woman that’s waiting for youj” then 
with an effort he added, ” a woman that loves you.” 

“A rare scoundrel 1” said the captain, “that thinks me 
obliged to go after every woman that loves me, or says she does 
^d, then, if she is but like thee, thou owl-faced villain I Tell 
her that sent thee that I’m going to be married, and that she 
may go to the devil.” 

Hark yel” med Quasimodo, thinking to overcome his 
hesitation with a single word. “ Come along, monseigneur; it’s 
the gipsy girl that you know of.” ^ 

This word did in fact make a great impression upon Phoebus 
but It was not that which the deaf man expected from it. It 
will remembered ^at our gaUant officer had retired from the 
ba cony with Fleur-de-Lys a few minutes before Quasimodo 
delivered the penitent out of the hands of CharmolS Since 

^er;;’ Gondelaurier, he hadte“ 

very careiul to avoid mentioning that voune fu 

natural ugliness and sepulchral voice of the m.. “ 

It was past midnight: Aat the street that 

that the spectre monk^“a^^h“ ‘‘ 
that his horse snorted at thrsight of Quiteod^ ^ 
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“ The gipsy girll ” cried he, almost in a fright. “ How nowl 
Art thou come from the other world? ” and so saying he kid his 
hand upon his dagger-hilt. 

“Quick! quick!’’ said the deaf man, striving to turn the 
horse round; “ this way.” 

Phcebus struck him a violent blow in the chest with the point 
of his boot. 

Quasimodo’s eye sparkled. He made a movement to throw 
himself upon the captain. But checking himself he said, “ All, 
how happy you are, to have some one that loves you! ” 

He laid strong emphasis upon the words “ some one,” and 
leaving hold of the horse’s bridle he said, “ Go your way.” 

Phoebus spurred off, swearing. Quasimodo w'atched him 
plunge into the dark shades of the street. “ Oh,” whispered 
the poor deaf creature to himself, “ to refuse that! ” 

He returned into Notre-Dame, lighted his lamp, and went up 
the tower again. As he had supposed, the gipsy girl wiis still 
at the same spot. The moment she perceived him coming she 
ran to meet him. ” Alone! ” cried she, clasping her beautiful 
hands in agony. 

“ I could not find him again,” said Quasimodo coolly. 

“ You should have waited for him all night,” returned she 
passionately. 

He observed her angry gesture, and understood the reproof. 
“ I'll watch him better another time,” said he, hanging down 
his head. 

“ Get you gone! ” said she. 

He left her. She was dissatisfied with him. He had pre¬ 
ferred being chid by her to giving her greater aiiliction. He 
had kept all the grief to himself. 

From that day fonvard the gipsy saw no more of him; he 
came no longer to her cell. Now and then, indeed, she caught a 
distant glimpse of the ringer’s countenance looking mournfully 
upon her from the top of one of the tow-ers, but as soon as she 

perceived him he constantly disappeared. 

We must admit that she was little afflicted by the voluntary 
absence of the poor hunchback. At the bottom of her heart 
she felt obliged to him for it. Nor was Quasimodo himself 

under any delusion about the matter. 

She saw him no more, but she felt tlie present of a good 
genius about her. Her provisions were renewed by an in¬ 
visible hand during her sleep. One mommg she f mnd against 
her window a cage of birds. Over her cell there was a piece of 
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sculpture that frightened her. She had repeatedly testified 
this in Quasimodo’s presence. One morning (for all these things 
were done in the night-time) she saw it no longer—it had been 
broken off. He who had climbed up to that piece of carving 
must have risked bis life. 

Sometimes, in the evening, she heard the voice of one con¬ 
cealed under the penthouse of the steeple singing, as if to lull 
her to sleep, a melancholy and fantastic song, without rhyme 
or rhythm, such as a deaf man might make. 

Ob, look Qot at the face, 

Young maid, look at the heart; 

Tlie heart of a fine young man is often deformed; 

There are some hearts will bold no love a long while. 

Young maid, the pine’s not fair to see, 

Not fair to see as the poplar is, 

But it keeps its leaves in winter-time. 

Alas! it's vain to talk of that— 

What is not fair ought not to be— 

Beauty will only beauty luv^— 

April looks not on January. 

Beauty is perfection. 

Beauty can do all, 

Beauty is the only Ujing that does not shine by halves. 

The exow flies but by day; 

The owl flies but by night; 

The swan flies night and day. 


waking one morning she saw in her window two bunches 
of flowers; one of them in a glass vessel, very beautiful and 
bnlhant, but cracked: it had let all the water escape, and the 
flowers It contamed were faded. The other vessel was of 
^henware, rude and common, but had kept all the water so 
that Its flowers remained fresh and blooming. ^ 

We know not whether she did it intentionally, but La Esme- 

'losegay and wore it all day in her bosom, 

She felt little concern about it. She passed her days in caress- 
^ DjaU, waging the door of the Logis Gondelaurier talkinp 

to see or to hear Quasi- 

modo. The p^r rmger seemed to have deoarted tw 
church. One night, however, as she lay awakf thinkina^f 
handsome captam. she heard a strong^breathiAg near 
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She rose up affrighted, and saw by the moonlight a shapeless 
mass lying across the front of her door. It was Quasimodo 
sleeping there upon the stones. 


CHAPTER V 

THE KEY OF THE PORTE ROUGE 

Meanwhile public rumour had acquainted the archdeacon 
with the miraculous manner in which the gipsy girl had been 
saved. When he learnt this, he felt he knew not what. He 
had reconciled his mind to the thought of La Esmeralda’s death, 
and so he had become calm: he had gone to the bottom of the 
gTf'atest grief possible. The human heart (and Dom Claude 
had meditated upon these matters) cannot contain more than a 
certain quantity of despair. When the sponge is thoroughly 
soaked, the sea may pass over it without its imbibing one tear 

more. 

Now, La Esmeralda being dead, the sponge was thoroughly 
soaked: all was over for Dom Claude upon this earth. But to 
feel that she was alive, and Pheebus too—that was the recom¬ 
mencement of torture, of pangs, of alternations, of life, and 

Dora Claude was weary of all that. , , . . , u *. v.- 

When this piece of intelligence reached him he shut himself 
up in his cloister ceU. He appeared neither at the conferen^s 
of the chapter nor at the services m the church. He shut his 
door against every one, even against 

self thus immured for several weeks. He was thought to be ill, 

Sg,->“• “"ts 

was the unfortunate man contending? Was he making a 
struggle against his formidable passion? Was he combining 
some final plan of death for her and perdition for himself ? 

His Tehan, his cherished brother, his spoiled child, came once 
to his door, knocked, swore, entreated, announced himself ten 
times over—but Claude kept the door shut. 

°p.sed whole days 

d:rs'ter:‘he‘:ou"i:i see the ceU of .La Esmeralda; he often saw 
herself, with her g°at-^metimes witli Qu.^imodm H 
remarked the deaf wretch s assiduities, his obedience, h 



The Key of the Porte Rouge 357 

delicate and submissive behaviour to the gipsy girl. He recol¬ 
lected—for he had a good memory, and memory is the tormentor 
of the jealous—he recollected the singular look which the ringer 
had cast upon the dancing-girl on a certain evening. He asked 
himself what motive could have urged Quasimodo to savT her. 
He was an eye-witness to a thousand little scenes tlmt passed 
bet^'een the gipsy and the ringer; the action of which, as seen 
at that distance and commented on by his passion, he tliought 
very tender* He had his misgivings with respect to feminine 
capriciousness* Then he felt confusedly arising within him a 
jealousy such as he had never anticipated—a jealousy that 
made him redden with shame and indignation. “ As for the 

captom, thought he, “ that might pass; but this one 1 ” And 
the idea quite overpowered him. 

His nights were dreadful. Since he had learned that the 
gipsy girl was alive, all those cold images of spectres and the 
^ave which had beset him for a whole day had vanished from 
his spmt, ^d the flesh began again to torment him. 

bach night his delirious imagination represented to him 
» .Esmeralda m all the attitudes that had most stron<^ly 

He beheld her leaning faint upon the 
pomarded captam-her eyes closed-her fair, naked neck 

Phoebus; at that moment of wild 
liL^that the archdeacon had imprinted on her pule 

^ mI It''"''- ghl, half dying as she 

dr“ sed bv tk. h' beheld her, un- 

thrust ^B.nds of the torturers, letting them 

fnnt K into the horrid iron-screwed boot her little 

Ind’then 2"'^ supple l^e'! 

being envelowrin ®PP®“"ng, all below it 

he 1 in Torterue s horrible apparatus. And again 

the^rCabou^h'^'^^ ^ chemise^wTh 

as he hlfl ^ neck, with bare feet and uncovered shoulders 

P-““- These volupiuous 

vSbIotd ittCw Ptiestly 

^6 uu mat He tore his pillow with his teeth lear^P/fft. *. / 
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aware, he always carried about him a key of the tower staircase. 

That night La Esmeralda had fallen asleep in her little chamber, 
full of forgetfulness, of hope, and of flattering thoughts. She 
had been sleeping for some time, dreaming, as usual, of Phoebus, 
when she thought she heard some noise about her. Her sleep 
was light and airy—the sleep of a bird—the slightest thing 
awakened her. She opened her eyes. The night was very 
dark. Yet she discerned, at the little window, a face looking 
in upon her; there was a lamp, which cast its light upon this 
apparition. The moment that it perceived itself to be observed 
by La Esmeralda that face blew out the lamp. Nevertheless 
the young girl had caught a glimpse of its features her eyelids 
dropped with terror. “ Oh,” said she in a faint voice, the 

priest! ” • . j u / ii 

All her past misfortune flashed upon her mind, and she leii 

back frozen with horror upon her bed. 

A moment after, she felt a conUct the whole length of her 

body, which made her shudder so violently that she started 

ajid sat up in bed wide awake and furious. The priest had 

glided up to her, and threw both his arms round her. She strove 

to cry out, but could not. •, u • 

“ Begone, monster! begone, murderer I said she in a voice 

low and faltering with anger and dread. . • u 

” Mercy, mercy! ” murmured the priest, pressing his burning 

*^^She s^elLd his bald head between her hands by its remaining 

to repel his kisses ^ if he had been b,mg 
know w,hL is my love for theel-’t.s fire-t.s molten lead- 

'“A^d^he''h“d baKth her with superhuman strength. 

Qut de:perite, “ Let me go.” she cried, “ or I'll sp,t m your 
t’left holcL ” y.^y 

he^trnck’ him w°^h\L%ury;of a ch.hl. She,drew 
UD her pretty hands to tear his lace. “Begone, demon I 

Urve me, love me, lor pity’s sake I ” cr.ed the poor pnest. 
answering her blows with his unwelcome caresses. 

U1 at once she felt that he was ove.powenng her. -^e e 
must be an end of this,” said he grmdmg ‘ec^h She W 
a lascivious hand wander over her. She made a last c , 
and cried out, “Help me I help me 1 a vampire I a vampire I 
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But nothing came. Only Djali was awake, and bleated with 
anguish. 

“ Silence! ” said the panting priest. 

Suddenly, in the midst of her struggling, the gipsy's hand 
came in contact with something cold and metallic—it was 
Quasimodo’s whistle. She seized it with a convulsion of hope, 
put it to her lips, and blew with all her remaining strength. The 
whistle sounded clear, shrill, and piercing. 

“ What’s that? ” said the priest. 

Almost at the same instant he felt himself dragged away 
by a vigorous arm. The cell was dark-he could not clearly 
distinguish who It was that held him thus; but he heard some 
one s teeth chattering with rage, and there was just light enough 

adu"ass blad" ^ 

The priest thought he could discern the form of Quasimodo 

It could be no one else. He recollected having 

lyi^ across the doorway outside. Yet as the newcorSer utterel 
not a word he knew not what to think. He threw himself 

cutlass, crying out, “ Quasimodo! " 
foj^etting, at that moment of distress, that Qu^iniodo was 

Irn!.^ M “PO" the floor, and felt a 

m S '■^“gnised Quasimodo. But what wm he 

inteAemd not'to^ate'hr "xhe'e^'T “ “ 
haad-the nromenrwaT-criH^l^" SuddX 
appeared seized with hesitation “ j “ adversary 

he, in an under voke It ^ in facf th t>PO'> her,” said 
Then the priest feli the Q'^“iniodo. 

out of the Mll-outsid\fwi^to '°°t 

--•'‘^l‘>een ri,enfora1e:momet. 

rays feu u^^ t^T^mr« 0 ^ 41 '’°''’ 1 its pale 

m his fac^a tremor came over Mm-hrauitteTh^l'*?,i*''°^ 

priest and shrunk back. quitted his hold of the 

The gipsy girl, having come forwArH *u j 
was surprised to see them ^er cell 

was the priest that threatened, and Q^So C‘S;Xphrnt 
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The priest, heaping gestures of anger and reproof upon the 
deaf man, motioned to him passionately to withdraw. 

The deaf man cast down his eyes, then came and knelt before 
the gipsy girl’s door. “ Monseigneur,” said he, in a tone of 
gravity and resignation, “ afterwards you will do what you 
please—but kill me first.” 

So saying, he presented his cutlass to the priest; and the 
priest, who had lost all command of himself, was going to 
seize it. But the girl was quicker than he; she snatched the 
cutlass out of Quasimodo’s hands, and burst into a frantic 
laugh. ” Approach,” said she to the priest. 

She held the blade aloft. The priest hesitated. She would 
certainly have struck. ” You dare not approach now, you 
coward,” she resumed. Then she added, in a pitiless accent, 
and well knowing that it would be plunging a red-hot iron 
into the heart of the priest, ” Hal I Imow that Phcebus is not 
dead I” 

The priest gave Quasimodo a kick which threw him down 
upon the stones, and then plunged back, all trembling with 

rage, under the vault of the staircase. 

When he was gone Quasimodo picked up the whistle that had 
just saved the gipsy girl. “ It was growing rusty, said he, 
as he gave it her; and then he left her to herself. 

The young girl, quite overpowered by this violent scen^ 
fell exhausted upon her couch, and began to weep and sob 

bitterly— again the horizon was growing dismal. 

As for the priest, he had groped his way back into his cell. 

’Twas done—Dorn Claude was jealous of Qu^imodo. He 
repeated pensively to himseU his fatal sentence— No one shaU 

have her.” 


BOOK X 


CHAPTER I 

CRINGOIRE HAS SEVERAL GOOD IDEAS IN THE 
RUE DES BERNARDINS 

From the time that Pierre Gringoire had seen the turn that all 
to affair was taking, and that hanging by the neck and other 
dis^eeables were decidedly in store for the principal characters 
of this drama, he had felt no anxiety to take part in it. The 
amongst whom he had remained, considering, as he 
did, that, after all, they were the best company in Paris—the 
Truands Ud continued to feel interested for the gipsy girl. He 
thought that very na^ral in people who, like herself, had nothing 
but Ch^olue and Torterue in prospect, and did not, like him. 

the w^J regions of imagination between 

that hS^hrJH^ learned from their discourse 

hioktn pitcher had found refuge in Notre- 

a*" glad of it. But he did not even feel 

to hSl. f sometimes thought of 

Z ^ ^ '^'ght he was elaborat- 

toniled bishop of Paris, for he remembered being 

it He “^■'"heels, and bore malice against him lor 

fine work M writmg a commentary upon the 

architectoP I ^ inclination for 

hU pSfor ^^PP'-^ted in his breast 

the hemetii] ^ u ^ ^timate connection between 

from the lo^of^T/,^^“Gringoire had passed 
One dav Ha K ^ ^ ^he substance. 

I’Auxerrob u to the church of Saint-Germain- 

which was'opposfte^aTnth®^ ^ ^ Por^VEvequc, 

^evoutt:x“ 
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momenta of selfish, exclusive, and supreme enjoyment, in which 
the artist sees nothing in the world but his art, and the world 
itself in that art. All at once he felt a hand placed heavily on 
his shoulder; he turned round—it was his old friend, his old 
master, the archdeacon. 

He was quite confounded. It was long since he had seen the 
archdeacon; and Dorn Claude was one of those grave and 
ardent beings u meeting with whom always disturbs the equili¬ 
brium of a sceptical philosopher. 

The archdeacon for some moments kept silence, during which 
Gringoire had leisure to observe him. He found Dom Claude 
much altered—pale as a winter morning; his eyes hollow, his 
hair almost white. The priest was the first to break this silence 
bv saying in a calm but freezing tone, “ How are you, Mdtre 
Pierre?” 

“ As to my health,” answered Gringoire, “ why, it's so so 
i believe—on the whole, pretty good. I do not take too much 
of anything. You know, master, the secret of being well, 
according to Hippocrates— id esl: abi, polus, somni, venus, omnia 
moderata siut” 

” You have no care, then, Maltre Pierre? ” resumed the arch¬ 
deacon, looking steadfastly at Gringoire. 

“ Faith, not I.” 

” And what are you doing now? ” . , . . 

“ You see, master; I am examining the cutting of these stones, 

and the style in which this bas-relief is thrown out. 

The priest began to smile, but with that bitter smile which 
raises only one of the extremities of the mouth. And that 


amuses you?” • a j i • 

“It’s paradise,” exclaimed Gnngoire. And leaning over 

the sculpture with the fascinated air of a demonstrator of hvmg 

phenomena—" Now, for example, do you not think that that 

metamorphosis, in baiss^tatlle, is executed with a great deal ^ 

skill delicacy, and patience? Look at that small column 

was’ever capital entwined with leaves more paceful or more 

exquisitely touched by the chisel? Here are three alto-relievos 

by Jean Maillevin. They are not the finest specimens of Uia 

JJt genius. Nevertheless, the sunplicjty, the sweetn^s of 

fhose Les, the sportiveness of the attitudes and the draperies, 

and that undefinable clmrm which is mingled with all the m 

perfections, make the miniature figurp so 8 .....flnir? ” 

-perhaps even too much so. You do not find ,t mterestmg ? 

“ Oh yes,” said the priest. 
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** And if you were to see the interior of the chapel 1 ” continued 
the poet, with his loquacious enthusiasm. “ Sculpture in all 
directions! It’s as full as the heart of a cabbage 1 The style 
of the chancel is most heavenly, and so peculiar that I have 
never seen anything like it anywhere else.” 

Dorn Claude interrupted him. “ You are happy, then? ” 

Gringoire answered with vivacity,— 

“ Upon my honour, yes I At one time I loved women—then 
animals—now I love stones. They are quite as amusing as 
animals or women, and not so false.” 

The priest passed his hand across his forehead. It was a 
gesture habitual with him. “ Indeed 1 ” 

“Hark you,” said Gringoire, “one has one’s enjoyments.” 
He took the arm of the pnest, who yielded to his guidance, and 
led him under the staircase turret of the For-l’Eveque. ” There’s 

«9^aimed. » Whenever I see it I am happy, 
lhat aight of steps is the most simple and the most uncommon 
m vans—every step is hollowed underneath. Its beauty and 
simplicity ronsist m the circumstance of the steps, which are 
!nlK • or thereabouts, being interlaced, morticed, jointed 
en^amed, enchased, set one in the other, and biting into each 
^ that’s truly both subst antial and pretty.” 
you desire nothing ? ” said the priest. 


« nothing? ” 

,i regret nor desire. I have arranged my mode of 


““ arranges,” said Claude, " circumstances dis- 
J 'io you earn your living ? ” 

brings'mefag^dies now and then; but what 
you Ire aw^of m f >odostrious talent of mine which 
teeth.” ““ter-<anying pyramids of chairs on my 

II oc^pation for a philosopher.” 

gets one 

“ I know It » head, one finds it m everything.” 

a^wered the archdeacon. 

poor enough? » continued, “ And yet you are 

Poor yesj but not unhappy.** 
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At that moment the sound of horses was heard, and oui 
two interlocutors saw filing off at the end of a street a company 
of the king’s archers, with their lances raised, and an officer 
at their head. The cavalcade was brilliant, and its march 
resounded on the pavement. 

“ How you look at that officer 1 ” said Gringolre to the arch¬ 
deacon. 

“ I think I know him/' was the reply. 

“ How do you call him? ” 

“ I believe,” said Claude, “ his name is Phoebus de 
Chateaupers.” 

” Phcebus 1 A curious sort of a name. There’s Phoebus, too, 


Count of Foix. I recollect 1 knew a girl once who never swore 
by any other name.” 

“ Come hither,” said the priest. “ I have something to say 
to you.” 

Since the passing of that troop a degree of agitation was 
perceptible through the frozen exterior of the archdeacon. He 
walked on. Gringoire followed him, accustomed to obey him, 
like all who had once approached that being so commanding. 
They reached in silence the Rue des liemardins, which was 
pretty clear of people. Dom Claude stopped. 

“ What hav’e you to say to me, master? ” asked Gringoire. 

“ Do you not think,” answered the archdeacon, with an air 
of profound reflection, “ that tlie dress of those cavaliers whom 
we have just seen is handsomer than yours and mine? 

Gringoire shook his head. “No; ’faith, I like my red and 
yellow gonelle better than those iron and steel scales. A pleasant 
sort of thing to make a noise in going along, like an iron-wharf m 


an earthquake 1 ” . , , i- r n 

“ Then, Gringoire, you have never envied those fine fellows 

in their warlike hacquetons? ” > , • .u 

“Envied what, monsieur the archdeacon?—their sfrength, 

their armour, their discipline? Give rne rather philosophy 
and independence in rags. I would rather be the head of a 

fly than the tail of a lion.” . r •/ « 

“ That’s singular,” said the musmg priest. A fine uniform 

is a fine thing nevertheless.” . . • * 1 ,.. 

Gringoire, seeing him pensive, left him to go and admire 11 e 
porclr of a neighbouring house. He returned, clapping his 
hands. ■■ If you were less occupied with the fine clothes of the 
soldiers, monsieur the archdeacon, I would beg you to go an 
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see that doorway. I have always said that the Sieur Aubry’s 
house has the finest entrance that ever was seen.” 

” Pierre Gringoire,” said the archdeacon, ” what have you 
done with that little gipsy dancing-girl? ” 

“ La Esmeralda ? You change the conversation very 
abruptly.” 

“ Was she not your wife? ” 

” Yes, by dint of a broken pitcher. We were in for it for 
four years. By-the-bye,” added Gringoire, looking at the arch- 
deacon with a half-bantering air, ” you think of her still, then? ” 
And you—do you no longer think of her? ” 

things!—My God, how pretty 
the little goat was! r / 

" Did not that Bohemian girl save your life? ” 

“ Egad, that’s true.” 

.. ^^ ^ believe they’ve hanged her.” 

You believe?” 

ts. / ^en I saw there was hanging in the case I 

kept out of the business.” ® ^ 

II that’s all you know about her? ” 

taken refuge in Notre-Darae 
Ivt no\ safety-and I’m delighted at it-and 

Lr-and^ha't’s^n whether the goat escaped with 

voice ""tin more about it,” cried Dom Claude; and his 

in A - indeed taken refuge m Notre-Dame. But 

thence, and she 

for it.” ^^^theGr^ve. There is a decree of the Parliament 

a pity,” said Gringoire. 

” “lu moment had become cool and calm again 

leave the elation? Could they not 

thatanoormri^^^^i.^ ?^^^ what consequence can it be 
amongTe swiw Notxe-Dai^ 
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“ Among my good friends the Tniands. I was within an inch 
of being hanged. Tliey would have been sorry lor it now.” 

“ Will you, then, do nothing for her? ” 

“I should rejoice to be of service, Dom Claude; but if I 
were to bring a bad piece of business about ray ears I ” 

“ What ran it signify? ” 

“The deuce I—what can it signify 1 You are very kind, 
master. I have two ^at works begun.” 

The priest struck his forehead. In spite of his affected calm¬ 
ness, from time to time a violent gesture revealed his inward 
struggles. 

“ How is she to be saved? ” 

“ Master,” said Gringoire, “ I will answer you— 11 padelt — 
which means in the Turkish, ‘ God is our hope.’ ” 

“ How is she to be saved? ” repeated Claude, ruminating. 
Gringoire in his turn struck his forehead. 

“ Hark you, master. I have some imagination—I will find 
expedients for you. What if we were to entreat tlie kings 
mercy ? ” 

“ Mercy!—of Louis XI.I ” 

“Why not?” 

“ Go take from the tiger his bone! ” 

Gringoire began to rummage for other expedients* 

“ Well—stay—shall I address a memorial to the midwives, 

declaring that the girl is pregnant? ” 

At this the priest’s sunken eyeballs glared. 

“ Pregnant 1 Fellow, do you know anything about it? 
Gringoire w'as terrified at his manner. He hastened to say, 
“ Oh, not I. Our marriage was a regular foris-maritagium 
I’m altogether out of it. But, at any rate, one should obtain 

a respite.” „ 

“ Madnessl—infamy!—hold thy peace! ^ 

“ You are wrong to be angry,” muttered Gnnpire. One 
gets a respite—that does no harm to anybody, and it puts forty 
deniers pirisis into the pockets of the midwives, who are poor 


women. , ^ ^ 

The priest heard him not. “ She must go from thence ntvtr- 

theless,” murmured he. “The sentence is to be put m fora 

..vithin three days^therwise, it 

Quasimodo I Women have very depraved t^tes He raiad 
his voice—" Maitre Pierre, I have well considered the matte . 

There is but one means of saving her. 

“ And what is it? For my part, I see none. 
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“ Hark ye, Maitre Pierre—remember that you owe your life 

to her. I will tell you candidly my idea. The church is watched 

day and night; no one is allowed to come out but those who 

have been seen to go in. Thus you can go in. You shall come, 

and I will take you to her. You will change clothes with her! 

She will take your doublet, and you will take her pettia)at.” 

“ So far so good,” observed the philosopher; “ and what 
then? ” 

“What then? \Vhy, she will go out in your clothes, and 

you will remain m hers. You may get hanged, perhaps—but 
she will be saved.' o r r 

Gringoire scratched his ear with a very serious air. 

iJ '>«'"='■ have come 

into my head of itself. 

unexf^cted proposal the open and benignant 
countenance of the poet had become instantaneously over^t 
like a smdmg Italian landscape when an unlucky gust of wind’ 
suddenly dashes a cloud across the sun. 

Well, Gringoire, what say you to the plan ? ” 

I shaul^^rged’indubitatbl! 

That does not concern us.” 
plague I ” said Gringoire. 

saved your life. It*s a debt you have to pay ’» 

Hiere are many others I don’t pay.” 

Maitre Pierre, it must absolutely be so.” 

MU spoke imperiously. 

Hark you, Dom Claude,” answered the poet in rrcat 
^temabon. - You cling to that idea, and y'ou km wrTg 
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I dnn’f X . you are wrc 

Lother ” ^ hanged instead 


of 


“ ^ ^ strongly to life? ’* 

M url’ ^ ^ousand reasons.” 

pray?” 

mcrry-maS^gT^^'^.rT/ TruandL^r 

Paris to studf_ft^™“t hr^w“~^® architecture of 

-d^XTe 

And then f h»° th admire the sun 
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“Oh, thou head, fit only to make a rattle ofl*’ muttered 
the archdeacon. “ Speak, then—who pre5er\’ed that life thou 
inakest out to l>e so charming? To whom art thou indebted 
for the privilege of breathing that air, of seeing that sky, of 
being still able to amuse thy larklike spirit with trash and 
fooleries? Had it not been for her, where wouldst thou be? 
'Fhou wilt have her die, then?—she through whom thou livest. 
Thou wilt have her die—that creature so lovely, so sweet, so 
adorable—a creature necessary to the light of the world—more 
divine than divinity itself?—while thou, half sage, half f(wl, a 
mere sketch of something, a sort of vegetable which fancies it 
walks and thinks, wouldst continue to live with the life thou 
hast stolen from her, as useless as a taper at noon-day I Come, 
(Iringoire, a little pityl Be generous in thy turn—she has set 

the example.” . 

llie priest was vehement. Gringoire listened to him at first 
with an air of indecision, then became moved, and concluded 
with making a tragical grimace which likened his wan counten¬ 
ance to that of a new-born child in a fit of the colic. 


“You are very pathetic I” said he, wiping away a ^^ar. 
“ Well, I’ll think of it. That’s an odd idea of yours. After 
all,” pursued he, after a moment’s silence, “ who knows?—per- 
haps thcv’ll not hang me; there’s many a slip betweenjh e,ay 
and tlie Jim When they find me m that lx)x so grotesquely 
in cap and petticoat, perhaps they’ll burst out laughing. 
And if thev do hang me, what then? The rope—that s a death 
like any other. Or rather, it is not a death like other. 
It’s a death worthy of the sage who has been waver,ng all his 
life—a death which is neither fish nor flesh like the mind of 
the true sceptic-a deatli fully marked will, Pyrrhonrsm and 
lic-iitation—which holds the medium betw'cen heaven and earth 
-which leaves vou in suspense. It’s the death of a philosopher, 
and 1 was ,)redestined to it, perhaps. fis fine to die as one 


has lived.” , . 

'Hie i)riest interrupted him. Isitagre^? • u • ,i 

“ What is death after all? ” continued Gringoire heroically. 
“A disagreeable moment—a tumpike-gate—the passage from 

litth- U. lathing. Some one having ; 

nolis whether he could die willingly: NMiy should I not? 
answered he • ‘ for after my death 1 shall see those great men, 
Pythagoras among the philosophers, llecata'us among e 
historuins, Homer among the poets, Olympus among the 
musiciims.’ ” 
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The archdeacon held out his hand to him. “ Then it’s 
settled? You will come to-morrow? ” 

This gesture brought Gringoire back to reality. 

Faith, nol * said he, with the tone of a man ju^t awaking 

Be hanged 1 It’s too absurd I—I will not.” 

Fare you well, then; ” and the archdeacon added between 
his teeth, I shall find thee again.” 

^ ™an to find me a^ain so ” 
thought Gnngoire, and he ran after Dorn Claude. 

Stoy, monsieur the archdeacon,” said he; ” old friends 

should not faU out.^ You take an interest in that girl—my 

gem for getting her safe out of Notre-Dame; but your plan is 
extremely unp easant for me, Gringoire. No; if I cLW sWes? 

^st ^ ^ luminous inspirationlias 

ust come over me. If I had an expedient for extricating h“ 

tm 11 .*j*°*^ pl'S!** without compromising my neck in the 

not th“at would%n"say r WouM 

be hanged to s^tUff you ? ” ^ 

im^tie^cr^1 

your phn ?'” ^ everlasting stream of words I What U 

his'n^re’ wi* Gringoire, talking to himself, and touching 

itl The Truand.* cogitation, “ that’s 

her Th The tribe of Egypt love 

oa^°^To-m ^ means of the disorder they wiU^easily i^rry 
better®' evening. Nothing would please S 

The means 1—speak 1 ” said the priest, shaking him 
—you^seri'^™®'^ majestically towards him: “Let me alone 
secOTds thelt!" He reflected again for a few 

a counSr-SthlV^*^* 'if’ “ ® 'vhisper. It’s 

He I’m no simpleton ” 

thfgW?’?'"" ‘he little goa't-^'she with 

“ Y^es—the devil take thee 1 ” 
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“ Why, they would have hanged her too, wouldn’t they? ” 

“ What’s that to me? ” 

“ Ves, they would have hanged her. They hanged a sow 
last month, sure enough. The executioner likes that—he eats 
the animal after. To think of hanging my pretty Djali I Poor 

little Iambi” ^ , 

“ A curse upon thee I ” cried Dom Claude. The hangman 

is thyself. What means of safety hast thou found, fellow? 

Wilt thou never be delivered of thy scheme? ” 

“ Softly, master. You shall hear.” 

Gringoire leaned aside and spoke very low in the archdeacon's 
car casting an anxious look from one end of the street to the 
other, where, however, no one was passing. When he had done, 
Dom Vlaude took his hand and said coolly, ” ’Tis well. Till 

to-morrow, fare you well.” u 

“Till to-morrow,” repeated Gringoire; and while the arch¬ 
deacon withdrew one way he went off the other, saying low to 
himself “ This is a grand affair, Monsieur Pierre Grmgoire. 
Never mind; it’s not to be said that because one’s of little 
account one’s to be frightened at a great undertaking. Biton 
carried a great bull on his shoulders—wagtails, hnnets, and 

buntings cross the ocean.” 


CHAPTER II 

turn tkuand 

On re-entering the cloister the archdeacon found at the dow of 
his cell his brother, Jehan du Moulin, who was waiting for him 
and who had whiled away the tediousness of expectation by 
drawing on the wall with a piece of charcoal a profile of hi^s 
elder hfother, embellished with a nose of immoder.ate dimensions. 

Dom Claude scarcely looked at his brother; he was full of 
otherruminations. That joyous, roguish countenance, the 
irradiation of which had so often cleared away the gloom from 
he ^hlsiognomy of the priest, had. -w no power to diss.pa 
the mist which was each day gathering thicker and thicker over 

that corrunt. mephitic, and stagnant soul. 

-Brother- said lehan timidly, ” I am come to see you. 

The archdeacon did not so much as raise his eyes towar 

him. ” WeU? ” 
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'* Brother/' continued the hypocrite, you are so good to me, 

and give me such excellent advice, that I always come hack to 
you.” 

What next? ” 

AlasJ brother, you were very right when you used to say 
to me, Jehan, Jehan, cessat doctorum doctrine, discipulorum 
disaphna. Jehan, be prudent. Jehan, be studious. Jehan 
do not go out of coUege at night without lawful occasion and 
leave of the master. Do not beat the Picards. Noli, Joannes 
vnlerare Puardos. Do not grow old like an unlettered assi 
quasi astnus ilUteraius, amidst the litter of the schools. Jehan 
p every evening to chapel, and sing an anthem with a verse 
Md prayer to our lady the glorious Virgin Mary. Alas 1 how 

excellent was that advice! ” ^ uow 

“ And what then? ” 

niilcr^n/a lihe“ ^ ^ criminal, a 

libertine, a monster 1 My dear brother, Jehan has 

tramnl.a y^cious counsels as dross and straw, fit only to be 

I chastised for it-and God 

^ monty, I spent it 

lonlf olly» and joviality. Oh, how grim-faced and vile to 

Which'appears so charming 

my Xiloth ^ ‘eft; I have sold 

K ’ ”y *°'^el. A merry life no 

but its noisomf snuf which“Tk"e 

girls mock a? i ^ “y nostrils. The 

remorse and credTtom.” ^ tormented with 

“ A? ^‘’e "ohdeacon. 

come to you^toU “ better life. I 

faults. I beat Inv^ ““trition. I am penitent. I confess my 

right to A You are ver^ 

monitor of toe To °h Vh" ^ licentiate and suc¬ 

tion for toarosS R.^ T f ■ T “ remarkable voca- 
I have no pern W_T ““=t buy some; 

no books left_T m some; I have no paper left 

money To »°“c- I Itave great need of a liTtle 

Is that all?” 

Enone •> 

^e^scholar then said, with an air at once grave and decided. 
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Well brother, I am sorry to inform you that I have received 
from other quarters very advantageous oilers and proposals. 
You will not give me any money? No? In tliat case 1 will 

turn Truand.” , . 

bn pronouncing this monstrous word he assumed the part of 

an Ajax expecting to see the thunderbolt fall on his head __ 

The archdeacon said to him coolly, Turn Truand, then. 

Tehan made him a low bow, and redescended the cloister 

staircase whistling. 

lust as he was passing through the court of the cloisters, 
under the window of his brother’s ceU, he heard that window 
open, raised his head, and saw the archdeacon's severe face 
looking through the opening. " Get thee to the devil 1 said 
Dorn Claude; “ this is the last money thou shall have of me. 

So saving, the priest threw out a purse to Jehan which raised 
a lar''e'bump on his forehead, and with which he set 
once angry and pleased, like a dog that has been pelted with 

marrow bones. 


CHAPTER HI 

VIVE LA JOIE 

Thf reader will not perhaps have forgotten that a part of the 
iHE rtade was enclosed within the ancient «all of the 

Court of Ml jowers of which were beginning at 

town, a grc towers had been 

‘Td into fpluce cf emcrtuinment by the Truands. There 

converted i P „„ the lowest floor, and the rest 

„a3 a ./the upper stories. This tower was the point 

was carried o - roLeduently the most hideous, of the 

the most hive, which was hummi^^^^^ 

yuandp. remainder of the rabble 

day and night. . » ’lighted window was to be seen in the 

were a.leep-when e-when not a sound 

dingy fronis of e innumerable families, from those 

was heard to f women, and stolen or bastard children 

swarms of thiev* , always be distinguished by the noise 

-the joyous tower irght whiclc gleaming 

gipmg walls, escaped, as it were, from every pore. 
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The cellar, then, formed the public-house. The descent to 
it was through a low door and down a steep staircase. Over 
the door there was, by way of sign, a marvellous daub repre¬ 
senting new-coined sols and dead chickens, with this punning 
inscription underneath: Aux softn^'un pour les ircpasses —that 
is, “ The ringers for the dead.” 

One evening, at the moment when the curfew bell was ringing 
from all the steeples ui Paris, the sergeants of the watch, had 
they been permitted to enter the formidable Court of Miracles, 
might have remarked that still greater tumult than usual was 
going on in the tavern of the Tniands, that they were drinking 
deeper and swearing louder. Without, in the square, were a 
number of groups conversing in low tones, as if some great plot 
was hatching; and here and there a fellow, squatted down, 
was sharpening a sorry iron blade upon a stone. 

Meanwhile, in the tavern itself, wine and gaming diverted 
the minds of the Truandry so powerfully from the ideas which 
had occupied them that evening, that it would have been dilTi- 
cult to have divined from the conversation of the drinkers what 
was the affair in agitation. Only they had a gayer appearance 
than i^ual, and between the legs of each of them was .seen 
glittering some weapon or other—a pruning-hook, an axe, a 

, ^P®-^^nient, of a cirailar form, was very spacious; but 
he table.s were so close together and the tipplers so numerous, 
that the whole contents of the tavern—men, women, benches, 

drinkers, the sleepers, the gamblers, the able- 
b^ied, the crippled—seemed thrown pell-mell together with 
about as much order and arrangement as a heap of oyster-shells. 

candles were burning upon the tables; but the 
grand l^inary of the tavern, that which sustained in the pot- 
^^^racter of the chandelier in an opera-house, was the 
. ihat cellar was so damp that the fire was never allowed 

0^ summer: an immense 
iron ^ carved mantelpiece, and thickset with heavy 

larpe fiS kitchen utensils, had in it, then, one of those 

th^nH^ ^ Continent cast so red a reflection through 

dot opposite. A latte 

Lta^stlt glowing 

ei a spit loaded with different sorts of meat. ^ ^ 

confusion, after the first glance, amid this 
multitude three principal groups might be distinguiLh^' press. 
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mg around three several personages with whom the reader is 
already acquainted. One of these personages, fantastically 
bedizened with many an Oriental gaud, was Mathias Hungadi 
Spicali, Duke of Kgvpt and Bohemia. The old rogue was 
seated’on a Uble, with his legs crossed and his finger in the 
air exhibiting in a loud voice his skill in white and black magic 
to many a gaping face which surrounded him. Another set 
were gathering thick around our old friend, the valiant King of 
Tunis armed to the teeth; and Clopin Trouillefou, with a very 
serious air and in a low voice, was superintending the ransacking 
of an enormous cask full of arms, stashed wide before him, from 
which were i.ssuing in profusion axes, swords, firelocks, coats of 
mail lance and pike heads, crossbow bolts and arrows, like 
apples and grapes out of a cornucopia. Each one was taking 
something from the heap; one a morion, another a long rap^r, 
and a third the cross-handled miscricorde or small dagger. The 
children themselves were arming, and even the veriest cripples 
without either legs or thighs, all barbed and cruriissed. were 
moving about on their seats between the legs of the drinkers, 

like so'many large licetles. . * • • i 

And lastly, a third audience, the most noisy, the mospovial 

anJ the most numerous of all, were crowding the benches and 
from the midst of which a flute-hke voice haranguing 
aXwearmg, proceeded from uiuier a heavy suit o arrnour, all 
frnm the casque to the spurs. ITie individual who 
hiuUhus screwed himself up in full panoply was so lost uiidcr 
his warlike trappings that nothing was seen of his person but a 
red imm dent tur^-up no.se, a lock of fair hair, r.d lips, and a 
red, ‘ Lking eves. His belt was full of daggers and 
pair of bold j p his side; a rusty cross-bow 

w^'on his left.lind an immense wine-ijot before him; besulcs 
r“rapping wench, with her breast all open seated on h.s 
righb Ml the mouths around him were laughing, seveanng, 

"to'lhese twenty secondaO' “'yr" >7’ "'t 

and female, running blckwards and ‘o™- 

their heads; the ^he -iting 

of billiard-''), the me . * hackt^ vmmon); quarrels in one 

S'""!” 

shadows dance upon the tavern \^alls. 
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with respect to noise, tl\e place miglit be likened to the 
interior of a bell in full peal. 

The great dripping-pan before the fire, in which a shower ol 
grease was crackling from the spit, filled up, with its uninter¬ 
mitted yelping, the intervals of those thousand dialogues which 
crossed each other in all directions from one side to another of 
the great circular room. 

Amidst all this uproar there was, quite at one side of the 
tavern, upon the bench within the great open fireplace, a philo¬ 
sopher meditating with his feet in the ashes and his eye upon 
the burning brands. It was Pierre Gringoire. 

“ Come I quick I make haste I get under arms I we must 
march in an hour,” said Clopin Trouillefou to his Argotiers. 

A girl was humming an air,— 


“Father and mother, good-nicht; 

The latest up rake the fire.” 

'^0 card-players were disputing. “ Knave,*’ cried the 
reddest-faced of the two, shaking his fist at the other, “ I’ll 
mark thee. Thou might go and take Mistrigi’s place in Mes- 
sei^^eur the King’s own card-party.” 

, ^ ^ ’’ bawled one whom his nasal pronunciation showed 

^ n Ml “ we’re all heaped together here like the saints 

My lads, * said the Duke of Egypt to his auditory, speaking 
canting tone, the witches of France go to the 
oath without ointment, broomstick, or anything to ride on 
wi a tew magical words only. The witches of Italy have 

fkY^^ "Scat that waits for them at their door. All of 
m are wund to go out up the chimney.” 

Above was heard 

mv fir.. ^ ‘ NoB! ” cried he; ” so this is 

CArriW ATruandl Tm a Truand, ^ 

Moulin ^ my name is Tehan Frollo du 

were a ® I*’® ""y opinion that if God 

BoinpunS ^ housebreaker. Brethren, we’re 

&e 

her from the girl—save 

cloUter-bu^ v' pnests-<lismantle the 

less time^ *K‘"^‘'°P ? house-all that we shall do in 
Our canJ; ■ hurgomaster takes to eat a spoonful of soun 

about it. We’^’w^'** Notre-Dame—and that’s all 

We U hang up Quasimodo. Do you know (^asi- 
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mode, mesdcmoiselles? Have you ever seen him work himself 
out of breath upon the big bell on a Whitsun holiday? Cornt 
dll Prre / but it’s very fine. You’d say it was a devil mounted 
upon a great gaping muzzle. Hark ye, my friends—I m a 
Trmand from the bottom of my heart- I’m an Argotier in my 
souJ—I’m a Cagou bom. T was very rich, and I’ve spent all I 
had. My mother wanted to make me an officer; my father, a 
subdcacon; my aunt, a councillor of the inquests; my grand¬ 
mother, king’s prothonotarv; my great aunt, tr^-a^urcr of the 
short robe: but I would make myself .a Truand. I told my 
fatlver so, and he spit his malediction in my face. I told my 
mothej so, and she, poor old ladv, began to cry and slobb-r 
like that log tip^>n that iron dog there. Let’s b - merry 1 I’m 
a verv BiccUe in mys-^U. I.andlady, my dear, some more wine I 
I’ve got sonK money left yet. But mind, 1 11 have no more of 
that Sur^ne wine—it hurts my throat. I’d as Hof gargle myself, 
ctrT-ha'uj! v/ith a ba.skct.” 

Meanwhile the company around applauded with boisterous 
laughter: and. finding that the tumult was redoubling around 
him, the scholar exclaimed. “ Oh, what a glorious noise 1 PopuU 
drbarchantis populosa debaerhniio! ” Then he began to sing 
out, with an eve as if swimming m ecstasy, and the huie of a 
canon leading the vesper chant, “ cnntica ! Qua- organa 

qufr ratUiletUF/ quo: tnriodm htc stne fine derantatur ! Sonar, 
melhflua hvovirrurn or,:ana, suarissima ar:::,.^n mdodta, 
eantica eanlteorum rmra I " . . . He stopp(^d short. Hty- 
tUcre-the devil’s own barmaid !-let me have some supper. 

^ There was a moment of something approaching to silence, 
during whieh the shrill voice of the Duke of kgypt was hear 
in Its Uim, instructing his Bohemians m the mys ones of the 
Lck art “'Hie weasel.” said he, “goes by the name of 
\diiine- a fox is called Blue-foot, or the Wood-ranger; a wolf, 
(“oot, or r.dt-foot; a bear, the Old One, or the Grand^ 
faihe'- A gnome’s cap mak'-s one invisibl , and makes on 
I'v^.hlc Vhmgs. Whenever a toad is to be christened it oughj 

to be dressed in velvet, red or Mark j 

S'continuca to .rn. wh.peru,. u, one 
another at the other side of the tavern. 
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“ That poor Esmeralda 1 ” exclaimed one of the gipsy men; 
she’s our sister; we must get her out of that place. ’ 

" So she’s still at Notre-Dame, is she? ” asked a Marcandier 
with a Jewish look. 

“ Yes, pardieu / ” was the reply. 

“ Well, comrades.” resumed the Marcandier, to Notre- 
Dame, thenl All the more, because there, in the chapel of 
Saints F^r^ol and Femition, there are two statues, the one of 
St. John the Baptist, the other of St. Anthony, of solid gold, 
weighing together seventeen gold marks and fifteen esterlins; 
and the pedestals, of silver gilt, weigh seventeen marks five 
ounces. I know it, for I’m a goldsmith.” 

Here they served up Jehan his supper. He called out, throw- 
mg himself back upon the bosom of the girl that sat by him, 
By Saint-Voult-de-Lucques, called by the people Saint- 
Ooguelu, now I’m perfectly happy. I see a blockhead there, 
straight before me, that’s looking at me with a face as smooth 
as M archduke’s. Here’s another, at my left hand, with teeth 
so long that one can’t see his chin. And then, I’m like the 
Marechal de Gi^ at the siege of Pontoise—I’ve my right resting 
upon a marmlon. Venire-Mahom! comrade 1 you look like 
a tennis-ball merchant—and you come and sit down by me 1 
m noble, my friend—and trade’s incompatible with nobility, 
uet thee away. Hollo! you thcrel don’t fight. What! 

ap iste Croque-Oison I—with a fine nose like thine—wilt thou 
fimT? . against that blockhead’s great fists? You 

simpleton I Non ctquam datum esi habere nasum. Truly, thou’rt 

and mv^K Hollahl do you hear? My name’s Jehan Frollo, 

archdeacon—the devU fly away with him! 

eiven .m ® turning Truand I’ve jocundly 

brother - ^ situate in Paradise, which my 

are thp « promised me—dimtdtarn domum in paradiso ; those 

Tire^appeAnd all 

was an”xrer„i" Saint Eloi 

city of P«^^ ^ goldsmith, and that the five trades of the good 

mikem leather-dressers, the baldric 

Laurence wal’ST*'®”’ cordwainers; and that St. 

was broiled over egg-shells. I swear to you, comrades, 

twelve months I’U taste no wine 
tills be any lie of mine. 

My charmer, it’s moonlight. Just look there, through that 
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.\ir-hole, how the wind rumples those clouds—just as I do thy 
i^orgerette. Girls, snuff the candles and the children. Christ 
ft Mahom I what am I eating now, in the name of Jupiter? 
liey, there, old jade I the hairs that are not to be found on thy 
wenches’ heads we find in thy omelets. Do you hear, old 
woman? I like my omelets bald. The devil flatten thy nosel 
A fine tavern of Beelzebub is this—where the wenches comb 
themselves with the forks I ” 

And thereupon he broke his plate upon the floor, and began 
to sing out with all his might,— 

“ Et je n’ai raoi. 

Par la Sang-Dicu! 

Ni foi, oi lot, 

Ni feu, ni lieu, 

Ni roi. 

Ni Dieu! 

Meanwhile Clopin Trouillefou had finished his distribution of 
weapons. He went up to Gringoire, who seemed absorbed in 
profound reverie, with his feet against one of the iron dogs in 
the fireplace. “ Friend Pierre,” said the King of Tunis, ” what 
the devil art thou thinking about? ” 

Gringoire turned round to him with a melancholy smile. 
“ I’m fond of the fire, my dear seigneur—not for any such 
trivial reason as that the fire warms our feet or boils our soup, 
but because it throws out sparks. Sometimes I pass whole 
hours in looking at the sparks. I discover a thousand things 
in those stars that sprinkle the dark back of the chimney-place. 

Those stars themselves are worlds.” 

” Tonnerre / if I understand thee,” said the Truand. “ Dost 

thou know what o’clock it is? ” 

” I don’t know,” answered Gringoire. 

Clopin then went up to the Duke of Eg)'pt. “ Comrade 
Mathias,” said he, ” this is not a good time we’ve hit upon. 

They say King Louis XI.’s at Paris. . 

” The more need to get our sister out of his clutches, answered 

the old gipsy. „ • 

” You speak like a man, Mathias,” said the King of Tunis. 

“Besides, we shall do the thing well enough. Iheres no 

resistance to fear in the church. The canons are like so many 

hares, and we’re in force. The Parliaments men will be 

finely balked when they come there for her to-morrow Boy aux 

fiti Pape I I wouldn’t have them hang the pretty girll 

Clopin then went out of the cabaret. 
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Meantime Jehan was crying out in a voice hoarse with 
bawling. “I drink—I eat—I’m drunk—I’m Jupiter I Hey, 
you there, Pierre TAssommeur, if you look at me in that wav 
again, I’ll fillip the dust off your nose! ” 

Gringoire, on the other hand, startled from his meditations, 
had set himself calmly to contemplate the passionate, clamorous 
scene around him, and muttered between his teeth, “ Luxwiosa 
res vinum et iumultwsa ebrietas. Ah, what good reason have I 
to ^stain from drinking 1 and how excellent is the saying of 
St Benedict—FtVtttm apostatare facti ettam saptenUs I ” 

At that moment Clopin re-entered, and cried out in a voice 
of thunder, “ Midnight I ” 

At this word, which operated upon the Truands as the order 
to mount does upon a regiment halting, the whole of them 
men, women, and children, rushed out of the tavern, with a 
^ implements. 

The moon was now obscured by clouds, and the Court of 
Miracle w« entirely dark. Not a single light was to be seen 
m t—but It was f^ from being solitary. There was discernible 
a great crowd of men and women talking to one another 

n multitude was to be heard; 

Dnntn weapons were to be seen glittering in the darkness, 

cried ^ "Se stone. “ To your ranks, Argot I » 

movement in the darkness. The immense 
the ^ ^ forming m column. In a few minutes 

marcher ^ Tunis again raised his voice: “Now. silence 1 to 
naud ^ The password is Petite fiambe en bagu 4 ~ 

iCe. 

horsemen of the night-watch 

« "Ka •s-v-ss “ 


•N 422 
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CHAPTER IV 

AN UNLUCKY FRIEND 


That same night, Quasimodo slept not He had just gone 
his last round through the church. He had not remarked, at 
the moment when he was closing the doors, that the archdeacon 
had passed near him and had displayed a degree of ill-humour 
at seeing him bolt and padlock with care the enormous iron bars 
which gave to their large folds the solidity of a w’all. Dom 
Claude appeared still more abstracted than usual. Moreover, 
since the nocturnal adventure of the cell he was constantly ill- 
treating Quasimodo; but m vain he used him harshly, even strik¬ 
ing him sometimes; nothing could shake the submission, the 
patience, the devoted resignation of the faithful ringer. From 
the archdeacon he could endure anything—ill-language, menaces, 
blows, without murmuring a reproach, without uttering a com¬ 
plaint. At most he would follow Dom Claude anxiously with 

his eye as he ascended the staircase of the towers; but the arch¬ 
deacon had himself abstained from again appearing before the 


ThaTnight then, Quasimodo, after casting one look toward.s 
his poor forsaken bells, Jacquelin, Marie, and Thibauld, ^cended 
to the top of the northern tower; and there, placing his well- 
closed dark lantern on the leads, set himself to contemplate 
Paris The night, as we have already said, was very dark. 
Paris! which, comparatively speaking, not l.gdUed at that 
period, presented to the eye a con used heap of black masses, 
intersecled her'^nd there by the silvery windings of the Seme 
Not a light could Quasimodo see except from the wmdow of 
a distant edifice, the vague and gloomy profile of which wxs 
distinguishable, rising above the roofs m the direction of the 

Porte St. Antoine. There, too, was some one 

While his only eye was thus hovering over that horizon of 

mist and darkness, the ringer felt within himself ‘^expres- 
anxiety Fo^ several days he had been up.>n the watch 
He had seen constantly wandering around the church, men of 



An Unlucky Friend 381 


might probably very shortly happen. Thus he remained on his 
tower, on the lookout, revant dans son rcvoir, as Rabelais says, 
his eye by turns cast upon the cell and upon Paris, keeping safe 
watch like a trusty dog, with a thousand suspicions in his mind. 

All at once, while he was reconnoitring the great city with 
that eye which nature, as if by way of compensation, had made 
so piercing that it almost supplied the deficiency of other organs 
in Quasimodo, it struck him that there was something unusual 
in the appearance of the outline of the quay of the Vieille 
Pelleterie—that there was some movement upon that point— 
that the line of the parapet which stood out black against ibe 
whiteness of the water was not straight and still like that of 
the other quays, but that it undulated before the eye like the 
waves of a river or the heads of a crowd in motion. 


This appeared strange to him. He redoubled his attention, 
movement seemed to be coming towards the city. No 
light was to be seen. It remained some time on the quay; then 
flowed off it by degrees, as if whatever was passing along was 

interior of the island; then it ceased entirely, and 
the line of the quay became straight and motionless again. 

Just as Quasimodo was exhausting himself in conjectures, it 
>eemed u> hirn that the movement was reappearing in the Rue 
^^'ch runs into the city perpendicularly to the front 
of Notrc-Dame. In fine, notwithstanding the great darkness, 
ne could see the head of a column issuing from that street, and 
m an iiutant a crowd spreading itself over the square, of which 
^ ^ nothing further than that it was a crowd. 

fK 01^6 of terror to Quasimodo. It is probable 

tnat that singular procession, which seemed so anxious to 
con^ Itself in profound darkness, observed a silence no less 
prolound. Still some sound must have escaped from it, were 
I only me pattering of feet. But even this noise did not reach 

multitude, of which he could 
whir^ ^ anything, from which he could hear nothing, and 

walking and in agitation so near him, 
LoalShl''*' ^ assemblage of the dead, mute, 

toward™ advancing 

in the sh^ “ peopled with men—to see shades moving 

returned; the idea of an attempt against the 

teeimg that he was about to hnd himseU in a critical situa«on 
In this ensu he held counsel with himself; and S re^or!^- 
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wa.s more just and prompt than mijiht been expected from 
a brain so ill-organised. Should he awaken the gipsy girl? 
assist her to escape? Which way? The streets were beset; 
behind the church was the river; there was no boat, no egress! 
riiere was but one measure to be taken—to meet death on the 


threshold of Notre-Daine; to resist at least until some assistance 
came, if any were to come, and not to disturb the sleep of La 
Esiacnldi. The unhappy girl would be awake lime enough to 
die, Tlus resolution once taken, he proceeded to reconnoitre 
the enemy more calmly. 

The crowd seemed to be increasing every moment in the 
Parvis. He concluded, however, that very little noise was 
made, since the windows of the street and the square remained 
closed. All at once a light shone out; and in an instant seven 
or eight lighU'd torches were waved above the heads, shaking 
their tufts of tlame in the deep shade. Quasimodo then saw 
distinctly in commotion, in the Parvis, a frightful troop of men 
and women, in rags, armed with scythes, pike.s, pruning-hooks, 
iwrUsaits; their thousand points all sparkling. Here and there, 
black piu'hforks formed horns to those hideous visages. He 
had a (infused recollection of that populace, and thought he 


recognised all the heads which, a few months before, had saluted 
him Pope of the Fools. A man holding a torch in one hand 
,-uid a bouUaye in the other, mounted a boundary-stone, and 
P 4 >p.^ared to be haranguing. At the same time the strange 
army performed some evolutions, as if taking post around the 
diurch. Q\ia.simoJo took up his lantern, and descended to the 
platform between the towers, to observe more closely, and to 

delil^erate on the means of defence. 

Clopin Trouillefou, having arrived before the principal door 
of Notre-Dame, had, in fact, placed his troops in battle array. 
‘VJthough he did not anticipate any resistance, yet, like a 
;,-idcnt general, he wished to preserve such a degree of order 
Ls would in case of need, enable him to face a sudden attack 
of the wau-h or the onze-vtn^ls. He had accordingly drawn out 
hLS brigade in such a manner that, seen frorn on high and at a 
distance, it might have been taken for the Roman triangle of 
the batUe of Ecnoma, the pig’s head of Alexander, or th- 
rnnous wedge of GusUvus Adolphus. The base of this tnac,!e 
wa.s formed along the back of the square so as to bar the 
entrance to the Rue du Parvis; one of the sid« Inoked towards 
the Hotel-Dieu, the other towards the Rue Saint-I lerre-aux 
Bmufs. Clopin Trouillefou had placed himself at the point, 
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with the Duke of Egypt, our friend Jehan, and the boldest of 
the sabouleuxt 

An enterprise such as the Truands were now attempting 
against Notre-Dame was no uncommon occurrence in the cities 
of the Middle Ages. What we in our day call police did not 
then exist. In populous towns, in capitals especially, there was 
no central power, sole and commanding all the rest. Feudality 
had constnjcted those great municipalities after a strange 

K-assemblage of innumerable seigneuries, 
which divided it into compartments of all forms and sizes 
^rom thence arose a thousand contradictory establishments of 
police, or rather no police at all. In Paris, for example inde- 

or manoriat^H^^ hundred and forty-one lords claiming censivc 
or manorial du«, there were twenty-five claiming lustice and 

th Notre-Dame-des-Ommps, who had only four! 

mount justiciaries only recoRnised nominally the para- 

AU were ^ highway-keeping. 

the feudal demolition of 

the ^ Richelieu and Louis XIV. to 

advantai^fs^fk^^ the royalty, and completed in 1789 to the 

this n^ork Louis XI. had indeed striven to burst 

vio1entl7rtLirtT.®“"“ ’1*'"=*' ^y throwing 

Thus m ‘ ^ ordinances of general police^ 

their windows tt n'iphtf‘^‘* “ 

pain of the ^Iw l„ .k ’ “P ‘'"der 

the strp*.t! i ^ ordered to close 

<=arry da^e4 0^0^?"'^® f°rbidden to 

But in Tfhort tim^ m the streets at night. 

feU into disus^ “P?® “t "uunicipal legislation 

windows toX townspeople allow;ed the candles at their 

stray; the imn?K ““d their dogs to 

siege; and Z stretched across in cafe of 

abou n“ other cha ‘“.1 daggers brought 

CoupeZeZSto*r®“r“me of the Rue 
manif^iZroTmfnt r®'’ *“te, was a 

dictions remZiZ? ^tamework of the feudal juris- 

Wicks anZse!^^ standing—^ immense accumulation of baili- 

throughout another in all directions 

intenfov« otZfan^ each oC, 

useless thicket k ' j ^ Projecting one into another—a 
tmcket of watches, under-watches, and counter-watehes 
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throuirh the midst of which the armed hand of brigandage, 
ui>'inc, and sedition was constantly passing. Thus it was no 
unheard-of event, in this state of disorder, for a part of the 
populace to lay violent hands on a palace, a hotel, or an ordinar)’ 
mansion, in the quarters the most thickly inhabited. In most 
cases the neighbours did not interfere m the alfair unless the 
pillage reached themselves. Tliey stopped their ears against the 
report of the musketry, closed their shutters, barricaded their 
doors, and let the stniggle exhaust itself with or without the 
watch; and the next day it would be quietly said in Paris, 
“ I^st^nght Etienne Barbette had his house forced,” or “ The 
Mar<5chal de Clermont was laid hold of,” etc. Hence, not only 
the royal residences—the Louvre, the Palais, the Bastille, the 
Tournelles—but sucii as were simply seigneurial—the Petit- 
Bourbon, the Hotel de Sens, the Hotel d’Angoiileme, etc.—had 
their battlernented walls and their machicolated gates. The 
churches were protected by their sanctity. Some of them, 
nevertheless, among which was Notre-Dame, were fortified. 
The Abbey of St. Germain-des-Pr^s was castellated like a 
baronial mansion, and more weight of meta! was to be found 
there in bombards than in bells. This fortress was still to be 
seen in i6io, but now barely the church remains. 


To return to Nolre-Dame. 

When the first arrangemcnis were completed—and we must 
sav to the honour of Truand discipline, that Clopin’s orders 
were executed in silence and with admirable precision--the 
worthy leader mounted the parapet of ihe i^arx !S, and raised 
his hoarse and sullen voice, his face turned towards Notre- 
iXune, and .shaking his torch, the light of which agitatpl by 
the wind and veiled at intervals by its own smoke, made the 
glowing front of the church by turns appear and disappear 


*^^‘^‘^lIn*to thee, I^uis dc Beaumont, Bishop of Pari.s Councillor 
in the Court of Parliament, thus say I, ('lopm Trou. le on King 
of Tuni:,, tirand-Coesre, Prince of Argot, Bi.shop of the Fools. 
Our sister, falsely condemned for magic, hiis uken refuge in 
thy church. Thou art bound to give her shelter and safep.ar . 
'>ow the Court of Parliament wants to take her thence, and 
Uiou^consentest to it; so that she would be hanged to-morrow 
at the Gr(^ve, if God and the Truands were not at hand Ue 
come to thee, then, bishop. If thy church is sac red our ster 
is so too; If our si.ster is not sacred, neither . t 'V church. 
Wherefore wc summon thee to give us up the gir , i 
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save thy church; or we will take the girl, and will plunder the 
church. Which will be well and good. In witness whereof 1 here 
set up my standard. And so, God help thee, Bishop of Paris.” 

Quasimodo, unfortunately, could not hear these words, which 
were uttered with a sort of sullen, savage majesty. A Truand 
presented the standard to Clopin, who gravely planted it hctwa'cn 
two of the paving stones. It was a pitchfork, from the prongs 
of which hung, all bloody, a quarter of carrion meat. 

This done, the King of Tunis turned about, and cast his eyes 
over his army, a ferocious multitude whose eyes glared almost 
as much as their pikes. After a moment’s pause, “ Forward, 
boysl ” cried he. “ To your work, Hutins.” 

Thirty stout men, square-limbed, and with picklock faces, 
stepped out from the ranks, with hammers, pincers, and iron 
crows on their shoulders. They advanced towards the principal 
door of the church, ascended the steps, and directly they were 
to be seen stooping down under the pointed arches of the portal, 
heavmg at the door with pincers and levers. A crowd of 
Truands follow'cd them, to assist or look on; so that the whole 
eleven steps were covered with them. The door, however, 
stood fi™. ^ “ Dtable / but she’s hard and headstrong,” said 
01 ^. She’s old, and her gristles are tough,” said another. 

Courage, my friends I” cried Clopin. “I’ll wager my head 
agamst a slipper that you’ll have burst the door, brought away 
e girl, Md undressed the great altar before there’s one beadle 
^ awake. There—I think the lock’s going.” 

Clopin was interrupted by a frightful noise which at that 
moment resounded behind him. He turned round. An 
enormous beam had just fallen from on high, crushing a dozen 
01 the Truands upon the church steps, and rebounding upon 

sound of a piece of artillery; breaking 
u of others among the vagabond crowd, 

away from it with cries of terror. In a trice the 
th^k the Parvis was empty. The Hutins, 

retiring arches of the doorway, 

door, and Clopin himself fell back to a respectful 
dis^ce from the church. ^ 

the I’ve liad a narrow escape I” cried Jehan. “I felt 

locked dol ‘‘i ^Knockerdown’s 

mingled with dread which fell upon thr 

^ey rtmabed t ‘™ber is indescribable, 

y remained for some minutes gazing fixedly upwards in 
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greater consternation at this piece of wood than they would 
have been at twenty thousand King’s archers. “ Satan!” 
growled the Duke of Egypt, “ but this smells of magic I ” 

“ It’s the moon that’s been throwing this log at us,” said 
Andry-le-Rouge. 

“ VMiy,” remarked Fran9ois Gianteprune, ” you know, they 
say the moon’s a friend of the Virgin’s.” 

“ MiUes papes t ” exclaimed Clopin, ” you’re all simpletons 
together.” Yet he knew not how to account for the fall of the 
beam. 

Ah this while nothing was distinguishable upon the grand 
front of the building, to the top of which the light from the 
torches did not reach. The ponderous beam lay in the middle 
of the Parvis, and groans were heard from the miseiable wretches 
who had received its first shock and been almost cut in two 


upon the angles of the stone steps. 

At last the King of Tunis, his first astonishment being over, 
hit upon an explanation which his comrades thought plausible. 
“ Gu^fule-Dieu I ” said he, ” are the canons making a defence? 

11 that be it, then, A sac I d sac / ” 

** A s<u I ” repeated the mob with a furious hurrah; and they 

made a general discharge of crossbows and hackbuts against the 
front of the church, 

ITiis report awoko the peaceful inhabitants of the neighbour- 
ing houses. Several window-shutters were seen to open, and 
niuhtcaps and hands holding candles appeared at the casements. 
“Fire at the windows I” cried Clopin. The windows were 
immediately shut again, and the poor citizens, who had scarcely 
had time to cast a bewildered look upon that scene of glare and 
tumult, went back trembling to their wives asking themselves 
whether it was that the witches now held their ^^bath in the 
Parvis Notre-Dame, or that they were assaulted by the mr- 

gundians as in the year ’64. . u j nnt 

sad'’ repeated the Argotiers; but they dared no 

approach. They looked first at the church and then at tR 

marvellous beam. The beam lay perfectly still; ‘h' 
kept its firm and solitary look: but something froze the courage 

of the Truands. _ fr.rce 

“ To your work, Hutinsl ” cried Trouillefou. Come, force 

the door.” 

Nobody advanced a step. nf « 

■■ ndt cl venire I ” said Clopin; here are men afraid of 


rafter 1 ” 
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An old Hutin now addressed him. “ Captain, it’s not the 
rafter that we care about; it’s the door—that’s all overlaid 
with iron bars. The pincers can do nothing with it.” 

“ W^at should you have, then, to burst it open w'ith ? ” aslced 
Clopin. 

” Why, we should have a battering-ram.” 

The ^ng of Tunis ran bravely up to the formidable piece of 
l^ber and set his foot upon it. “Here’s one I” cried he; 

the canons have sent it you.” And making a mock reverence 
to the cathedral, “ Thank you, canons,” he added. 

This bravado had great effect—the spell of the wonderful 

l^am was broken. The Truands recovered courage; and soon 

the heavy timber, picked up like a feather by two hundred 

v^omi^ arms, w’as driven with fury against the great door 

which It had already been attempted to shake. Seen thus, by 

^ sort of half-light which the few scattered torches of the 

Imands (^t over the place, the long beam, borne along by 

tnat multitude of men rushing on with its extremity pointed 

^amst the church, looked like some monstrous animal, with 

iimumerable legs, running, head foremost, to attack the stone 
giantess. 


At the shock given by the beam the half-metal door sounded 

unmense drum. It was not burst in; but the whole 

edral shook, and the deepest of its internal echoes were 

f moment a shower of great stones began 

» ™ P^^^ 0^ the assailants. 

j Jehan, “are the towers shaking down their 

TKa ^ upon our heads?” But the impulse was given* 

to text. It was decidedly the 

the a defence. And so they only battered the'door 

their ®P*^ atones that were fracturing 

tneir skulls nght and left. ^ 

but that these stones all fell one by one, 

of Argotiers always felj 

the otW one and the same time, one against their legs. 

ing toTnL? wounded were thickly strewn, bleed- 

^wn furiom“filkT who, now 

places of thrdS,l"P intermission the 

door with neri^i^ f ■ contmued battering the 

door to gro^ r f^ shower down, the 

otedly the reader has not yet to divine that this unex- 
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pected resistance which had exasperated the Truands proceeded 
from Quasimodo. Accident had unfortunately favoured our 
deaf hero’s exertions. 

When he had descended upon the platform between the 
towers his ideas were all in confusion. He ran to and fro along 
the gallery for some minutes like one insane—beholding from 
on high the compact mass of the Truands ready to rush against 
the church; imploring the powers celestial or infernal to save 
the gipsy girl. He once thought of ascending the southern 
steeple and sounding the tocsin; but then, before the loud 
voice of Marie could have uttered a single sound, would there 
not be interval enough for the door of the church to be forced 
ten times over? It was just the moment at which the Hutins 
were advancing towards it with their burglarious instruments. 
What was to be done ? 


All at once he recollected that some masons had been at 
work the whole day, repairing the wall, the woodwork, and the 
roofing of the southern tower. This was a beam of light to 
him. The wall was of stone; the roofing was of lead; and then 
there was the woodwork, so prodigious and so thick-clustering 
that it went by the name of the forest, 

Quasimodo ran to this tower. The lower chambers of it 
were, in fact, full of materials. There were piles of building 
stone, sheets of lead rolled up, bundles of laths, strong beams 
already shaped by the saw, heaps of rubbish—in short, an 


arsenal complete. 

Time pressed. The levers and the hammers were at work 
below. With a strength multiplied tenfold by the feeling of 
imminent danger, he lifted an end of one of the beams, the 
heaviest and longest of all. He managed to push it through 
one of the loopholes; then laying hold of it again outside the 
tower, he shoved it over the outer angle of the balustrade 
surrounding the platform, and let it fall into the abyss beneath. 

The enormous beam, in this fall of a hundred and sixty feet, 
CTazing the wall, breaking the sculptured figures, turned several 
times upon its centre, like one of the two cro^ arms of a wind¬ 
mill, going by itself. At length it reached the ground A 
horrid cry arose; and the dark piece of timber rebounded upon 
the pavement, like a ser[)cnt rearing itself and dating. 

Quasimodo saw the Truands scattered by the fall of the beam 
like ashes by the blowing of a child; and whi e they fixed their 
superstitious gaze upon the immense log fa len rom the sky. 
and peppered the stone saints of the portal with a discharge 
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of bolts and bullets, Quasimodo was silently piling up stones 
and rubbish, and even the masons’ bags of tools, upon the verge 
of that balustrade from which he had already hurled the large 
timber. 

And accordingly, as soon as they began to batter the great 
door, the shower of great stones began to fall, making them think 
that the church must be shaking itself to pieces upon their 
heads. 


Any one who could have seen Quasimodo at that moment 
would have been affrighted. Independently of the missiles 
which he had piled up on the balustrade, he had got together 
a heap of stones upon the platform itself. As soon as the great 
stones heaped upon the external border were spent he had 
recourse to this latter heap. Then he stooped down, rose up. 
stooped, and rose again, with mcredible agility. He thruU 
his great gnome s head over the balustrade; then there dropped 
aja enormous stone—then another—then another. Now and 

stone with his eye, and when he 
S^sfaaion execution he ejaculated a “Hum!” of 

did not lose courage. Already 
f • ® *^be massive door which they were so 

^ously assailing shaken under the weight of thlir o^cn 

The multiplied by the strength of a hundred men. 

ateacrin carving flew in splinters; the hinges. 

out^f th^ V '^ere forced 

the sheathin^^^'- bruised between 

thtr^^ ® Fortunately for Quasimodo’s defence 

thwe was more iron than wood. ' 

the impression was being made upon 

he dfd battering-ra^n, notwfth- 

he looked ® apprehension in hL heart. As 

elution beheld them, fuU of 

t^ el&e tbe dark’front o[ 

wings of the“wls thT biraself, the 

h^ h;. K flockmg away affrighted over his 

It was £ tbe assLTJu 

below th^ moment of anguish that he fixed his eyes a little 

Sotiem uwn\’^„"f been enfshing tt 
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occurred to him. He ran and fetched a fagot from the little 
lodge which he occupied as ringer; laid over the fagot a number 
of bundles of laths and rolls of lead—ammunition of which he 
had not yet made any use; and after placing this pile in the 
proper position as regarded the orifice of the gutters, he set fire 
to it with his lantern. 

VVliile he was thus employed, as the stones no longer fell, 
the Truands ceased looking up into the air. The brigands, pant¬ 
ing like a pack of hounds baying the wild boar in his lair, were 
pressing tumultuously round the great door, all disfigured and 
shapeless from the strokes of the ram, but still erect. They 
waited in a sort of shuddering anxiety for the grand stroke of all 
—the stroke which was to burst it in. They were all striving 
to get nearest, in order to be the first, when it should open, to 
rush into that well-stored cathedral—a vast repository in which 
had been successfully accumulating the riches of three centuries. 
They reminded one another, with roars of exultation and greedy 
desire, of the fine silver crosses, the fine brocade cope, the fine 
silver gilt monuments—of all the magnificences of the choir— 
the dazzling holiday displays—the Christmas illuminations with 
torches—the Easter suns—all those splendid solemnities in 
which shrines, candlesticks, pixes, tabernacles, and reliquaries 
embossed the altars, as it were, with a covering of gold and jewels. 
Certain it is that at that flattering moment cagoux a.nd maling- 
reux, archisuppots and rtfodes, were all of them thinking much 
less ’about delivering the gipsy girl than about plundering 
Notre-Dame. Nay, we could even go so far as to believe that, 
with a good many of them. La Esmeralda was merely a pretext 
—if, indeed, thieves could have need of a pretext. 

All at once, at the moment that they were crowding about the 
battering-ram for a final effort, each one holding in his breath 
and gathering up his muscles, so as to give full force to the 
decisive stroke, a howling more terrific yet than that which had 
burst forth and expired under the fall of the great beam arose 
from the midst of them. They who had not cried out, they who 
were stiU alive, looked, and saw two jets of melted lead falhng 
from the top of the edifice into the thickest of the crowd. The 
waves of that human sea had shrunk under the boiling metal, 
which, at the two points where it fell, had made two black 
and reeking hollows in the crowd, like the effect of hot water 
thrown upon snow. There were to be seen dying wretches 
burned half to a cinder and moaning with agony. Around the 
two principal jets there were drops of that horrible ram falling 
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scatteredly upon the assailants, and entering their skulls like 
fiery gimlet points. 

The outcry was heartrending. They fled in disorder, tiirowin-^ 

down the beam upon the dead bodies—the boldest of them 

as well as the most timid—and the Parvis was left empty for the 
second time. 

^ eyes were now cast upwards to the top of the church 
and they beheld an extraordinary sight. On the topmost 
gaUery, higher than the great central window, was a creat 
flame ascending between the two steeples, with clouds of sparks 

irregular and furious, a portion of which, by 

intervals enveloped in the smoked 
underneath the trifoliated balustrade 
werl vnm . monster-headed gutters 

na^^thi “P°" darkness of the lower 

^0 lets of approached the ground the 

spread out into myriads of drops like 

the small holes of a watering-pan. Above 

other oufte red ““dine, the one quite black, the 

shadow which immensity of 

sculptured deLn. ’' T} innumerable 

The^restless flick^' r 1''^°“* assumed a formidable aspect, 
them seem 4 if thev^ “nadcountoble flame made 

you heafd /eloLT 

fir#* fe.*. there were salamanders puffme at thf» 

mo4urZra “■ And'^am'^gVose 

earthly flame bTth ? by that un- 

aboutf and s4n from d .<damour, there was one walking 

front of the Dile 1 U ““ing 

® a torch. ^ 

far awakened the 

upon his connicec th ^ startled to see wavering 

D^e. ^ ^ gigantic shadows of the towers of Notr^ 

du^^ wWc? nntivu among the Truands 

T- from 
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flame—the last groans of the dying—and the continued crackling 
of the shower of boiling lead upon the pavement. 

Meanwhile the principal Truands, having retreated under 
the porch of the Logis Gondelaurier, were there holding a council 
of war. The Duke of Egypt, seated upon a boundary-stone, 
was contemplating with religious awe the phantasmagoric pile 
blazing two hundred feet aloft in the air. Clopin Trouillefou 
was gnawing his great fists with rage. “ Not possible to get ini ” 
muttered he to himself. 

“ An old elf of a church! ” growled the old Bohemian, Mathias 
Hungadi Spicali. 

“ By the Pope’s whiskers,” added a grey-headed narquois, 
who had once been in actual service, “ but there are two church 
gutters that spit molten lead at you better than the machicolles 
atLectoure!” 

“ Do you see that demon going backwards and forwards 
before the fire? ” cried the Duke of Egypt. 

“Par-Dieul” said Clopin, “it’s the damned ringer —its 

QuxLsimodo.” 

The Bohemian shook his head. “ I tell you, no, said he: 
“ it’s the spirit Sabnac, the great marquis, the demon of forti¬ 
fication Out of an armed soldier he’s been making a lion’s 
head Sometimes he’s mounted on a frightful horse. He 
turns men into stones, and builds towers of them. He com¬ 
mands fifty legions. ' It’s he, sure enough. I know him again. 
Sometimes he has on a fine robe of gold, figured after the Turkish 


fashion.” i j • 

“ Where’s Bellevigne-de -1 Etoile? asked Clopin. 

“ He’s dead,” answered a female Truand. ^ 

Here Andry-le-Rouge observed, laughing idiotically, Notre 

Dame’s finding work for the Hotel-Dieu.” 

“ Is there no way to force that door, then? said the King 

°ST:reup:nT"!)uke'oT Egypt pointed with a -lancho.y 
look to the two streams of boiling lead which streaked the dark 
front of the building, looking like two long P^^phonc distafe. 
“ There have been churches known to defend themselves so, 
obsei^ed he, with a sigh. “ St. Sophia's, at 
some forty years ago-threw down to the 

one after another, the crescent of Mahound-just by shaking 
her domes, which are her heads. William of Pans, th 

this here, was a magician.” manv 

“ And are we to slink away pitifully, then, like so V 
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running footmen?” said Clopin. “VVhatl leave oui sister 
there, for those ugly hooded fellows of canons to hang to¬ 
morrow? ” 

“ And the sacristy, where there are cartloads of gold? ” said 
a Truand, with whose name we are sorry to say that we are 
not acquainted. 

“ Barbe-Mahom I ” exclaimed Trouillefou. 

“ Let us try once more,” rejoined the Truand. 

Mathias Hungadi shook his head. ” We shall not get in at 
the door,” said he. ” We must find out some seam in the old 
elf’s armour—a hole—a false postern—a joint of some sort or 
other.” 

' Who’s for it? ” said Clopin. “ I’ll go at it again. By-the- 

bye, where’s the little scholar Jehan, that had cased himself 
so?” 


‘ He’s dead, no doubt,” answered some one, ” for nobody 
hears him laugh.” 

brows. “ So much the worse 1 ” 

w . a stout heart under that iron case. And 

Maitre Pjerre Gringoire? ” 

Captain Clopin,” said Andry-le-Rouge, ” he stole away 
before we d got as far as the Pont-aux-Changeurs.” 

stamped with his foot. ” Gueule-Dieu 1 ” he cried; 
that fellow pushed us into this business, and then leayes us 

coward thick of the job. A prating, nightcap-hclmeted 


D Clopin,” cried Andry-le-Rouge, looking up the 

Rue du Parvis, ” here comes the little scholar.” 

Biased be Pluto! ” said Clopin. ” But what the devil is 

he pullmg after him? ” 

Jehan, coming up as quick as he found prac- 
under his ponderous knightly accoutrements, wdth a long 

oiif Af K. dragging stoutly over the pavement, more 

Af than an ant which has harnessed itself to a blade 

twenty times its own length. 

ladHpr Deural ” shouted the scholar. ” Here’s the 

r belonging to the unladers of St. Landry’s wharf.” 

Eoina to are you 

^ ‘^f h^ ^®\^*^e-Dieu! with that ladder? ” 

there tW i- of the lieutenant’s house. There’s a rirl 

for beauty. U K‘{'^t thinks me quite a Cupido 

oty. It was through her I tried to get the ladder; and 
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now I have the ladder, Pasque-Mahom 1 The poor girl came 
out in her shift to let me in.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Clopin; ” but what do you want to do with 
this ladder? ” 

Jehan gave him a roguish, knowing look, and snapped his 
fingers. At that moment he was quite sublime. He had upon 
his head one of those overloaded helmets of the fifteenth century 
which aflFrighted the enemy with their monstrous-looking peaks. 
The one which he wore was jagged with no less than ten beaks 
of steel, so that Jehan might have contended for the formidable 
epithet of 6€K€/xpoAos with the Homeric ship of Nestor. 

“ What do I want to do with it, august King of Tunis? ” 
said he. ” Do you see that row of statues there that look like 
blockheads over the three doorways? ” 

“Yes, Well?” 

“ It’s the gallery of the kings of France.” 

“ What’s that to me? ” said Clopin. 

“ Wait a bit. At the end of that gallery there’s a door that’s 
always on the latch. With this ladder I get up to it, and then 
I’m in the church.” 


“ Let me get up first, my lad,” said the other. 

" No, comrade; the ladder’s mine. Come along; you shall 
be the second.” 

“ BeeLzobub strangle theel” said Clopin, turning sulky. 


“ I’ll not go after anybody.” 

“ Then, Clopin, go look for a ladder.” 

And therewith Jehan set o£f again across the Place, dragging 
along his ladder, and shouting, “ Follow me, boys! ” . , 

In an instant the ladder was reared up, and the top of it placed 
against the balustrade of the lower gallery, over one of the side 
doorways. The crowd of the Truands, raising great acclama¬ 
tions, pressed to the foot of it for the purpose of ascending. 
But Jehan maintained his right, and was the first that set foo 
on the steps of the ladder. The passage to be made was a long 
one. The gallery of the French kings is, at this day, about 
sixty feet from the ground; to which elevation was, at that 
period, added the height of the eleven steps of entrance. Jehan 
Lcended slowly, much encumbered with his heavy armour, 
with one hand upon the ladder and the other grasping his 
crossbow. When he was half-way up he cast down a mel^- 
choly glance upon the poor dead Argot.ers strewed upon the 
steps of the grand portal. “ Alas I ” said he “ here s a heap of 
dead worthy^ the fifth book of the lUad. Then he continued 
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his ascent. The Truands followed him. There was one upon 
each step of the ladder. To see that line of mailed backs thus 
rise undulating in the dark, one might have imagined it a 
serpent with steely scales, rearing itself up to assail the church, 
but that the whistling of Jehan, who formed its head, was not 
exactly the serpent-like sound requisite to complete the illusion. 

The scholar at length reached the parapet of the gallery, and 
strode lightly over it, amid the applauses of the whole Truandry. 
Thus master of the citadel, he uttered a joyful shout, but 
stopped short all at once, confounded. He had just discovered, 
behind one of the royal statues, Quasimodo in concealment, his 
eye all flashing in the dark. 

Before another of the besiegers had time to gain footing on 
the gallery the formidable hunchback sprang to the head of the 
ladder; took hold, without saying a word, of the ends of the 
^'0 uprights with his two powerful hands; heaved them away 
from the edge of the balustrade; balanced for a moment, amid 
cnes of anguish, the long bending ladder, covered with Truands 
from top to bottom; then suddenly, with superhuman strength 
e threw back that cluster of men into the Place. For a 

resolute felt their hearts palpitate, 
ine ladder, thus hurled backwards with all that living weight 
upon It, remained perpendicular for an instant, and its inclina- 
lon seemed doubtful; then it wavered; then, suddenly de¬ 
scribing a frightful arc of eighty feet radius, it came down upon 
e pavement, with its load of brigands, more swiftly than a 
rawbndge when its chains give way. There arose one vast 
precation; then all was still, and a few mutilated wretches 
re seen crawling out from under the heap of dead. 

resentment among the besiegers 
shouts of tnumph. Quasimodo, unmoved, his 
the mien^f“^® upon the balustrade, was quietly looking on, with 
Tehan P ° ^ long-haired king looking out at his window. 

He fmmH k° ^ critical situation. 

SLe gallery with the redoubtable ringer- 

Sie tc'hX’Sli was dealing with the ladder 

on the la^ expected to find 

gallery had j entered the 

himsdtf beLd one o'f th r 

breath hut fi ■ ' to draw 

apprfh’eLo^?^"the man”X‘'°“ ^ of wild 

like the man who, upon a tune, making love to 
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the wife of a menagerie-keeper, and going one evening to meet 
her in an assignation, scaled the wrong wall, and suddenly found 
himself liu-d-tele with a white bear. 

For the first few moments the hunchback took no notice of 
him; but at length he turned his head and drew up his limbs, 
for the scholar had just caught his eye. 

Jehan prepared for a rude encounter; but his deaf antagonist 
remained motionless. Only his face was turned towards the 
scholar, at whom he continued looking. 

“ Ho, hoi ” said Jehan; “ what dost thou look at me for 
with that one melancholy eye of thine? ” And so saying, the 
young rof^e was stealthily making ready his crossbow. “ Quasi¬ 
modo,” he cried, ” I’m going to change thy sumamci They 
shall call thee the blind.” 

Jehan let fly the winged shaft, which whistled through the 
air, and struck its point into the left arm of the hunchback. 
This no more disturbed Quasimodo than a scratch would have 
done his stone neighbour. King Pharamoiind. He laid his hand 
upon the arrow, drew it out of his arm, and quietly broke it 
over his clumsy knee. Then he dropped, rather than threw, 
the two pieces on the ground. But he did not give Jehan time 
to discharge a second shaft. As soon as the arrow was broken, 
Quasimodo, breathing strongly through his nostrils, bounded 
like a grasshopper upon the scholar, whose armour this shock 

of his flattened against the wall. 

'I’hen, through that atmosphere in which wavered the light 
of the torches, was dimly seen a sight of terror. 

Quasimodo had grasped in his left hand both the arms of 
Jehan, who made no struggle, so utterly did he give himself 
up for lost. With his right hand the hunchback took off, one 
after another, with ominous deliberateness, the several pieces 
of his armour, offensive and defensive—the sword, the daggers, 
the helmet, the breastplate, the arm-pieces—as if it had been a 
monkey peeling a walnut, Quasimodo dropped at his feet, piece 

after piece, the scholar’s iron shell. 

When the scholar found himself disarmed and uncased, 
feeble and naked, in those formidable hands, he did not offer 
to speak to his deaf enemy; but he fell to laughing audaciously 
in his face, and singing, with his careless assurance of a boy 0 
sixteen, a popular air of the time;— 

" EUe est bien habill<^, 

La vilic de Canibrai 
Marafiu I’a . . •'* 
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He had not time to finish. Quasimodo was now soon standing 
upon the parapet of the gallery, holding the scholar by the feet 
with one hand only, and swinging him round like a sling over 
the external abyss. Then a noise was heard like some box 
made of bone dashing against a wall; and something was soon 
falling, but it stopped a third part of the way down, being 
arrested in its descent by one of the architectural projections. 
It was a dead body, which remained suspended there, bent 
double, the loins broken and the skull empty. 

A cry of horror arose from the Truands. “ Revenge 1 ” cried 
Ciopin. A sac!" answered the multitude. “Assault! 
assault! Then there wa.s a prodigious howling, mixed up 
of all languages, all dialects, and all tones of voice. 'l*he poor 
scholar’s death inspired the crowd with a frantic ardour. They 
\vere seized with shame and resentment at having been so long 
kept m check before a church by a hunchback. Their rage found 
thtm ladders, multiplied their torches, and in a few minutes 
Quasimodo, m confusion and despair, saw a frightful swarm 
ascending from all sides to the assault of Notre-Dame. They 
who had not ladders had knotted ropes, and they who had not 
J^pes climbed up by means of the projections of Uic sculpture, 
they hung at one another’s tattered habiliments. There was 
no me^ of resisting this rising tide of frightful visages. Fury 
med to writhe in those ferocious countenances; their dirty 

streaming with perspiration; their eyes flashed: 
11 those varieties of grimace and ugliness were besetting 
Qu^imodo. It seemed as if some other church had sent her 

demons, all her most fantastic 
^ .assail Notre-Dame. It was a coat of living 
covering the stone monsters of the facade. 

torches had kindled in the Place. 

obscurity, was 

’'S*'*- resplendent, 

light^on P'’- 

iUumined of fhe church still burned and 

Droiected f f^f^caround. The vast outline of the two towers 

huge mil *rew amid that light a 

from its sluLber'**^'n-^* whole town seemed now to be roused 
the Truands '^^re mournfully sounding; 

QuasiS^J™ 1 ' swearing, climbing; and 

the gipsy girrj^iJ,Tan°rh“ T *'“'=‘"165, trembling for 

and nLrer to V ^ furious faces approaching nearer 

and writhing 
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CHAPTER V 


THE CLOSET WHERE MONSIEUR LOUTS DE FRANCE 

SAYS HIS PRAYERS 


The reader has probably not forgotten that Quasimodo, a 
moment or two before he perceived the nocturnal band of the 
Truands in motion, whilst looking over Paris from the top of 
his steeple, saw but one single remaining light, twinkling at 
a window in the topmost story of a lofty and gloomy building; 
close by the Porte St. Antoine. That building was the Bastille, 
and that uvinkling light was Ivouis XT’s candle. 

Louis XI. had, in fact, been at Paris for the last two days. 
He was to set out again the next day but one for his citadel of 
Plessis, or Montilz-les-Tours. He seldom made his appear¬ 
ance in his good city of Paris; and when he did appear, it was 
during very short intervals, as he did not there feel himself 
surrounded by a sufficient abundance of pitfalls, gibbets, and 
Scottish archers. 

He had come that day to sleep at the Bastille. Hi.s grand 
chamber at the Louvre, five toises square, with its grand 
chimney-piece loaded with twelve great beasts and thirteen 
great prophets, and his great bed, eleven feet by twelve, were 
little to his taste. He felthimself lost amidst all those grandeurs. 
This good, homely king preferred the Bastille with a chamber 
and a bed of humbler dimensions; and, besides, the Bastille 

was stronger than the Louvre. ..,,,11 

It was, in fact, in France, like “ the Tower ” in England, 


> lest any one should be disposed to consider the assimilation of the 
Englisii To%ver to the French Bastille as a forced one. wc wiU just recall 

one or two facts by way of illustration, , <*; the 

And arst of all. in their very names there is ® 
w.)rd bastille, in old French, oripmally simply a 

subsequently limited in its appbcation to buildings of great 
La ullille (anc.ntly called La BaatlUc S(. 

from other bastilles) signifying consequently. the building . f., j 

u!^.. Just so, in England! the Tower was a. first ■'■' ar.ably called, 
by its Norman founders and possessors. La lourde I^nUrcs (the To 
nj London) to distinguish it from so many othrf strong towers in 
Drifts of the kingd.'m, until its superior celebrdy as a ^yal fortress an 
rtate rrison acqmred for it the name of •* The Tower -' by 

So much for affinity of n.irne Now ^ r^niJror ^-The 

of London was originally constructed by corn- 

f' reign founder of our glorious c*-nstitution. to defend himself, hi c ^ 
» Uors, and fawuriles against the English people—its very name, To 
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the grand seat and stronghold of the ancien reg{me-~\is dark 
battlements formed the very crest of that system of feudal 
oppression—of rule without right, falsely called government— 
which placed the lives, liberties, and properties of the vast 
majority of the nation at the mercy of a selfish and tyrannous 
court and aristocracy. No wonder, then, that that vast majority 
hailed its fall at last with rapturous exultation, as an earnest 
of the system’s fall to rise no more. No wonder that they left 
not one stone of it upon another, but swept it utterly from the 
face of the earth, as something too boundlessly hateful and 
loathsome for even a trace of it to be preserved. 

The chamber which Louis XI. reserved to himself in the 
famous smte prison, notwithstanding its comparative smallness, 
was positively spacious, occupying the upper story of a secondary 
tower adhering to the donjon or great keep of the fortress. It 

with matting of shining straw, 
ceiled with wooden beams decorated with raised fleurs-de-lis of 

'•‘t ’ spaces between them, and wainscoted 

with nch ^rvings interspersed with rosettes of white metal 

Mgr”^ “tpiment and fine 

iror'hS7f window, a long pointed one, latticed with 

Xs brass wire, and still further darkened with fine 

of whk’h *“"2 and queen, each pane 

of which had cost two-and-twenty sols. ^ 

overh,n„r“ i®"'' '"trance, a modem doonvay under an 

a piece of 

(hois ^ "'‘th one of those porches of Irish wood 

^binetw^' called—frail structures of curious 

mansion^ a h’" still to be seen abounding in old French 

figure Md “ Although they dis- 

oS^old inn " “y® Sauval in despair,‘‘ yet 

them infite oTeve'i!wy.”“‘ 

is bound up vrith ^ fortress to overawe a great metropolis 

both lf°?heS ye? suTn'in tbcTfd Se 
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No description of ordinary furniture was to be seen in this 
chamber—neither benches, nor trestles, nor forms, nor common 
box stools, nor fine stools supported by pillars and counter- 
pillars at four sols apiece: there was only one easy armchair, 
a very magnificent one; the wood of it was painted with roses 
upon a red ground, and its seat was of red morocco, decorated 
with long silken fringe and with abundance of gold-headed nails. 
The solcness of this chair testified that one person alone was 
entitled to be seated in the chamber. By the chair, and close 
to the window, there was a table, the cover of which was figured 
with birds. On the table were a gallemard or standish, spotted 
with ink, some scrolls of parchment, some pens, and a hanap 
or large cup of silver chased. A little farther on were a change- 
doux, and, for the purpose of prayer, a ptie-Dieu or small pew 
of crimson velvet set off with golden bosses. And behind was 
a plain bed of yellow and pink damask, without any sort of 
tinsel decoration, having only an ordinary fringe. It was this 
same bed, famous for having borne the sleep or the sleeplessness 
of Louis XL, that was still to be beheld two hundred years back 
at the house of a counsellor of state, where it was seen by the 
aged Madame Pilou, celebrated in the great romance of Cyrus 
under the name of Arricidte and that of La Morale Vivante. 
Such was the chamber which was then popularly styled “ the 
closet where Monsieur LouLs of France says his prayers.” 

At the moment at which we have introduced the reader into 
it this closet was very dark. The curfew had rung an hour 

ago; it was dark night; and there was but one w-avcring wax- 

candle set upon the table to light five different persons variously 

grouped in the chamber. ... 

The first upon whom the light fell was a seigneur splendidly 
attired in a doublet and hose of scarlet striped with silver, and 
a cloak with mahoitres, or shoulder-pieces, of cloth of gold with 
black figures. This splendid costume, as the light played upon 
it, glittered flamingly at every fold. The man who wore it had 
upon his breast his arms embroidered in brilliant colours-«» 
chevron accompagne en poinU d’un daim passant. 1 he escutcheon 
was accosii on tJie right by an olive branch, and on the left b> 
a stag's horn. This man wore m his gird e a rich dagger the 
hilt of which, of sUver gilt, was chased in the form of a helmet 
top, and surmounted by a count's coronet His air was unpre¬ 
possessing, his look haughty and stiff. At the first glance you 
saw arrogance in his face; at the second, cunning. 

He was standing bareheaded, with a long written scroll in his 
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hand, behind the easy chair, upon which was seated, with his 

body ungracefully bent double, his knees thrown one across the 

other, and his elbow resting on the table, a person in very 

indifferent habiliments. Imagine, indeed, upon ' the ri< h 

morocco seat, a pair of crooked joinU, a pair of lean tluKhs 

poorly wrapped in a web of black worsted, a trunk wrapped in 

a loose coat of Imsey-woolsey, the fur trimming of which had 

much more leather left than hair; and to crown the whole, an 

meanest black cloth, garnished all round 

r Hi it figures. Such, together with 

a dirty skullcap, beneath which hardly a single hair was 

Jon^e "fie T'Hdistinguished of the sitting pe'r- 

xltl,?thr into shadow 

fell and which "ose, upon which a ray of ligh 

n«s of hi! Vf “ ‘nng one- The thin- 

Louis XI ™nkled hand showed it to be an old man. It was 

hvo "’ere, talking in a low voice 

wraoTetl 1 f“hi°n, who were not so 

attended thp°nc f'" darkness but that any one who had 
in them fw Petformance of Gringoire’s mystery could recognise 
Se s2e^° P"''^'Pal Flemish envoys, Guillaume lym 

popukr hosicp^^''rf°°u?'i,°* Ghent, and Jacques Coppenole, the 

ssfe. “ii ■“ ”» 

a mouth, its eSr^onccp!^ prominent eyes, lU immense cleft of 
with seaiceV^v ?o “h a “ ''“‘G and 

dog and the^tige! ^ ^ ““ft of compound of the 

^ were uncovered except the King. 

of long oS'paper'*‘?o whichh'''^ “ft 
tively listenincr^^^^uM^^ which his Majesty seemed to be atten- 

eachWeXl^d" whisperhg'to 

Is^Ui?r:tver/chaThemf^^^nding. 

circ!msp!!t!mile. negative gesture, accompanied with a 
Croix Die,, / >■ resumed Coppenole, quite wretched at being 
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obliged thus to lower his voice, » I feel a mighty itching to sit 
myself dovvn on the floor, with my legs across, hosier-hke, as I 

do in my own shop.’* t »» . 

“ You had better beware of doing so, Maitre Jacques, was 

*'*?. Heyday 1 Maitre Guillaume; so, then, here a man can be 
nohow "but on his feet? 

“ Or on his knees,” said Rym. , . . ... . 

At that moment the King raised his voice, and they ceased 

“ Ffltv sols for the gowns of our valets, and twelve livres for 
the mantles of the clerks of our cro\vn I pjat’s the way i Pour 
out gold by tons I Are you mad, Olivier ? 

So saying, the old man had raised his head, ^e golden 
shells of the collar of St. Michel were now seen to glitter about 
his neck. The candle shone full upon his meagre and morose 
profile He snatched the paper from the hands of the other. 

^ - You’re ruining us,” cried he, casting his hollow eyes over 
the schedule ” Wt’s all this? What need have we of so 
prodmous a household? Two chaplams at the rate of ten 
Hwe^r month each, and a chapel clerk at a hundred solsl A 

valet-de-charabre at ninety livres a yearl ^ 

kttcLn at a hundred and twenty livres a year each! A roaster 
kitcnen a • ^ chief cook, an armoury-keeper, two 

a poiagier, » Wvres a month each! Two turn- 

sumptermen, . helpers at four-and- 

spits at eight I'vres 1 A ^ pastry-cook, a baker, two 

elJh'sixry hvres a year 1 And the marshal of the forges 
n H;erand twLty livres 1 And the marshal of our exchequer 

monstrous! Ine w^es fv.*. Tnnvre will melt away in 

under pillage 1 All the tre^ure m ‘he ,,,,, 

such a blaze of expense 1 W e shall have ro k 

rj3"C.. “ ™ P.I.- ■ 

pewter pot!” . goblet that was 

Thfe.. ' nTUhed, an«^ 

kmgf rd em;Tr^ts':^^ynot ,to s^mad^- 

i::n:riTo ‘thTovt-.’ And so, Maitre Ohvier, set th>s 
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down for certain—that the thing displeases us. What I Pasgtie- 
DieuI until the year ’79 it never exceeded thirty-six thousand 
liyres; in ’80 it rose to forty-three thousand six hundred and 
mneteen livres—I’ve the figures in my head; in ’81 it came to 
sixty-six thousand six hundred and eighty; and this year, by 
the faith of my body, it will amount to eighty thousand livres! 
Doubled in four years! Monstrous 1 ** 

He stopped, quite out of breath; then resumed with vehe¬ 
mence, “ I see none about me but people fattening upon my 
leanness. You suck money from me at every pore! ” 

All kept silence. It was one of those fits of passion which 
must be ^owed to run its course. He continued,— 

“ It's just like that Latin memorial from the body of the 
hrench seigneurs, requesting us to re-establish what they call 
he great ofiices of the crown. Ha, messieurs I you tell us that 
we are no king to reign dapifero nitUo, buticulario nuUo. But 
we U show you, Pasque-Dieu I whether we’re a king or not.” 

Here he smiled in the consciousness of his power; his ill- 
Fle^in*' allayed by it, and he turned round to the 

compare ^ Guillaume, the grand baker, the grand 
nc grand chamberlain, the grand seneschal are not so 

useiui as the meanest valet. Bear this in mind, comn^re 

Keeping them- 

ys^^ess, about the king, they put me in mind of the 
vangelists that surround the face of the great clock of the 

renovating. 

handof the 

of the clock can do very well without them.” 

a moment, and then added 

P^e ‘'rr’ “ ^ady, but I'm noi 

of having be«n incorrectly used by the authnr 

expression of Pwrunn Duru-ar^f. to render this old French 

tbu place. G<S^^ explain the impropriety 

senses, butn^ ^v. »’ .“deed synonymous with compare in two othS 
English word,^ in Louis XI. used it to his intimates. The 

|««>ndary sense of ® ^ baptismal sponsor, and it! 

French hearer and teller of news» answers precisely to tKaa 

fication wbi^ has^ntL^r^^^i' compire has a third sieni 

sense it is Qever belonged to the English gossip In thic »k- a 

English famiharity, answering neilv ^ 

habituIul'IJou^v' 1“ this sense it was u^d by LoL XI \o 
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The person whom he designated by this name again took the 
sheet in his hands, and went on reading aloud 

“ To Adam Tenon, keeper of the seals of the provostry 
of Paris* for the silver, workmanship, and engraving of the said 
seals, which have been made new, because the former ones, by 
reason of their being old and worn out, could no longer be used, 
twelve livres parisis. 

“To Guillaume, his brother, the sum of four livres four sols 
parisis, for his trouble and cost in having fed and nourished the 
pigeons of the two pigeon-houses at the Hotel des Tournelles 
during the months of January, February, and March of this 
year, for the which he has furnished seven sextiers of barley. 

“ To a cordelier, for confessing a criminal, four sols parisis.” 

The King listened in silence. From time to time he coughed; 
then he lifted the goblet to his lips, and swallowed a draught of 
its contents, at which he made a wry face. 

“ In this year have been made,” continued the reader, “ by 
judicial order, by sound of trumpet, through the streets of 
Paris, fifty-six several cries. Amount not made up. 

“ For search made in divers places, in Parb and elsewhere, 
after treasure said to have been concealed in the said places, 
but nothing has been found, forty-five livres parisis.” 

“ Burying an to dig up a soul ” said the King. 

“ For putting in at the Hotel des Tournelles six panes of white 
glass at the place where the iron cage is, thirteen sols. For 
making and delivering, by the King’s command, on the day of 
the musters, four escutcheons, bearing the arms of our said lord, 
and wreathed all round with chaplets of roses, six livres. hor 
two new sleeves to the King’s old doublet, twenty sols. For 
a box of grease to grease the King’s boots, fifteen deniers. A 
new sty for keeping the King’s black swine, thirty livres parisis. 
Divers partitions, planks, and trapdoors, for the safe keeping 
of the lions at the Hotel St. Pol, twenty-two livres. 

Dear beasts, those I ” said Louis XI. ^ But no matte , 
it’s a fair piece of royal magnificence. There s a 
that I love for his pretty behaviour. Have you seen him, 
llaitre Guillaume ? Princes must have those wondro^ anim^U^ 
For dogs we kings should have lions, and for caU, tige . 
grrat btfiLs a crown. In the time of the 

tire people offered up at the churches a hundred oxen .and a 
hundred sheep, the emperors gave a hundred lions .md a hu 
eagles. That was very fierce and very noble The kings o. 
France have always those roarings about their throne. Ne 
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theless, this justice will be done me—to admit that I spend less 
money m tlmt way than my predecessors, and tliat 1 iiave a 
more moderate stock of lions, bears, elcpi.ants, and lcor)ards.— 
Go on Maitre Ohvier; only we had a mind to say so much to 

our Memish friends. 

Guillaume Rym made a low bow, while Coppenole with his 
countenance, looked much like one of the bears of whom 
his Majesty spoke The King did not observe it—lie had just 
emo '*'!, *^\?°blet to his lips, and was spitting out a 

unsavoury bevenago, sayii^ 

“ For 7“ a reader'eontinued^ 

six montt in "tl o I * vagabond, kept for the last 

s“ouW h! kn house of the Ecorcherie, until it 

^ould be known what was to be done with him, six lisTes four 

il‘e tfCirh ^grve” a 

vagabond Trtic'le!an^Lnt^n^- 

of pJrb ^he sum® Cousin, executioner-in-chief at the justice 

seigneur’ Ihe Provost oPp“' ‘P hy Mon- 

the said lord the nrovif"''; ,h°“ghl, by order of 

in executinp K k ^ broad-bladed sword, to be 
for their delinouLr^^ beheading persons judicially condemned 

and all other alour Jn' '^‘^b a scabbard 

m order the old^swnin putting 

executing justice un^n splintered and jagged by 

more fulfy made aprear'^^’-*' Luxemburg, as can be 

iallgivefKA“?._^^*^”}^P^^ bim. “Enough,” said he; “I 

- A l_ 11 « _' 


shaU cive tKr ? bim. Enough,” said he- “1 

are expenses I°mr?U payment with all my heart. 'Hiose 

^ grudged ?hat 

“ ^ —” 

chair; “ i kripw'r laying each hand upon an arm of his 

other I ./^ome to this Bastille for 


« » JXt'" rJ5 » Si"»'S ””f "'v:; 
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Then he rose, leaned upon the arm of his interlocutor, madt 
a sign to the sort of route who kept standing before the doorway 
to go before him, made another to the two Flemings to follow 
him, went out of the chamber. 

The royal train was recruited at the door by mcn-at-anns 
ponderous with steel, and slender pages carrying tlambeaux. 
It proceeded for some time in the interior of the gloomy donjon, 
perforated by staircases and corridors even into tlie thickness 
of tlic walls. The captain of the Bastille walked at its head, and 
directed the opening of the successive narrow doors before the 
old, sickly, and stooping king, who coughed as he waUced along. 

At each doorway every one was obliged to stoop in order to 
pass except only the old man bent with age. “ Hum 1 ” said he 
bt iween his gums, for he had no teeth left, " we’re quite ready 
for the door of the sepulchre. A low door needs a stooping 


passenger. 

At length, after making their way through the last door of all, 
so loaded with complicated locks that it took a quarter of an 
hour to open it, they entered a spacious and lofty chamber, 
of Gothic vaulting, in the centre of which was discernible, by 
the light of the torches, a grent cubical mass of masonry, iron, 

and woodwork. The interior was hollow. It was one of those 

famous cages for state prisoners which were called familiarly 
Us filletUs du roi. In its waUs there were two or three small 
windows, so thickly latticed with massive iron bars as to leav^ 
no Ldass visible. The door consisted of a single large flat stone, 
like that of a tomb— one of those doors that serve for enuance 
only Tbe difference was that here the ten^t was alive. 

Tlie King went and paced slowly round this small edifice, 
examining it carefully, while Maitre Olivier, following him, read 

joists, and raftefs, measuring inside nine feet long by eight broad, 
md seven feet high between the planks mortised ^nd bolud 

;s ■ E" 

day^ —” 
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“ Very fine heart of oak,” said the King, rapping his knuckles 
against the timbers. 

“ Used in this cage,” continued the other, ” two hundred 

and twenty great iron bolts, nine feet and a half long, the rest 

of a medium length—together with the plates and nuts for 

fastening the said bolts—the said irons weighing altogether three 

thousand seven hundred and thirty-five pounds; besides eight 

heavy iron equieres for fixing the said cage in its place, with the 

cramp-irons and nails, weighing altogether two hundred and 

eighteen pounds—without reckoning the iron for the trellis-work 

of the windows of the chamber in which the said cage has been 

placed, the iron bars of the door of the chamber, and other 
artjclcs-” 


Here s a deal of iron,” observed the King, ” to restrain the 
levity of a spirit.” 

The whole amounts to three hundred and seventeen li^Tes 
five sols seven deniers.” 

” Pasque-Dieu / ” cried the King. 

At this oath, which was the favourite one of Louis XL, some 
one Memed to be roused in the interior of tlie cage. There was 
a no^ of chains clanking upon its floor, and a feeble voice was 
neard, which seemed to issue from the tomb, exclaiming, ” Sire. 

exclai^ti*^^* ” It could not be seen who uttered this 

T^ree hundred and seventeen livres five sols seven deniers! ” 
repeated Louis XI, 

chil^H ° j ^^/^entation which had issued from the cage 
filled the blood of all present, even that of Maitrc Olivier. The 

mSL nr" ^ At his command, 

resumed his reading, and his Majesty coolly con¬ 
tinued his mspection of the cage. ^ 

fnr the above, tliere has been paid to a mason 

of the window-^ates and the floor 

would containing the cage, because the other floor 

by rca^n nf to support such cage 

^ weight, twenty-seven Uvres fourteen ^Is 

yo^Sat ^ complain: ” Mercy, sire I I assure 

r^nrand r'lT ^nger^that com^ted 

OlivS.-- King. proceed, 

Olivier continued: “ . . . To a ioiner for window-frames 
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bedstead, close-stool, and other matters, twenty livres two sols 
parisLs-” 

The voice still continued: “Alas, sire I will you not listen 
to me? I protest it was not I that wrote that matter to 
Monseigneur of Guyenne; it was Monsieur the Cardinal Balue.” 

“ The joiner charges high,” observed the King. “ Is that 
all?” 

“ No, sire. To a glazier for the window-glass of the said 
chamber, forty-six sols eight deniers parisis.” 

“Have mercy, sirel” cried the voice again. “Is it not 
enough that all my property has been given to my judges— 
my plate to Monsieur de Torcy, my library to Maitre Pierre 
Doriolle, and my tapestry to the Governor of Rousillon? I am 
innocent. It is now fourteen years that I have been shivering 
in an iron cage. Have mercy, sire, and you will find it in 
heaven.” 

“ Maitre Olivier,” said the King, “ what is the sum total? ” 

“ Three hundred and sixty-seven livres eight sols three 
deniers parisis.” 

“ Our Ladyl ” exclaimed the King. “ Here’s a cage out of 
all reason 1 ” 

He snatched the account from the hands of Maitre Olivier, 
and began to reckon it up himself upon his fingers, examining 
by turns the paper and the cage. Meanwhile the prisoner was 
heard sobbing within. The effect, in the darkness, was dismal 
in the extreme; and the faces of the bystanders turned pale as 
they looked at one another, 

“ Fourteen years, sirel It is fourteen years since April 
1469. In the name of the holy mother of God, sire, hearken 
to me. All that time you have been enjoying the warmth of 
the sun; and shall I, wretched that I am, never again see the 

light? Mercy, sirel Be merciful! Clemency is a noble virtue 
in a king, that turns aside the stem of wrath. Does your Majesty 
think that at the hour of death it is a great satisfaction for a 
king to have left no offence unpunished? Besides, sire, it was 
not I that betrayed your Majesty; it was Monsieur of Angers. 
And I have a very heavy chain to my foot, with a huge ball of 
iron at the end of it, much heavier than is needful. Oh, sire, do 
have pity on me I” 

“ Olivier,” said the King, shaking his head, “ I observe that 
they put me down the bushel of plaster at twenty sols, * 

it’s only worth twelve. You’ll draw out this account afresh. 

He turned his back on the cage, and began to move towards 
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the door of the chamber. Tlie wretched prisoner judged, by 
the withdrawing of the torchlight and the noise, that the King 
was going away. “ Sire, sire! ” cried he in despair. The door 
clos^ again, and he no longer distinguished anything but the 
hoarse voice of the turnkey, humming in his ears a popular song 
of the day:— 


“Maltre Jehan Balue 
Has lost out of view 
His good bishoprics all: 
Monsieur de Verdun 
Cannot now boast of one; 
They are gone, one and all." 


The King reascended in silence to his closet, followed by the 
persons of his train, horror-struck at the last groanings of the 
condemned. All at once his Majesty turned round to the 
governor of the Bastille. “ By-the-bye,” said he, “ was there 
not some one in that cage? ” 

“ Par-Dieu, yes, sire,” answered the governor, astounded at 
the question. 

“ And who, pray? ** 

“ Monsieur the Bishop of Verdun.” 

The King knew that better than any one else, but this was a 
mama of his« 

“ Hal ” said he, with an air of simplicity, as if he was thinking 
the first time, ” Guillaume de Harancourt, the friend 
of Monsieur the Cardinal Balue. A good fellow of a bishop.” 

A few moments after, the door of the closet had reopened and 
then closed again upon the five persons whom the reader found 
there at the beginning of this chapter, and who had severally 
resumed their places, their postures, and their whispering con¬ 
versation. 


During the King’s absence some dispatches had been laid 
upon the table, of which he himself broke the seal. Then he 

tn ooe after another; motioned 

VO aiaitre Olivier, who seemed to act as his minister, to take up 

a pen; and, without communicating to him the contents of 

^e dispatches, he began in a low voice to dictate to him the 

on his knees before the table. ^ airaseu, 

Rym was on the watch. 

at allM the Flemings could hear nothing 

““PV there a {J 


fragments 


To 
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maintain the fertile places by commerce, the sterile ones by 
manufactures. ... To show the English lords our four 
bombards—the Londres, the Brabant, the Bourg-en-Bresse, 
the St, Ome. ... It is owing to artillery that war is now 
more judiciously carried on. . . . To our friend Monsieur de 
Bressuire. . . . The armies cannot be kept on foot without 
contributions. . . etc. 

Once he spoke aloud: Pasque-Dteu ! Monsieur the King 

of Sicily seals his letters with yellow wax like a King of France! 
Perhaps we do wrong to permit him. My fair cousin of Burgundy 
gave no arms on a field gules. Tlie greatness of a house is secured 
by mainUining the intergity of its prerogatives. Note that 
down, compare Olivier.” 

At another moment, ” Oh, oh ” said he, “ the bold message! 
What is our friend the emperor demanding of us ? ” Then cast- 
in*^ his eyes over the missive, interrupting his perusal here and 
there with brief interjections: ” Certes, that Germany is so 
large and so powerful that it’s hardly credible I But we don t 
forget the old proverb, ‘ The finest county is Flanders; the finest 
duchy, Milan; the finest kingdom, France.’ Is it not so, 

Messieurs the Flemings? ” 

This time Coppenole bowed as well as Guillaume Rym. ine 

hosier’s patriotism was tickled. , . . • . 

The last dispatch of all made Louis XI. knit his brows. 
“What’s that?” he exclaimed. “Complaints and petitions 
against our garrisons in Picardy !- 01 ivier, ^ite with all speed 
to Monsieur the Marshal de Rouault. That discipline is relaxed. 
That the gendarmes of the ordonnance, the nobles, the free 
archers, the Swiss, do infinite mischief to the mhabiunts. Tha 
the miliury, not content with what they find in the houses of 
the husbandmen, compel them, with heavy blows of staves or 
bills, to go and fetch from the town wine, fish groceries and 
other unreasonable articles. That the King knows all tha • 

That we mean to protect our people from annoxance, theft, 

and pillaixe. That such is our will, by Our Lady. T hat furt 
more'^ it does not please us that any musician barber or se^a - 
at-arms should go clad like a prince m velvet, ^k and g^d 
riims. That such vanities are hateful to God. That we, 
are"gentlemen, content ourselves with a doublet made ° ^ 
at sixteen sols the Paris ell. That messieurs the 
of the army may very xvell come doxvn to that price >' 

Order and command. To our friend. Monsieur de Rouault. 

Good.” 
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Pie dictated this letter aloud, in a firm tone, and in short, 
abrupt sentences. At the moment of his finishing it the door 
opened and admitted a fresh person, who rushed, all aghast, 
into the chamber, crying, “ Sire, sire, there’s a sedition of the 
populace in Paris 1 ” 

The grave countenance of Louis XI. was contracted for a 
moment, but all that was visible in his emotion passed away 
like a flash. He contained himself, and said with a tone and 
look of quiet severity, “ Compare Jacques, you enter very 
abruptly.” 

Sire, sire, there is a revolt 1 ” resumed compare Tacques, quite 
out of breath. 


The King, who had risen from his seat, seized him roughly 

by the arm, and said in his ear, so as to be heard by no else one, 

with p expression of internal anger and an oblique glance at the 

rlemings, “ Hold your tongue—or speak low.” 

The newcomer understood, and set himself to make to the 

a very terrified narration, to which the latter listened 

calmly while Guillaume Rym was calling Coppenole’s attention 

to the face and dress of the news-bearer—his furred capuce or 

hwd {caputia iourrala),\i\s short epitoge {epitogia curia), and his 

lack velvet gown, which bespoke a president of the Court of 
Accompts. 

No sooner had this person given the King some explanations 
man Louis XI. exclaimed, with a burst of laughter, ” Nay, in 
sooth speak aloud, compare Coictier. What occasion have you 

0 whisper so? Our Lady knows we have no secrets with our 
good Flemish friends.” 

“ But, sire-” 

“ Speak upl » said the King. 

C<^pere Coictier remained mute with surprise, 

a resumed the King, ” speak out, sir. There’s 

^"^ot\on of the people in our good city of Paris? ” 

Yes, sire.” 

of 5h1"pa7aute“jusSf” 

nnf hf. appears,” said the compare, who still stammered 
change whi^h h?d\^ confounded at the sudden and inexplicable 

the mob^' did the watch meet with 
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^mmg along from the great Truandry towards the Pont 
-Changeurs, sne. I met it myself as I was comi^ hitter' 
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in obedience to your Majesty’s orders. I heard some of them 
crying, ‘ Down with the Bailiff of the Palais! ’ ” 

“ And what grievances have they against the bailiff? ” 

“ Ah/’ said compare Jacques, “ that he is their seigneur.” 

“ Is it really so? 

“ Yes, sire. They are rascals from the Court of Miracles. 
They have long been complaining of the bailiff, whose vassals 
they are. They will not acknowledge him either as justiciary 
or as keeper of the highways.” 

” So, so,” said the King, with a smile of satisfaction which 
he strove in vain to disguise. 

“ In all their petitions to the Parliament,” continued compare 
Jacques, ” they pretend that they have only two masters—your 
Majesty and their God, whom I believe to be the devil,” 

“ Oh, oh! ” said the King. 

He rubbed his hands, laughed with that internal laugh which 
irradiates the countenance, and was quite unable to dissemble 
his joy, tlmugh he now and then strove to compose himself. 
None of those present could at all understand his hilarity—not 
even Maitre Olivier. At length his Majesty remained silent for 
a moment, with a thoughtful but satisfied air. 

All at once he asked, ” Are they in force? ” 

” Ves, sire, that they certainly are,” answered compare 

Jacques. 

“ How many ? " 

“ At least six thousand.” 

The King could not help saying, ” Good 1 ” He went on, 
“ Are they armed? ” 

“Yes, sire; with scythes, pikes, hackbuts, pickaxes—-all 

sorts of most violent weapons.” 

The King seemed to be not at all disturbed by this awful 
detail. Compare Jacques thought proper to add, ” Unless your 
Majestv sends speedy succour to the bailiff he is lost.” 

“ We will send,” said the King, with affected seriousness. 
“Goodl Certainly we will send. Monsieur the Bailiff is our 
friend. Six thousand 1 They’re determined rogues. Their 
boldness is marvellous, and deeply are we wroth at it. But we 
have few men about us to-night. It will be time enough 

to-morrow morning.” . . , 

Compare Jacques could not help exclaiming, Directly, sirel 

They’ll have time to sack the bailiff’s house twenty times over, 

violate the seigneurie, and hang the bailiff^ himself. For God s 

sake, sire, send before to-morrow morning. 
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The King looked him full in the face. “ I ha\ e told you— 
to-morrow morning.” It was one of those looks to which there 
is no reply. 

After a pause Louis XI. again raised his voice. “ My com¬ 
pare Jacques, you should know that. UTiat was . . .” (he 
corrected himself>-“ What is the bailiff’s feudal jurisdiction? ” 
” Sire, the Bailiff of the Palais has the Rue de la Calandre, 
as far as the Rue de I’llerberie; the Place St. Michel, and the 
places commonly called Les Mureaux, situated near the church 
of Notre-Dame-des-Champs ” [here the King lifted the brim of 
his hat] “ which mansions amount to thirteen; besides the 
Lourt of Miracles, and the lazaretto adled the Banlieue; and 
all the highway begmning at that lazaretto and ending at the 
i'QTtt St. Jacques. Of those several places he is keeper of the 

mean and inferior justiciary—full and entire lord.” 

Sff towni So Monsieur the 

Bailiff was king of all that, eh? » 

continued, rumi- 
himself, “ Softly, Monsieur the Bailiff; 
^ All f pretty slice of our Paris in your clutches, truly I ” 

th«e neon^tK ! / what are all 

lords pretend to be highway-keepers, justiciaries, 

the comp ^Y*^ers, along with us—that have their toll-gate at 

everT^nl their bourfeau at 

thought he ^ people ?-so that, as the Greek 

the Persian as springs of water, and 

up as minv^^ ^ ^ so the Frenchman reckons 

evil and ?ll I' ^ """" gibbets. Par-Dieu / this thing is 

told, now f disple^es me. I should like to be 

any highwav “^.^bat there should be at Paris 

Parliam^ent—ftnv ^ king —any justiciary but our 

faith of my soul By the 

in France Lt oopI' there shall be 

them U butGod"i^’h°e::en I “ 

and with'tte^^iniif ‘^P continued, stiU ruminating, 

pack- “gooH ^ ^ huntsman cheering on hi^ 

seigneurs P d;: Z ‘hose fab 

‘hc'nl So m’^^ant'To he h ' - hang - sack 

people, on r* ^ ^ ^ messeigneurs I On, my 

Here he suddenly stopped himself, bit his lip, as if to recaU 
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his half-wandering thoughts, fixing his piercing eye in turn upon 
each of the five persons around him; and then, all at once 
taking his h:;t between both hands, and looking steadfastly at 
it, he said, " Oh, I would bum thee if thou couldst know what 
I have in my head I ” 

Then once more casting around him the cautious, anxious 
look of a fox stealing back into his hole, “ No matter,” said 
he; ” we will send succour to Monsieur the Bailiff. Unluckily, 
we have very few troops here at this moment, against such a 
number of the populace. We must wait till to-morrow. Order 
shall then be restored in the city, and all who are taken shall 
be hanged up forthwith.” 

” Apropos, sire,” said compare Coictier, ” I had forgotten 
that in my first perturbation. The watch have seized two 
stragglers belonging to the gang. If it be your Majesty’s 
pleasure to see the men, they are here.” 

“If it be my pleasure I” exclaimed the King. “ WTiat, 
Pasque-Dieu I canst thou forget such a thing as that?—Run 
quick, Olivier—go and fetch them in.” 

Maitre Olivier went out, and returned in a minute with the 
two prisoners surrounded by archers of the ordonnance. The 
first of the two had a great idiotic, drunken, and wonder-struck 
visage; he was clothed in tatters, and walked with one knee 
bent and the foot dragging along. The other had a pale, half- 
smiling countenance, with which the reader is already acquainted. 

The King scrutinised them a moment without saying a word; 
then suddenly addressing the first of tlie two prisoners, What 
is thy name? ” he asked. 

“ Gieffroy Pincebourde.” 

“ Thy trade? ” 

“ A Truand.” ^ • 5 >’ 

“ W’hat wast thou going to do in that damnable sedition? 

The Truand looked at the King, swinging his arms the while 
with an air of sottish stupidity. His was one of those heads, 0 
awkward conformation, in which the intellect is about as muc 

at its ease as a light under an extinguisher. 

“1 don’t know,” said he. “They were going —and so l 

“ Were you not going outrageously to attack and plunder 

your lord the Bailiff of the Palais? ” u a ' 

“ I know they were going to take something at somebody s 

—and that’s all.” 1 • u 1 H 

Here a soldier showed the King a pruning-hook which la 
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been found upon the Truand. “ Dost thou know that weapon ? ” 
asked the King. 

“ Yes, it’s my pruning-hook. I’m a vine-dresser.” 

“And dost thou know that man for thy comrade? ” asked 
Louis XL, pointing to the other prisoner. 

“ No, I don’t know him.” 

“Enough,” said the King; and motioning with his finger to 
the silent person standing motionless by the door, whom we 
have already pointed out to the reader, “ Compare Tristan,” 
said he, “ there’s a man for you.” 

Tristan I’Hermite bowed to his Majesty, and then whi.spered 
an order to a couple of archers, who thereupon curried away 
the poor Truand. 

Meanwhile the King had addressed the second prisoner, who 
perspiring profusely. “ Thy name? ” 

“ Sire, it is Pierre Gringoire.” 

“ Thy trade? ” 

“ A philosopher, sire.” 

How comes it, fellow, that thou hast the audacity to go 
friend Monsieur the Bailiff of the Palais? And 
what hast thou to say about this popular commotion? ” 

“ Sire, I was not in it.” 


^me, come, paillard} wast thou not apprehended by the 
watch in that bad company ? ” 

No, sire; there’s a mistake. It’s a fatality. I write 

ragediw, sire. I implore your Majesty to hear me. I am a 

poet. It s the hard lot of men of my profession to be going 

about^e streets at night. By mere chance I happened to be 

ping by there this evening. They took me up without reason. 

storm. Your Majesty saw that 

» u ij I entreat your Majesty . . 

nfK^c I- said the King, between two draughts 

of his ptisan— you split our head.” 

Grin?o^ forward, and said, pointing to 

first inrHK u ^ was the 

‘‘ OK uttered. 

objectioM ” Miswered the King carelessly, «I don’t see any 


fond of this word patUard, which, together with 
addfeted to humour Pailhird signifies a man 

the author 
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“ But I see many,” said Gringoire. 

At this moment our philosopher’s countenance was horribly 
livid. He saw, by the cool and indifferent manner of the King, 
that he had no resource but in something excessively pathetic; 
and he threw himself at the feet of Louis XI. with gestures of 
despair. 

“ Sire, your Majesty will vouchsafe to hear me. Sire, burst 
not in thunder upon so poor a thing as 1 am. God’s great 
thunderbolts strike not the lowly plant. Sire, you are an august 
and most puissant monarch—have pity on a poor, honest man, 
as incapable of fanning the flame of revolt as an icicle of striking 
a spark. Most gracious sire, mildness is the virtue of a lion and of 
a king. Alas! severity does but exasperate: the fierce blasts 
of the north wind make not the traveller lay aside his cloak; 
but the sun, darting his rays by little and little, warms him so 
that at length he will gladly strip himself. Sire, you are the 
sun. I protest to you, my sovereign lord and master, that I 
am not a companion of Truands, thievish and disorderly. 
Rebellion and pillage go not in the train of Apollo; I am no 
man to go and rush into those clouds which burst in seditious 
clamour. I am a faithful vassal of your Majesty. The same 
jealousy which the husband has for the honour of his wife—the 
affection w’ith which the son should requite his father's love—a 
good vassal should feel for the glory of his king. He should 
wear himself out for the upholding of his house and the pro¬ 
moting of his service. Any other passion that should possess 
him would be mere frenzy. Such, sire, are my maxims of state. 
Do not, then, judge me to be seditious and plundering because 
my garment is out at the elbows. If you show me mercy, sire, 

1 will wear it out at the knees in praying for you morning and 
night. Alasl I am not extremely rich, it is true—-indeed, 1 
am rather poor; but I am not wicked for all that. It is no 
of mine. Everybody knows that great w’ealth is not ^0 ^ 
acquired by the belles-lettres, and that the most accomplished 
w'riters have not always a great fire in winter-time. The gentle¬ 
men of the law take all the wheat to themselves, and leave nothing 
but the chaff for the other learned professions. There are forty 
most excellent proverbs about the philosopher s threadb^e 
cloak. O sire, clemency is the only light that can enlighten the 
interior of a great soul. Clemency carries the torch before all 
the other virtues. Without her they are but blind, and seek 
God in the dark. Mercy, which is the same thmg as clemency, 
produces loving subjects, who are the most powerful body 
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guard of the prince. What can it signify to your Majesty, 
by whom all faces are dazzled, that there should be one poor man 
more upon earth?—a poor, innocent philosopher, creeping about 
in the darkness of calamity, with his empty fob lying flat upon 
his empty stomach. Besides, sire, I am a man of letters. Great 
kings add a jewel to their crown by patronising letters. Hercules 
did not disdam the title of Musagetes. Matthias Corvinus 
sho^yed favour to Jean de Monroyal, the ornament of mathe- 

^ patronising letters to hang up 

the lettered. Wh^ a stam to Alexander if he had had Aris- 

f ® s^all patch 

upon the face of his reputation to embellish it, but a virulent 

ulcer to dishgure it. Sire, I wrote a very appropriate epithii- 

iuPurnaunhf Monseigneur the most 

V^r u • *‘*^0 a firebrand of rebellion 

exc“eUeritir Lh I have studkd 

^ceuently—and ^at I have much natural eloquence. Grant 

Lady "andTLs ^ grateful to Our 

at the idea of bebg'hrnged.” ’ ^ frightened 

wh^e Pnlii®’ ^^®^®®olate Gringoire kissed the King’s slippers- 

thevTeir^nni ^0 Jupiter of Crete- 

to the Cretan Tunitp^^^th ^eet.” And, quite inattentive 
and hJe ^ Jop»ter, the hosier answered with a heavy smile 

“ncy I hL^^Th^^ChT ' I 

When Crit • ^^^oellor Hugonet asking me for mercy.” 

railed his 

with his finger’-nalu snn®; ^-^ratching 

after which^his ifiL? he saw upon his breeches' knee, 

But he uttered notT^ n° w “"“‘her draught from the goblet. 

in torture. At iLt u- '‘®P‘ Gringoire 

prater," said he ® looked at him. “ Here's a terrible 

let him go.” ^ ' tummg to Tristan I'Hermite, “ Pshaw 1 

struck jov upon his posteriors, quite thunder- 

<< jAf k- ^ 

pleasure th^fhi sh^™m Tristan. " Is it not your Majesty's 

" Compte for a little while ? ” ’ ^ 

birds like^ thU tW™ ‘‘’“u think it is for 

tixty-seven livr^eisht ‘"“''^red and 

directly, the paSard- three deniers a-piece? Let him go 

P uiard, and send him out with a drubbing.” ^ 
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“ Oh,” exclaimed Gringoire in ecstasy, ** this is indeed a great 
King!” 

Then, for fear of a countermand, he rushed towards the doer, 
which Tristan opened for him with a very ill grace. The soldiers 
went out with him, driving him before them with hard blows 
of their fists, which Gringoire endured like a true stoic philo¬ 
sopher. 

The good humour of the King, since the revolt against the 1 
bailifi had been announced to him, manifested itself in every¬ 
thing. This unusual clemency of his was no small sign of it. 
Tristan I’Hermite, in his comer, was looking as surly as a mastiff 
dog balked of his meal. 

Meanwhile the King was gaily beating with his fingers upon t 
his chair arm the Pont-Audemer march. Though a dissembling 
prince, he was much better able to conceal his sorrow than his 
rejoicing. These, his external manifestations of joy on the ; 
receipt of any good news, sometimes carried him great lengths; i 
as, for instance, at the death of Charles the Rash of Burgundy, 1 
to that of vowing balustrades of silver to St. Martin of Tours; i 

and on his accession to the throne to that of forgetting to give , 

orders for his father’s funeral. i 

“Ha, sire,” suddenly exclaimed Jacques Coictier, “what 
has become of the sharp pains on account of which your Majesty ( 

sent for me? ” . « 

“ Oh,” said the King, “ truly, my compare, I am suffering , 
greatly. I’ve a singing in my ears, and teeth of fire raking my i 

breast.” ' 

Coictier took the King’s hand, and began to feel his pulse 

with a knowing look. ! 

“ Look there, Coppenole,” whispered Rym. “ There you see 
him between Coictier and Tristan. That’s his whole court a 
physician for himself, and a hangman for other people. 

While feeling the King’s pulse, Coictier was assuming a look 
of greater and greater alarm. Louis XL looked at him with some 
anxiety; while the physician’s countenance grew more and more 
dismal. The King’s bad health was the only estate the good 
man had to cultivate, and accordingly he made the most ol it. 

“ Oh, oh I ” muttered he at last. “ This is serious indeed. 

“ Is it not? ” said the King, uneasy. 

“ Pulsus creber, anhclans, crepitans, trregularis, continued tne 
phvsician. 

“ Pasque-Dieu I ” exclaimed his Majesty. „ 

“ This might carry a man off in less than three days. 
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“Our Ladyl” cried the King. “And the remedy, com¬ 
pare?” 

“ I’m thinking of it, sire.” 

He made the King put out his tongue; shook his head; 
made a wry face; and in the midst of this grimacing, “ Par- 
Dieu, sire,” said he all of a sudden, “ I must inform you that 
there is a receivership of episcopal revenues vacant, and that 
I have a nephew.” 

” I give the receivership to thy nephew, compare Jacques,” 
answered the King; “ but take this fire out of my breast.” 

“ Since your Majesty is so gracious,” resumed the physician, 
“ I am sure you will not refuse to assist me a little in tlie building 
of my house in the Rue St. Andr^-des-Arcs.” 

“ HeuI” said the King. 

" I’m at the end of my cash,” said the doctor, “ and it would 
really be a pity that the house should be left without a roof—not 
for the sake of the house itself, which is quite plain and homely, 
but for the sake of the paintings by Jehan Fourbault that adorn 
us wainscoting. There’s a Diana flying in the air—so excellently 
done—so tender—so delicate—of an action so artless—her head 
so well dressed, and crowned with a crescent—her flesh so white 

that she leads into temptation those who examine her too 
curiously. Then there’s a Ceres, and she too is a very beautiful 
divinity. She’s sitting upon com-sheaves, and crowned with 
a goodly wreath of ears of com intertwined with purple goat’s- 
beard and other flowers. Never were seen more amorous eyes, 
rounder legs, a nobler air, or a more gracefully flowing skirt, 
ohe s one of the most innocent and most perfect beauties ever 
produced by the pencil.” 

at? ^ ** grumbled Lx>uis XI., “ what art thou driving 


I want a roof over these paintings, sire; and although it is 
u money left.” 

” OK ^ will thy roof cost? ” 

u ■ * * ... a roof of copper, figured and gilt . . . 

not above two thousand livres.” ^ ° ^ 

a “ He Clever draw’s me 

^ « A makes a diamond of it.” 

tt V ^ ^ *”y Coictier, 

Yes—the devil take you I But cure me.” 

® ^ow, and said, “ Sire, it is a 

Xtew- Wly your loinsth: 

g ana defensive, composed of cerate, bole armoniac, white of 
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eggs, oil, and vinegar. You will continue your ptisan—and we 
W'ill answer for your Majesty’s safety.” 

A lighted candle never attracts one gnat only. Maitre 
Olivier, seeing the King in a liberal mood, and deeming the 
moment propitious, approached in his turn. " Sire.” 

" What next? ” said Louis XI. 

“ Sire, your Majesty is aware that Maitre Simon Radin is 
dead.” 

“ Well?” 

” He was king's councillor for the jurisdiction of the treasury.” 

” Well? ” 

“ Sire, his place is vacant.” 

W’hile thus speaking, Maitre Olivier’s haughty countenance 
had exchanged the arrogant for the fawning expression—the 
only alteration that ever takes place in the countenance of a 
courtier, 'fhe King looked him full in the face, and said dryly, 
” I understand.” 

His Majesty resumed: ” Maitre Olivier, Marshal de Boucicault 
used to say, * There’s no good gift but from a king; there’s no 
good fishing but in the sea.’ I see that you are of the Marshal’s 
opinion. Now, hear this. We have a good memory. In the 
year ’68 we made you groom of our chamber; in ’69, castellan 
of the bridge of St. Cloud, with a salary of a hundred livres 
tournois—you wanted them parisis. In November ’73, by 
letters given at Gergeaule, we appointed you keeper of the Bois 
de Vincennes, in lieu of Gilbert Acle, Esquire; in ’75, warden 
of the forest of Rouvray-les-Saint-Cloud, in the place of Jacques 
Le Maire. In ’78 we graciously settled upon you, by letters- 
patent sealed on extra label with green wax, an annuity of ten 
livres parisis, to you and your wife, upon the Place-aux-Mar- 
chands, situate at the Ecole St. Germain. In ’79 we made you 
warden of the forest of Senart, in room of that poor Jehan Diaz; 
then captain of the castle of Loclies; then governor of St. 
Quentin; then captain of the bridge of Meulan, of which you 
call yourself count. Out of the fine of five sols paid by every 
barber that shaves on a holiday you get three, and wc get 
what you leave. We were pleased to change your name of^Le 
Mauvais, which was too much like your countenance. In 74 
we granted you, to the great displeasure of our nobility, armorial 
bearings of a thousand colours, tliat make you a breast like a 
peacock. Pasque-Dieu ! have you not your fill? Is not the 
draught of fishes fine and miraculous enough? And are you 
not afraid lest a single salmon more should be enough to sink 
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your boat? Pride will ruin you, my compare. Pride is ever 
followed close behind by ruin and shame. Think of that, and 
be silent.” 

These words, uttered in a tone of severity, brought back the 
chagrined physiognomy of Maitre Olivier to its former insolent 
expression. “Goodl” muttered he, almost aloud. “It’s 
plain enough that the King’s ill to-day, for he gives all to the 
physician.” 

Louis XI., far from taking offence at this piece of presump¬ 
tion, resumed with some mildness, " Stay—I forgot to add that 
I made you ambassador to Madame Marie at Ghent.—Yes, 
gentlemen,” added the King, turning to the Vlcmings, “ this 
man has been an ambassador.—fherc, my compare,” continued 
he, again addressing Maitre Olivier, “ let us not fall out—we’re 
old friends. It’s getting very late. We’ve got through our 
work. Shave me.” 


readers have doubtless already recognised in Maitre 
Olmer that terrible Figaro whom Providence, the great 
dramatist of all, so artfully mixed up in the long and sanguinary 
play of Louis XL’s reign. We shall not here undertake to 
develop at full length that singular character. Tliis barber to 
the King had three names. At court he was called politely 
UUvner-le-Daim, from the daim or stag upon his escutcheon* 
and ^ong the people, Olivier-le-Diable, or the devil. But by 

called Olivier-le-Mauvais, or the bad. 

stood motionless, looking sulkily at 
the King and enviously at Jacques Coictier. “ Yes, ves—the 

physician I’’muttered he. 

W ell, yes—the physician I ” resumed Louis XI. with singular 

tKvlif physician has yet more influence than 

m k;. u o® ® matter of course. He has got our whole body 
his hands, and thou dost but hold us bv the chin. Come^ 

barber, there’s nothing amiss, \\Tiat w'ouldst 

ki^lieVTr!^ would become of thy office, if I w'ere a 

Chilpenc, whose way it was to hold his beard 

shave ^me, my compere, perform thy office, and 

and fetch tiiy tools.” 

in resolved to take the matter 

from^ hk ^ execute his commands. ^The Kmg r^e 

^ window, and suddenly openin| it in 

anas, there s a glare m the sky over the city. the 
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bailiff burning; it cannot be anything else. Ha! ray good 
people, so you help me, then, at last, to pull down the seig- 
neuries! ” 

Tlien turning to the Flemings—“ Gentlemen,” said he, “ come 
and see. Is not that a fire that glares so red? ” 

Tlie two Gantois came forward to look. 

” It is a great fire,” said Guillaume Ryrn. 

” Oh,” added Coppenole, whose eyes all at once began to 
sparkle, “ that reminds me of the burning of the house of the 
Seigneur d’Hymbercourt. There must be a stout revolt there.” 

“ You think so, Maitre Coppenole? ” said the King; and he 
looked almost as much pleased as the hosier himself. ” Don’t 
you think it will be difficult to resist it? ” he added. 

” Croix-Dieu / sire, it may cost your Majesty many a com¬ 
pany of good soldiers.” 

” Ha! cost me!—that’s quite another thing,” returned the 
King. ” If I chose-” 

The hosier rejoined boldly, ‘‘ If that revolt be what I suppose, 
you would choose in vain, sire.” 

“ Compare,” said Louis XL, “ two companies of my ordon- 
nance, and the discharge of a serpentine, are quite sufficient to 
rout a mob of the common people.” 

The hosier, in spite of the signs that Guillaume Ryra was 
making to him, seemed determined to contest the matter with 
the King. ” Sire,” said he, “ the Swiss were common people 
too. Monsieur the Duke of Burgundy was a great gentleman, 
and made no account of that canaille. At the battle of Grand¬ 
son sire, he called out, ‘ Cannoneers, fire upon those villains! ’ 
and he swore by St. George. But the avoyer, Schamactal, 
rushed upon the fine duke with his club and his people; and 
at the shock of the peasants, with their bull-hides, the shining 
Bur<Tundian army was shattered like a pane of glass by a flint- 
stone Many a knight was kiUed there by those base churls; 
and Monsieur de Chateau-Guyon, the greatest lord in Burgundy, 
was found dead, with his great grey horse, in a little boggy 


f”cU 

‘ “Friend,” returned the King, “you’re talking of a battle; 
but here it’s only a riot, and I can put an end to it with a smg e 
frown when I please.” The other replied unconcernedly, Th.t 
may be, sire. In that case the people s hour is not /e 

^illaume Rym thought he must now interfere. Maitre 
Coppenole,” said he, “ you’re talking to a mighty king. 

“ I know it,” answered the hosier gravely. 
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“Let him go on, Monsieur Rym, my friend,” said the King; 
“I like this plain speaking. My father, Charles VII., used to 
say that truth was sick. For my part I thought she was dead, 
and had found no confessor; but Maitre Coppenole shows me 
I was mistaken.” 

Then clapping his hand familiarly upon Coppenole’s shoulder, 

“ You were saying, then, Maitre Jacques-” 

“I say, sire, that perhaps you are right—that the people’s 
hour is not yet come with you.” 

Louis XI. looked at him with his penetrating eye. “ And 
when will that hour come, Mjutre? ” 

“ You will hear it strike.” 

“ By what clock, pray ? ” 

Coppenole, with his quiet and homely self-possession, motioned 
to the King to approach the window. “ Hark you, sire,” said 
ne: here there are a donjon, an alarm-bell, cannon, towns¬ 
people, soldiers. When the alarm-bell shall sound—when the 
cannon shall roar—when, with great clamour, the donjon walls 
snail ^ shattered—when townspeople and soldiers shall shout 
and kill each other—then the hour will strike.” 

t , ® 0 / Louis XL became gloomy and thoucht- 

•i-V remained silent for a moment, then tapping gently 
wito his hand against the massive wall of the donjon, as if 
patting the crupper of a war-horse, "Ah no, nol” said he 

BastiSeT”^ shattered, wilt thou, my good 

« turning abruptly round to the bold Fleming, he said 
wave you ever seen a revolt, Maitre Jacques? ” 

“ r^ade one,” said the hosier. 

« nv M said the King, “ to make a revolt? ” 

There arA Coppenole, “ it’s not very hard to do. 

factil^n ^ays. First of all, there must be dissatis- 

one “^common. And then, 

consider the character of the inhabitants. Those of 

Drin« They always like the son of the 

we’ll himself. Well, now, one morning 

Tor. somebody comes into my shop, and says Father 

toKeV'^ * the Lady'of Fland'e^s wlnts 

on bailiff is doubling the toll 

by 4 wor^'I^' what not-^nything you like. Then I throw 

always ® ‘=0', A sac / There’s 

y with a loud voice the first words that come into my 
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head—what’s uppermost in my heart—and when one belongs 
to the people, sire, one has always something upon one’s heart. 
Then a crowd gets together—they shout—they ring the tocsin 
—the people get arms by disarming the soldiers—the market 
people join the rest—and then they go to work; and it will 
always be so, as long as there are seigneurs in the seigneuries, 
townspeople in the towns, and country people in the country.” 

“And gainst whom do you rebel thus?” asked the King. 
” Against your bailiffs? against your lords? ” 

” Sometimes. That’s as it may happen. Against the Duke, 
too, sometimes.” 

I^uis XI. returned to his seat, and said with a smile, “ Ahl 
but here they have not yet got further than the bailiffs 1 ” 

At that moment Olivier-le-Daim re-entered, followed by two 
piiges carrying the apparatus for dressing his Majesty; but 
what struck I^uis XI. was to see him also accompanied by the 
Provost of Paris and the knight of the watch, who seemed both 
in consternation. There was consternation, too, in the look of 
the mortified barber; but there was satisfaction lurking under 
it. It was he that spoke first. “ Sire, I ask pardon of your 
Majesty for the caLamitous news I bring you.” 

The King, turning sharply round, grazed the mat upon the 
floor with the feet of his chair. ” Mhiat’s it about? ” said he. 

” Sire,” returned Olivier, with the malicious look of a man 
rejoicing that he has to deal a violent blow, “ it is not E^ainst 
the Bailiff of the Palais that this popular sedition is driving.” 

“ Against whom, then? ” 


“ Against you, sire.” 

The aged King rose upon his feet, and erect, like a young 
man. “ Explain, Olivier, explain—and look well to thy head, 
my compare—for I swear to thee, by the cross of Saint Lo, 
that if thou speakest us false in this matter, the sword that wt 
Monsieur of Luxemburg’s throat is not so dinted but it shal 


saw thine tool ” . . • • 

The oath was formidable. Louis XL had never but twice m 

his life sworn by the cross of Saint L6. Olivier opened his lips 

to reply. “ Sire ...” . i_ • 1 

“ Down on your knees 1 ” interrupted the King with violence. 

Tristan, keep your eye upon this man.” ^ 

Olivier fell upon his knees, and said composedly, bire, a 
witch has been condemned to death by your court of parliament. 
She has taken refuge in Notre-Dame. The people want to take 
her from thence by main force. Monsieur the Provost ana 


Monsieur Louis de France 


425 


Monsieur the Knight of the Watch, who are come straight from 
the spot, are here to contradict me if I speak not truili. It is 
Notre-Dame that the people are besieging.” 

“Ah, ahl” said the King, in an undertone, all pale and 
trembling with passion; “Notre-Damel They arc besieging 
Our Lady, my good mistress, in her own cathedral 1 Rise, 
Olivier. Thou art right—I give thee Simon Radin’s oflice. 
Thou art right—it is me they’re attacking. The witch is under 
the safeguard of the church—the church is under my safeguard 
—and I, who thought all the while that it was only the bailiff 
—’tis against myself 1 ” 

Then, invigorated by passion, he began to pace hurriedly to 
and fro. He laughed no longer—he was terrible. The fox was 
changed into a hyena. He seemed to be choking with rage— 
his lips moved without utterance—and his withered hands were 
clenched. All at once he raised his head; his hollow eye seemed 
luU of light; and his voice burst forth like a clarion. “ Upon 

mem, Tristan) Fall upon the knaves I Go, Tristan, my 
fnendl Kill I kiUl” ' ^ 

When this paroxysm was over, he went once more to his seat, 
and said with cool and concentrated passion, “ Here, Tristan 1 
e have with us here in this Bastille the fifty lances of the 
iscount de Gif, making three hundred horse—you’ll take them, 
ere s also Monsieur de Chateaupers’s company of the archers 

° — you'll take them. You are provost- 

marshal and have the men of your provostry—you’ll take them. 

the Hotel St. Pol you’ll find forty archers of Monsieur the 
^auphin s new guard—you’ll take them. And with the whole 
y uii make all speed to Notre-Dame.—Hal messieurs the 

Paris—so you presume to fly in the face of the 
wn of France, the sanctity of Our Lady, and the peace of 

Ut exterminate! and 

ot one escape except for Montfauconl ” 

rrist^ bowed. " -Tis well, sire.” 
witch ^ ^ the 


“ ruminating. “Hal” said he, 

to d'Estoutoville, what did the people 

the ^ ttat, as 

Notre^DaL •*'" sanctuary of 

want to 1^ her M 
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The King seemed to reflect deeply; then, addressing himself 
to Tristan I’Hermite, he said, “ Well, my compare, exterminate 
the people and hang the witch.” 

” Just so,” whispered Rym to Coppenole. “ Punish the 
pe ople for wishing, an d do what ^ey vnsh.” 

” Enough, sire,” answered Tristan. “ If the witch be still 
in Notre-Dame, must we take her away in spite of the 
sanctuary? ” 

Pasque-Dieu !—the sanctuary!” said the King, scratching 
his ear; “ and yet that woman must be hanged.” 

Here, as if a thought had suddenly occurred to him, he knelt 
down before his chair, took off his hat, placed it upon the seat, 
and looking devoutly at one of the leaden figures with which 
it was loaded—“ Oh,” said he, clasping his hands, “ Our Lady 
of Paris, my gracious patroness, pardon me. I will only do it 
this once. That criminal must be punished. I assure you, 0 
Laxly Virgin, my good mistress, that she is a witch, unworthy 
your kind protection. You know, Lady, that many very pious 
princes have trespassed upon the privileges of churches, for the 
glory of God and the necessity of the state. Saint Hugh, an 
English bishop, permitted King Edward to seize a magician 
in his church. My master. Saint Louis of France, transgressed 
for the like purpose in the church of Monsieur Saint Paul; 
as did also Monsieur Alphonse, King of Jerusalem, in the church 
of the Holy Sepulchre itself. Pardon me, then, for this once, 
Our Lady of Paris. 1 will never do so again; and I will give you 
a fine statue of silver like that which I gave last year to Our 
Lady of Ecouys. So be it.” 

lie crossed himself, rose from his knees, put on his hat, and 
said to Tristan, “ Make aU speed, my compere. Take Monsieur 
de Chateaupers with you. You’ll have the tocsin 
crush the populace. You’ll hang the witch. That’s settled. 
You yourself will defray all charges of the execution, and bring 
me in an account of them.—Come, Olivier, I shall not he down 

to-night. Shave me.” , -rr- 

Tristan ITIermitc bowed and departed, ^len the King, 
motioning to Rym and Coppenole to rerire: God keep >ou, 
messieurs, my good Flemish friends 1 ” said he. Go an( a 
a little rest. The night is fast wearing away; we are nearer 

tlie morning than the evening.” . 

They both withdrew; and on reaching their apartments, to 

which they were conducted by the captain of the Bas 1 c, 
Coppenole said to Guillaume Rym: ” Humph 1 Ivehadenoug 
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of this coughing king. I’ve seen Charles of Burgundy drunk, 
but he was not so mischievous as Louis XL sick.” 

“ Mi^tre Jacques,” answered Rym with mock solemnity, 
“ that is because a king finds less cruelty in his wine than in his 
barley-water 1 ” 


CHAPTER VI 


THE PASSWORD 


On quitting the Bastille, Gringoire ran down the Rue St. Antoine 
with the speed of a runaway horse. When he had reached the 
Porte Baudoyer, he walked straight up to the stone cross stand- 
mg in the middle of the open space there, as if he could have 
discerned in the dark the figure of a man clothed and hooded 
m black sitting upon the steps of the cross. ” Is it you 
master? said Gringoire. * 

The person in black rose. “ Death and passion I you drive 
me mad, Gringoire 1 ” said he. “ The man upon St. Gervais's 

calling half-past one in the morning.” 

Uh, returned Gringoire, ” it’s no fault of mine, but of the 
cn and of the King. I’ve had a narrow escape. Yet I 
a ways ]ust miss being hanged; it’s my predestination.” 

everything,” said the other. “But come 
password? ” 

him XT master. I’ve seen the King. I’ve just left 

tell you ” worsted breeches 1 It’s an adventure, I can 

Wnc?tk^°^ spinner of words 1 VlTiat’s thy adventure to me? 
thou got the password of the Truands? ” 

hagMnaud^^ yourself easy. It’s Pttiie flambe en 

mawZ. Otherwise we should not have been able to 

FortuS^.^ block up the streets. 

we shauSvet'th"''■ resistance. Perhaps 

«« Y Wie m time. 

“ T but how shall we get into Notre-Dame? ” 

« A j u ^®y of the towers.” 

“Til ,w shall we get out again? ” 

theTeSn* which leads to 

of the key water-side. I have taken possession 

^y> and I moored a boat there this morning.” 
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“ I’ve had a nice miss of being hanged,” repeated Gringoire. 
“Ah—well—come along quick,” said the other; and they 
both walked off at a great rate towards the city. 


CHAPTER VII 

CHATEAUPEKS TO THE RESCUE 

The reader probably bears in his recollection the critical situation 
in which w'e left Quasimodo. The brave ringer, assailed on all 
sides, had lost, though not all courage, at least all hope of saving, 
not himself—he thought not of himself—but the gipsy girl. 
He ran wildly to and fro along the gallery. Notre-Dame was 
on the point of being carried by the Truands, when all at once 
a great galloping of horses filled the neighbouring streets, and, 
with a long file of torches and a dense column of horsemen, 
lances and bridles lowered, these furious sounds came rushing 
into the Place like a hurricane—‘‘France! France! Cut 
down the knaves! Chateaupers to tlic rescue! Provostryl 
provostry 1 ” 

The Truands in terror faced about. 

Quasimodo, though he heard nothing, saw the drawn swords, 
the flambeaus, the spearheads—all that cavalry, at the head of 
which he recognised Captain Phoebus. He saw the confusion 
of the Truands, the terror of some of them, the perturbation of 
the stoutest-hearted among them; and this unexpected succour 
so much revived his own energies that he hurled back from the 
church the most forward of the assailants, who were ahead) 

striding over into the gallery. 

It was, in fact, the King’s troops that had just arrived. 

The Truands bore themselves bravely and defended themselves 
desperately. Attacked in flank from the Rue Saint-Pierre*aux 
Rceufs, and in the rear from the Rue du Parvis, pressed against 
Kotre-Dame, which they were still assailing, and which Quasi¬ 
modo was defending—at once besieging and besieged—they 
were in the singular situation which subsequently, at the 
famous siege of Turin in 1640 , was that of Count Henri f Har- 
court between Prince Thomas of Savoy, whom he was besieging, 
and the Marquisof Leganez, who was blockading \iim-~Taimnum 

obsessor idem ei obsessus, as his epitaph expresses it. ^ 

The nuUe was frightful. Wolves’ flesh calls for dogs tcetn. 
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as Father Matthieu phrases it. The King's horsemen, amidst 
whom Pheebus de Giateaupers bore himself valiantly, gave no 
quarter, and they who escaped the thrust of the lance fell by 
the edge of the sword. The Truands, ill-armed, foamed and bit 
With rage and despair. Men, women, and children threw thorn- 
selves upon the cruppers and chests of the horses, and clung to 
them like cuts with their teeth and claws; others struck the 

fk • t<^^ches; and others, again, aimed 

their bill-hooks at the necks of the horsemen, striving to pull 

them down, and mangled such as fell. One of them was seen 
with a large glittenng scythe, with which for a Inng time he 

mowed the legs of the horses. He was terrific: he^vent on 
ing a song with a nasal intonation, taking long and sweeDinn 

S: r describe aroun,! 

^ “T''* advanced in this 

nirL r. !' the quiet slow- 

of a’h 'Sa'ar motion of the head and drawing of the breath 

Mei. jr arquebus, 

hearin^ th ' >^eighbours, 

affair \nd Thing’s men, had taken part in the 

Truands Th** P ^^7 bullets were showered upon the 

coScnll- streaked with fire. Through it were 

Notm-Dame, and the decr^^pu 

of the "“tdows, and the spirited charge 

broke tta^eh fte’t-’ V* “''^’Tower them. They 

tions, leavi,^\w p ® f *=“bants, and Hed in all direc- 

When 0 ^- ^ Parvis covered with their dead. 

beheld thu ceased fighting, 

quickn^ of a mounted with the 

had so intrenidlv if ^ ^PP^o^ches of which he 

was to go and in thought: it 

=^ved for the L be had 

VVh^n k time. 

entered the cell, however, he found it empty. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE LITTLE SHOE 

At the moment when the Truands had assailed the church 
La Esmeralda was asleep. But soon the constantly increasing 
clamour about the edifice, and the plaintive bleating of her 
goat, which was awakened before herself, had chased away her 
slumber. She had then sat up in bed, listened, looked round 
her; and then, frightened at the light and the noise, she had 
hurried out of the cell, and gone to see what was the matter. 
The aspect of the Place; the strange vision that was moving in 
it; the disorder of that nocturnal assault; that hideous crowd 
leaping about like a cloud of frogs, half distinguishable in the 
darkness; the croaking of that hoarse multitude; the few red 
torches running backwards and forwards, passing and repassing 
one another in the dark, like those meteors of the night that 
play over the misty surface of a marsh—all together seemed 
to her like some mysterious battle commenced between the 
phantoms of a witches’ sabbath and the stone monsters of the 
church. Imbued from her infancy with the superstitions which 
at that day possessed the minds of many of her tribe, the 
notion that first suggested itself to her was that she had come 
unawares upon the magic revels of the beings proper to the 
night. Then she ran back in terror to cower in her cell, and 
ask of her humble couch some less horrible vision. 

By degrees, however, the first fumes of her terror h.ad dis¬ 
persed from her brain; and by the constantly increasing noise, 
together with other signs of reality, she had discovered that she 
was beset, not by spectres, but by human beings. Then her 
fear, though it had not increased, had changed its nature. She 
had thought of the possibility of a popular rising to drag her 
from her asylum. The idea of once more losing life, hope, 
Pheebus, who still was ever present to her hopes; her extreme 
helplessness; all flight barred; her abandonment; her solitari¬ 
ness—thc.se and a thousand other cruel thoughts had quite 
overwhelmed her. She had fallen upon her knees, with her 
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head upon her couch, and her hands clasped upon her head, full 
of anxiety and trepidation; and gipsy, idolatress, and heathen 
as she was, she had begun sobbing, to ask mercy of the God of 
the Christians, and to pray to Our Lady her hostess. " For,” 
says our author, “ whether one believes anything or nothing, 
there are moments in life when one is always of the religion of 
the temple nearest at hand.” 

She remained thus prostrate for a considerable time- 

trembling, indeed, yet more than she prayed, her blood running 

cold as the breath of that furious multitude approached nearer 

and nearer; ignorant of the nature of this popular storm—of 

what was in agitation, of what was doing, of what was intended 

—but feeling a presentiment of some dreadful result. 

In the very midst of all this anguish she hear!, footsteps 

approaching her. She turned her head. Two men, one of 

whom carried a lantern, had just entered her cell. She uttered 
a feeble cry. 

Don t be afraid,” said a voice to which she was not a 
stranger; “'tis I.” 

” ’Tis who? ” asked she. 

'' Pierre Gringoire.” 

Thh name encouraged her. She raised her eyes, and saw 

that It was indeed the poet. But close by him there was a 

dark figure, veiled from head to foot, the sight of which struck 
her dumb. 

Ah I” resumed Gringoire in a reproachful tone, ” Diali had 
recognised me before you did.” 

The little goat, in fact, had not waited for Gringoire to 
jounce hmself. No sooner had he entered than she had 

herself affectionately against his knees, covering 
hpr cresses and with white hairs, for she was changing 

cordSity Grmgoire returned her caresses with the greatest 

« ^ ” whispered the gipsy girl, 

mine*/^* yourseU easy,” answered Gringoire; “ it’s a friend of 

do^'unm netting his lantern on the floor, squatted 

nirh ^ exclaimed with enthusiasm, claspine 

SirkaSe animal l-mo7 "e! 

C deve^ beauty and cleanliness than for size; 

now lettered as a grammarian!—Let us see 

now, my Djah, if thou reraemberest all thy pretty tricks —How 
does Maitre Jacques Charmolue go ? " P tricks.-How 
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The man in black did not let Gringoire 6nish, He came up 
to him, and pushed him forcibly by the shoulder. Gringoire 
got up again. “ True/* said he; “ I’d forgotten that we’re in 
liaste. However, master, that’s no reason for using folks so 
roughly.—My pretty dear,” said he, addressing the gipsy girl, 
” your life’s in danger, and Djali’s too. They want to hang 
you again. We’re your friends, and are come to save you. 
Follow us.” 

” Is that true? ” exclaimed she, quite overcome. 

” Yes, quite true. Come, quick! ” 

” I will,” faltered she; ” but why does not that friend of 
yours speak ? ” 

“Ha!” said Gringoire; “that’s because his father and 
mother were whimsical people, and made him of a silent dis¬ 
position.” 

She was obliged to content herself with this explanation. 
Gringoire took her by the hand. His companion took up the 
lantern and walked first. Fear made the young girl quite 
passive; she let them lead her along. ITie goat skipped after 
them, so delighted to see Gringoire again that she made him 
stumble at almost every step, with thrusting her horns against 
his legs. “ Such is life,” said the philosopher, once that he was 
very near being laid prostrate; “ it is often our best friends 
that occasion our falll ” 

'Fhey rapidly descended the staircase of the towers, crossed 
the interior of the church, which was all dark and solitary, but 
resounded from the uproar without, thus offering a frightful 
contrast; and went out by the Porte Rouge into the cloisters. 
The cloisters themselves were deserted, the canons having taken 
refuge in the bishop’s house, there to offer up their prayers in 
common. Only some terrified serving-men were skulking in the 
darkest corners. They proceeded towards the small door lead¬ 
ing from that court to the Terrain. The man in black opened 
it with a kev which he had about him. Our readers are aware 
that the Terrain was a slip of ground enclosed with walls on the 
side next the city, and belonging to the Chapter of Notre-Dame, 
which terminated the island easbN'ard, behind the church. 
They found this enclosure perfectly solitai^. Here, too, they 
found the tumult in the air sensibly diminished. Tlie noise of 
the assault by the Truands reached their cars more confusedly 
and less clamorously. The cool breeze which follows the current 
of the river stirred the leaves of the only tree planted at the 
point of the Terrain with a noise which was now perceptible to 


The Little Shoe 


433 

them. Nevertheless they were still very near the danger. Tlie 
buildings nearest to them were the bishop’s palace and the 
church. There was evidently great confusion within the re¬ 
sidence of the bishop. Its dark mass was tracked in all direc¬ 
tions by lights hurrying from one window to another, just as 
after burning a piece of paper there remains a dark structure of 
ashes, over which bright sparks are running in a thousand 
fantastic courses. And close by it the huge towers of Notre- 
Dame, seen thus from behind, with the long nave over which 
they rear themselves, showing black upon the vast red light 
which glowed above the Parvis, looked like the gigantic uprights 
of some Cyclopean fire-grate. 

What was visible of Paris seemed wavering on all sides in a 
sort of shadow mingled with light, resembling some of Rem¬ 
brandt’s backgrounds. 

The man with the lantern walked straight to the projecting 
point of the Terrain, where, at the extreme verge of the water 
were the decayed remains of a fence of stakes with laths nailed 
across, upon which a low vine spread out its few meagre branches 
hke the fingers of an open band. Behind this sort of lattice¬ 
work, m the shade which it cast, a small boat lay hidden. Tlie 
man motioned to Gringoire and the young woman to enter if 
and the goat jumped in after them. The man himself got in 
last ot ail. Then he cut the rope, pushed off from the shore 
with a long boathook, and laying hold of a pair of oars, he 
seated himself in the front, and rowed with all his migiit across 

ui* ^ P^ace, and he found 

considerable difficulty in clearing the point of the island. 

entering the boat was to place the 
goat upon his lap. He placed himself in the hinder part of the 

stranger filled 

as Dossffi^T^k uneasiness, went and seated herself as close 
as possible to the poet. 

he clapped his 

ands, and kissed Djali upon the forehead. “ Oh,” cried he 

br^un^ tl" f the look of a 

sometimes to fortune 
uSng ““tavance, for the happy issue of a great under- 

Th^vonnf "f towards the right bank 

borers movements of the unknown wX' 

dark lantern ^carefully turned oS again the light of his 
dark lantern, and he was now discernible, like a spectfe, at the 
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head of the boat. His hood, which was constantly down, was 
a sort of mask over his face; and every time that in rowing he 
half opened his arms, upon which he had large black hanging 
sleeves, they looked like a pair of enormous bat’s wings. But 
he had not yet breathed a single syllable. There w^is perfect 
stillness in the boat, excepting only the periodical splash of the 
oars, and the rippling of the water against the side of the skiff. 

“Upon my soul!” exclaimed Gringoire all at once, “here 
we go, as gay and as merry as owlets 1 We’re as silent as so 
many P>'thagoreans or so many fish. Pasque-Dieu I ray friends, 
I should like somebody to talk to me. The human voice is 
music to the human ear. That’s not a saying of mine, but of 
Didymus of Alexandria; and a capital sentence it is. Certes, 
Didymus of Alexandria is no mean philosopher.—One word, my 
pretty dear; do just say one word to me, I beg. By-the-bye, 
you used to have a curious odd little mow of your own; do you 
make it still? You must know, my dear, that the Parliament 


has full jurisdiction over all places of sanctuary, and that you 
were in great peril in that little box of yours at Notre-Dame. 
Alas! the little bird the trochylus maketh its nest in the croco¬ 
dile’s mouth.—Master, here’s the moon coming out again. So 
that they don’t discover us! We’re doing a laudable act in 
saving mademoiselle. And yet they’d hang us up in the King’s 
name°if they were to catch us. Alas! every human action has 
two handles. One man gets praised for what another gets 
blamed for; one man admires Ctesar and reproaches Catiline. 
Is it not so, master? What say you to this philosophy? I 
possess the philosophy of instinct, of nature, ut apes geometriam, 
^ the bees do geometry. So nobody answers me.—What a 
plaguy humour you’re both in! I’m obliged to Ulk all by 
myself That’s what we call in tragedy a monologue. Pasque- 
Dieu I Pd have you to know that I have just now seen King 

Louis XI and that it’s from him I’ve caught that oath. Pasque- 

Dieu I then they’re still making a glorious howl in the city. 
He’s a vile, mischievous old king. He’s all wrapped about with 
furs He still owes me the money for my epithalamium; and 
he has all but hanged me to-night, which would have been vety 
awkward for me indeed. He’s niggard y to men of merit. He 
should e’en read Salvain of Cologne’s four books adv^nus 
Avaritiam. In sooth, he’s a king very paltry m h.s dealings 
with men of letters, and that commits veo' barbarous cruelt 
He’s a sponge sucking up the money that s raised from 
people. His savings are as the spleen, that grows big upon the 
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piaing of the other members. And so the complaints of the 
hardness of the times turn to murmurs against the prince. 
Under this mild and pious lord of ours the gibbets are over¬ 
loaded with carcasses, the blocks stream with gore, the prisons 
are crammed to bursting. This King strips with one hand and 
hangs with the other. He’s ^and caterer to Dame Gabelle 
and Monseigneur Gibet. The high are stripped of their dignities, 
and the low are everlastingly loaded with fresh burdens. It's 
an exorbitant prince. I don’t like this monarch.—What say 
you, master? ” 

The man in black let the loquacious poet run on. He was 
still struggling against the strong compressed current which 
separates the prow of the city from the stem of the He Notre- 
Dame, now called L’lle Saint-Louis. 

“ By-the-bye, master,” resumed Gringoire suddenly, “ just 

as we reached the Parvis through the enraged Truands, did your 

reverence observe that poor little devil whose brains that deaf 

man of yours seemed in a fair way to knock out upon the 

balustrade of the gallery of royal statues? I’m shortsighted, 

and could not distinguish his features. Who might it be 
think you? ” * 

The unkno^ answered not a word. But he suddenly left 

on rowing, bis arms dropped as if they had been broken, his 

head fell upon his breast, and La Esmeralda could hear him 

sighing convulsively. She started; she had heard sounds like 
those before. 


The boat, left to itself, followed for some moments the impulse 
of the stream. But at length the man in black recovered him¬ 
self, seued the oars again, and again set himself to row against 
the current. He doubled the point of the He Notre-Dame, and 

« TT I at the Port-au-Foin or Hay-wharf, 

tia! said Gringoire, " over there is the Logis Barbeau. 
inere, master—look—that group of black roofs, that make such 
ood ftng es; there, just underneath that heap of low. dirtv 
r^ed clouds, where the moon is all crushed and spread about 
t^e yo^ of an egg when the sheU’s broken. It’s a fine 
maMion. There’s a chapel with a little vaulted roof, lined with 
emichinents excellently cut. You may discern the bell-turret 
above It very delicately perforated. There’s also a pWn 

^ ^ aviary, an echo, a^mill a 

ve^r^c?p a wiid-be^t house, and plenty of thick-shaded walks 

wh^WK a rogue of Ttree 

which they caU le luxuruux, because it once ^voured the 





Notre-Dame 


436 

pleasures of a famous princess and a certain constable of France, 
a man of wit and gallantry. Alas 1 we poor philosophers are to 
a constable of France as a cabbage-plot or a radish-bed is to a 
grove of laurels. After all, what does it signify? Human life 
is a mixture of good and evil for the great as well as for us. 
Sorrow ever attends upon joy—the spondee upon the dactyl. 
Master, I must tell you that story about the Logis Barbeau; it 
ends tragically. It was in 1319 , in the reign of Philip V., the 
longest of all the French kings. The moral of the story is that 
the temptations of the flesh are pernicious and malign. Let us 
not look too steadfastly upon our neighbour’s wife, how much 
soever our senses may be taken with her beauty. Fornication 
is a very libertine thought; adultery is a prying into another 
man’s pleasure . . . Eh, what I the noise grows louder I ” 

The tumult was, in fact, increasing around Notre-Dame. 
They listened, and could very distinctly hear shouts of victory* 
All at once a hundred flambeaus, the light of which glittered 
upon the helmets of men-at-arms, spread themselves over the 
church at all elevations—on the towers, on the galleries, under 
the buttresses. Those torches seemed to be carried in search of 
something, and soon those distant clamours reached distinctly 
the ears of the fugitives. “The gipsy I” they cried—"the 
witch 1 Death to the gipsy 1 

The head of the unfortunate girl dropped upon her hands, 
and the unknown began to row with violence towards the bank. 
Meanwhile our philosopher was reflecting. He pressed the goat 
in his arms, and sidled away very gently from the gipsy girl, 
who kept pressing closer and closer up to him, as to her only 

remaining protection, , , • u 

It is certain that Gringoire was in a cruel perplexity, rle 
reflected that the goat too, d'aprh la Ugislation existante, would 
be hanged if she were retaken; that it would be a great pity, 
poor Djali! that two condemned females thus clinging to him 
would be too much for him; and that his companion would be 
most happy to take charge of the gipsy girl, ^^et a violent 
struggle was taking place in his mind, wherein, like the Jupiter 
of the Iliad, he placed in the balance alternately the gipsy girl 
and the goat; and he looked first at one of them, then at the 
other, his eyes moist with tears, and muttering between his 

teeth, “ And yet I cannot save you bothl " ^ u u ^ 

The striking of the boat at length apprised them that they had 
reached the shore. The fearful acclamations were still resound¬ 
ing through the city. The unknown rose, came up to the gipsy 
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girl, and offered to take her arm in order to help her out of the 
boat. She pushed him away from her, and laid hold of Grin* 
goire’s sleeve, when he in turn, being fully occupied with the 
goat, almost repulsed her. Then she jumped ashore by herself. 
She was in such perturbation that she knew not what she was 
doing nor whither she was going. She remained thus for a few' 
moments, quite stupefied, watching the water as it flowed. 
When she recovered a little she found herself alone upon the 
landing-place with the unknown. It appears that Gringoire 
had availed himseM of the moment of their going ashore to make 
off with the goat into the mass of houses of the Rue Grenier-sur- 
I’Eau. 

Tiie poor gipsy girl shuddered to find herself alone with that 
man. She strove to speak, to cry out, to call Gringoire; but 
her tongue refused its office, and no sound issued from her 
lips. All at once she felt the hand of the stranger placed upon 
her owTi; the band was cold and strong. Her teeth chattered; 
she turned paler than the moonbeams that were shining upon 
her. The man said not a word. He began to walk up the river¬ 
side at a rapid pace towards the Place de Gr^ve, holding her 
by the hand. At that moment she had a vague feeling of the 
irresistibleness of destiny. No muscular strength remained 
^her; she let him drag her along, running while he walked. 
The quay at that place was somewhat rising before them, and 
seemed to her as if she was going down a declivity. 

She looked on all sides, but not a passenger was to be seen; 

the quay was absolutely solitary. She heard no sound; she 

perceived no one stirring, except in the glaring and tumultuous 

she was separated only by an arm of the Seine, 

and ffom which her name readied her ear mingled with shouts 

of Death 1 ” The rest of Paris lay spread around her in great 
masses of shade. ^ 

Meanwhile the unknowm was still dragging her on in the same 
suence and with the same rapidity. She had no recollection 
01 any of the places through which she w-as passing. As they 
were going by a lighted window she made one effort, suddenlv 
dr^ up, and cried out “ Help I ” 

I- of the house opened the window, showed himself 

n nis nightgown with the lamp in his hand, looked out between 

walcing on the quay, uttered some words which she 

of W V extinction 

oi ^ last ray of hope. 

The man in black uttered not a syllable. He held her fast 
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and walked on yet quicker than before. She made no more 
resistance, but followed him like a thing utterly powerless. 

Now and then, indeed, she gathered just strength enough to 
say, with a voice interrupted by the unevenness of the pavement 
and the rapidity of her motion, which had almost tiiken her 
breath, “Who are you? who are you?” But he made no 
answer. 

In this manner, keeping constantly along the quay, they 
arrived at a square of considerable size. There was then a 
little moonlight. It was the Gr^ve. A sort of black cross was 
discernible, standing in the middle of it; that was the gibbet. 
She observed all this, and then she knew where she was. 

The man stopped, turned towards her, and lifted his hood. 

“ Oh,” faltered she, almost petrified, “ I knew it was he 
again I ” 

It was. in fact, the priest. He looked like the ghost of him¬ 
self. It was an effect of the moonlight—a light by which one 
seems to see only the spectres of objects. 

“ Listen,” said he; and she shuddered at the sound of that 
ill-omened voice, which it was long since she had heard. He 
continued, speaking with that short and gasping utterance 
w’hich bes[:c;iks deep internal heavings. “ Listen. We are 
here. I have to talk to thee. This is the Grdve. This is an 
extreme point. Fate gives up each of us to the other. I am 
going to dispose of thy life; thou, of my soul. Beyond this 
place and this night nothing is to be seen. Listen to me then; 

Tm going to tell thee. . . . First of all, don’t talk to me of thy 
Pheebus.” So saying, he paced backwards and forwards, like 
a man incapable of standing still, dragging her after him. “ Talk 
not of him. Mark me: if thou utter his name, I know not what 
I shall do, but it will be something terrible 1 ” 

Then, like a body finding its centre of gravity again, he once 
more became motionless; but his words betrayed no less 
agitation. His voice grew lower and lower. “ Don’t turn thy 
head aside so. Hearken to me. ’Tis a serious matter. First 
of aU, I’ll tell thee what has happened. There will be no 
laughing about this, I assure thee. VVhat was I saying? remind 
me. Ah! it is that there’s a decree of the Parliament, delivering 
thee over to execution again. I’ve just now taken thee^out of 
their hands. But there they are pursuing thee. Look. 

He stretched out his arm towards the city, where, indeed, the 
search seemed to be eagerly continued. The clamour came 
nearer, llie tower of the lieutenant’s house, situated opposite 


I. 
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to the Gr^ve, was full of noise and lights; and soldiers were 
FTinning over the quay opposite, with torches in their hands, 
shouting, “The gipsy woman! where is the gipsy woman? 
Death! death!” 


“ Thou secst plainly enough,” resumed the priest, “ that 
iheyTe pursuing thee, and that I tell no falsehood. 1 love tlice. 
Open not thy lips. Rather, speak not a word, if it be to tell 
me that thou hatest me. I’m determined not to hear that again.* 
Tve just now saved thee. First, let me finish. 1 can save thee 
quite. I’ve made all things ready. Thou hast only to will it. 
As thou w'ilt, I can do.” 

Here he violently checked himself. ” No; that is not what 
I had to say.” 

And with hurried step-making her hurry too, for he never 
let go her arm—he went straight up to the gibbet, and pointing 
to it, “ Choose between us,” said he coolly. 

She tore herself from his grasp, fell at the foot of the gibbet, 
and clasped that dismal supporter; then she half turned her 
beautiful head, and looked at the priest over her shoulder. 
She had the air of a Madonna at the foot of the cross. The 
priest had remained quite still, his finger still raised towards the 
gibbet, and his gesture unchanged, like a statue. 

At length the gipsy girl said to him, ” It is less horrible to me 
than you are.” 


Then he let his arm drop slowly, and cast his eyes upon the 

ground in deep dejection. “ If these stones could speak,” 

muttered he—“ yes, they would say. Here is, indeed, an unhaonv 
man!” 

He resurned. The young girl, kneeling before the gibbet, 
enveloped in her long flowing hair, let him speak without 
interrupting him. His accent was now mild and plaintive, 
f^tu^^^ “mournfully with the haughty harshness of his 

1 love you! Oh, still ’tis very true J do! And is nothing, 
men, perceivable without of that fire whi^ consumes my heart? 
^as, young girl, night and day—yes, ni^t and day—does that 
deserve no pity? ’Tis a love of the night and the day. I tell 

Oh, I suffer too much, my poor child 1 *Tis 

a tnmg worthy of compassion, I do assure you. You see that 
speak gently to you. I would fain have you cease to abhor 

n r ^ ^ woman ’tis not his fault 

What 1 will you never forgive me then? wUl you 

hate me always ?-and is it all over ? That is what makes me 
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wicked, do you see, and horrible to myself. You don’t so much 
as look at me. You are thinking of something else, perhaps, 
while I talk to you a.s I stand shuddering on the brink of eternity 
to both of us I But of all things don’t talk to me of the officer 1 
VVhatl I might throw myself at your feetl Whatl I might 
kiss, not your feet—you w’ould not permit it—but the ground 
under your feet I What! I might sob like a child; I might heave 
from my breast, not words, but my very heart, to tell you that 
I love vou I and yet all would be in vain—all! And yet there 
is nothing in your soul but what is kind and tender. Vou are 
all beaming with the loveliest gentleness—all sweet, all merciful, 
all charming 1 Alas, you have no malevolence but for me alone 1 
Oh, what a fatality! ” 

He hid his face in his hands. The young girl heard him weep¬ 
ing. It was the first time. Standing thus erect, and convulsed 
by sobbing, he looked even more wretched and suppliant than 
on his knees. For a while he continued weeping. 

“ But come,” he continued, as soon as these first tears were 
over; “ I find no words. And yet I had well meditated what 
I had to say to you. Now I tremble and shiver—I stagger at 
the decLsive moment—I feel that something transcendent wraps 
us round—and my voice falters. Oh, I shall fall to the ground 
if you do not take pity on me, pity on yourself 1 Do not con¬ 
demn us both. If you did but know how much I love youl 
What a heart is mine! Oh, what desertion of all virtue 1 what 
desperate abandonment of myself 1 A doctor, I mock at science; 
a gentleman, I tarnish my name; a priest, I make my missal 
a pillow of desire—I spit in the face of my Godl All that for 
thee, enchantress—to be more worthy of thy hell! and yet thou 
rejectest the reprobate 1 Oh, let me tell thee all—more still 
something more horrible—oh, yet more horrible! ” 

As he uttered these last words his look became utterly be¬ 
wildered. lie was silent for a moment; then resumed, as if 
talking to himself, and in a strong voice, *' Cain, what hast thou 

done with thy brother? ” , t 1 

He paused again, and then continued: What have I done 

with him. Lord? I have taken him to mysclf—nounshed him, 
brought him up, loved him, idolised him, and killed hirnl Yes, 
Lord, just now. before my eyes, have they dashed his head upon 
the stones of thine house; and it was because of me—because 

of this woman—because of herl ” . • t ^ a 

His eye was haggard, his voice was sinking; he repeated 

several times over mechanically, at considerable intervaL, like 
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the last stroke of a clock prolonging its vibration, “ Because of 
her—because of her.” Then his tongue articulated no f>erccp- 
tible sound, though his lips continued to move. All at once he 
sank down, like something falling to pieces, and remained upon 
the ground with his head between his knees. 

A slight movement of the young girl, drawing away her foot 
from under him, brought him to himself. He passed his hand 
slowly over his hollow cheeks, and looked for some moments 
in stupor at his fingers, which were wet. “ What I ” murmured 
he, “ have I been weeping? 

And turning suddenly to the gipsy girl with inexpressible 
anguish: “ Alas! you have beheld me weep unmoved. Child, 
dost thou know that these tears are tears of fire? And is it, 
then, so true, that from the man we hate nothing can move us? 
Thou wouldst see me die, and thou wouldst laugh the while. 
Oh, I wish not to see thee die! One word—one single word of for¬ 
giveness! Tell me not that thou lovest me—tell me only that 

thou art willing; that will suffice, and I will save thee. If not- 

Oh, the time flics. I entreat thee, by all that is sacred, wait 
not until I am become of stone again, like this gibbet, which 
claims thee too. Think that I hold both our destinies in mv 
hand, that I am maddened—’tis terrible—that I may let all 
go, and that there is beneath us, unhappy girl, a bottomless 
aby^, wherein my fall will pursue thine for all eternity. One 
word of kindness—say one word—but one word 1 ” 

She opened her lips to answer him. He threw himself on 
his knees before her, to receive with adoration the word, perhaps 
of relenting, which was about to fall from those lips. She said 
to him, “ You are an assassin! ** 


The priest took her in his arms with fury, and laughed an 
abominable laugh. “ Well—yes—an assassin,” said he, ” and 

u me for thy slave: thou 

Shalt We me for thy master. I will have thee! I have a 

den, whither I will drag thee. Thou shalt follow me; thou must 
lollow me, or I deliver thee over. You must die, my fair one 

or be mine—the priest’s—the apostate’s—the assassin’s—this 

very ™ght. Dost thou hear? Come! joyl Come! kiss me 
sdlygirll The grave^r my couch!” 

sparkling with rage and licentiousness, and his 
l^cmus hps were covering the young girl's neck with scarlet 

^ with furious 


“Don’t bite me, monster 1” cried she. “Oh, the hateful 
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poisonous monk! Leave me! I’ll pull off thv vile grey hair 
and throw it by handfuls in thy face I ” 

He turned red, then pale, then left hold of her, and gazed upon 
her with a dismal look. She now thought herself victorious, 
and continued, “ T tell thee I belong to my Phcebus—that it is 
Phcebus I love—that ’tis Phcebus who is handsome. Thou, 
priest, art old 1 thou art ugly! Get thee gone.” 

He uttered a violent cry, like some wretch under a branding- 
iron. “ Die, then! ” said he, grinding his teeth. She saw his 
frightful look, and offered to fly. But he seized her again, shook 
her, threw her upon the ground, and walked rapidly towards the 
angle of the Tour-Roland, dragging her after him by her beautiful 
hands. 

When he had reached that comer of the square, he turned 
round to her, and said, ” Once for all, wilt thou be mine? ” 

She answered him with emphasis, “ Nol ” 

Then he called out in a loud voice, “ Gudule, Gudule! here’s 
the gipsy woman!—take thy revenge! ” 

The young girl felt herself seized suddenly by the arm. She 
looked: it was a fleshless arm extended through a window- 
place in the wall, and grasping her with a hand of iron. 

“ Hold fast,” said the priest; ” it’s the gipsy woman escaped. 
Don’t let her go. I’m going to fetch the sergeants. T^ou 
shalt see her hanged.” 

A guttural laugh from the interior of the wall made answer 
to these deadly words—” Ha, ha, ha!” The gipsy girl saw 
the priest hurry away tow’ards the Pont Notre-Dame, in which 
direction a trampling of horses was heard. 

Tlie young girl had recognised the malicious recluse. Panting 
with terror, she strove to disengage herself. She twisted her¬ 
self about; made several bounds in agony and despair; but the 
other held her with incredible strength. The lean, bony fingers 
that pinched her were clenched and met round her flesh; it 
seemed as if that hand were riveted to her arm. It was more 
than a chain—more than an iron ring: it was a pair of pincers, 
with life and understanding, issuing from the wall. 

Quite exhausted, she fell back against the wall; and then the 
fear of death came over her. She thought of all the charms 
of life—of youth—of the sight of the heavens—of the aspect 
of nature—of love—of Phcebus—of all that was flying from her; 
and then of all that was approaching—of the priest betraying 
her—of the executioner that was coming—of the gibbet that was 
there. Then she felt terror mounting even to the roots of her 
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hair; and she heard the dismal laugh of the recluse, saying low 
to her, “ Ha, ha 1 thou’rt going to be hanged ! ” 

She turned with a dying look towards the window of the cell, 
and she saw the wild countenance of the Sachette through the 
bars. “ What have I done to you? ** said she almost inarticu¬ 
lately. 

The recluse made no answer, but began to mutter, in a singing, 
irritated, and mocking tone, “Daughter of Egypt! daughter 
of Egypt! daughter of Egypt 1 “ 

The unfortunate Esmeralda let her head drop under her long 
flowing hair, understanding that it was no human being she had 
here to deal with. 


AH at once the recluse exclaimed, as if the gispy’s question 
had taken all that time w reach her apprehension, “ What 
hast thou done to me, gipsy woman? Well—hark thee. I 
had a child-^ost thou see?—I had a child—a child, I tell thee 
—a pretty little girl—my Agn^! “ she continued wildly, kissin^^ 
something in the dark. “ Well, dost thou see, daughter oi 
Egypt? They took my child from me—they stole my child— 
th^ate my child. That is what thou hast done to me.” 

^e young girl answered, like the lamb in the fable, “ Alas I 
perhaps I was not then bom.” 

Oh yw,” rejoined the recluse, “ thou must have been bom 
men. Thou wast one of them; she would have been of thy age. 
ror fifteen years have I been here—fifteen years have I been 
sutlering—fifteen years have I been knocking my head against 
hese four walls I tell thee, they were gipsy women that stole 

ner trom me—dost thou hear that?—and that ate her with 

their teeth. H^t thou a heart? Only think what it is to see 

?W’ sucking, sleeping; it’s so innocent! Well, 

hat s what they ve taken from me, what they’ve killed. God 
Almighty knows it well. Now it’s my turn: I’m going to 

woman’s flesh. Oh, how I would bite thee, if 
thin<; Wder me! My head’s too big. Poor little 

^ her with 

\ool 

were aUke the two things 

L P that frantic countenance. The day was bcginnmtr 

tint ra 

♦p ^ "face- On the other side, towards the Pont 
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Notre-Dame, the poor condemned girl thought she heard the 
noise of the horsemen approaching. 

“ Madame!” she cried, clasping her hands and falling upon 
her knees, dishevelled, wild, distracted with extremity of dread 

_madame, have pity I They’re comii^l I’ve done nothing 

to you. Can you wish me to die in that horrible manner before 
your eyes? You pity me, I am sure. ’Tis too dreadful! Let 
me fly for my life—let me go, for mercy’s sake 1 I wish not to 
die so.” 

“ Give me back my child,” said the recluse, 

” Mercy, mercy 1 ” 

“ Give me back my child.” 

” Let me go, in Heaven’s name I ” 

“ Give me back my child.” 

And now again the young girl sank exhausted, powerless, 
having already the glazy eye of one in the grave. “ Alasl” 
faltered she, “ you seek your child. I seek my parents.” 

“Give me back my little Agn^s!” continued Gudule. 
“ Know’st thou not where she is? Then die! I’ll tell thee. 
I was once a girl of pleasure—I had a child—they took my 
child from me—it was the gipsy woman. Thou seest plain 
enough that thou must die. When the gipsy mother comes to 
ask for thee, I shall say to her, ‘ Mother, look at that gibbet.’ 
Else, give me back my child. Dost thou know wliere she is, 
little girl? Here—let me show thee—here’s her shoe, all that’s 
left me of her. Dost thou know where the fellow to it is? If 
thou dost, tell me; and if it’s only at the^other end of the 
earth I’ll go thither on my knees to fetch it.” 

So sayin^ with her other arm extended through the window- 
place, she showed the gipsy girl the little embroidered shoe. 
There was already daylight enough to distinguish its shape and 

its colours. ., „ T .u . L 

The gipsy girl, starting, said, Let me see that shoe. O 

heavens 1 ” And at the same time, with the hand she had at 

libern-, she eagerly opened the little bag with green glass 

ornaments which she wore about her neck. 

“ Ha there 1 ” muttered Gudule; rummage thy amulet of 

the foul fiend-” She suddenly stopped short—her whole 

frame trembled— and she cried, in a voice that came from her 

inmost heart, “ My daughter! / i . i- i » 

The Kipsv girl had just taken out of the b.ag a little shoe 

exactly matching the other. To the little shoe was attached a 

slip of parchment, upon which was written this rude couplet,—" 
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** When thou the like to this shalt see, 

Thy mother'll stretch her arms to thcc.” 

With lightning quickness the recluse had compared the two 
shoes, read the inscription on the parchment, and then put 
close to the window bars her face all beaming with a celestial 
joy, exclaiming, “ My daughter I my daughter 1 ” 

“My mother 1” answered the gipsy girl. Here description 
fails us. 

The wall and the iron bars were between them. “ Oh, the 
walll ” cried the recluse. “ To see her, and not embrace her! 
Thy hand, thy hand I'' 

The young girl passed her arm through one of the openings. 
The recluse threw herself upon that hand, pressed her lips to it, 
and there she remained, absorbed in that kiss, giving no sign of 
animation, but a sob which heaved her sides from time to time. 
Meanwhile she was weeping in torrents, in the silence and the 
darkness, like rain falling in the night. The poor mother was 
pouring out in floods upon that adored hand that deep dark 
well of sorrow into which all her grief had filtered drop by drop 
for fifteen years. 

All at once she rose up, threw her long grey hair from ofT 
her forehead, and without saying a word, strove with both 
hands, and with the fury of a lioness, to shake the bars of her 
window-hole. But the bars were not so to be shaken. She 
then went and fetched from one comer of her cell a large paving- 
stone which served her for a pillow, and hurled it against them 
with such violence that one of the bars broke, casting number- 

A second stroke completed the bursting out of the 
^ iron cross that barricaded the window-place. Then, exerting 
both hands, she managed to loosen and remove the rusty stumps 
of the bars. There are moments when the hands of a woman 
are ^ssessed of superhuman strength. 

The passage being thus cleared—and it was all done in less 
than a minute—she took her daughter by the middle, and drew 
her tmough into the cell. “ Come,” murmured she, “ let me 
drag thee out of the abyss.” 

soon as she had her daughter within the cell, she set her 
gently on the ground, then took her up again, and carrying her 
in her wms as if she were still only her little Agn6s, she paced 
w and fro m her narrow lodge, intoxicated, frantic with joy. 
Shouting, singmg, kissing her daughter, talking to her, laughing 
aloud, melting into tears—all at once and all vehemently. 

My daughter I my daughter 1” said she. “I have my 
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daughter 1 Here she is I God Almighty has given her back to 
me. Ha I you—come all of you; is there anybody there to see 
that Tve got my daughter? Lord Jesus, how beautiful she isl 
You have made me wait fifteen years, 0 my God, but it was 
that you might give her back to me so beautiful. So gipsy 
women had not eaten her I Who said that they had ? My little 
girll my little girll kiss me I Those good gipsy women!—I 
love the gipsy women! .So, ’tis thou indeed! So it was that 
that made my heart leap every time thou didst go by. And I 
took that for hatred 1 Forgive me, my Agn^s, forgive me. 
Thou thoughtest me very malicious, didst thou not? I love 
thee. Hast thou that little mark on thy neck yet? Let me 
see. She has it yet. Oh, thou art so handsome! It was I 
that gave you those large eyes, mademoiselle. Kiss me. I love 
thee. What matters it to me that other mothers have children ? 
I can laugh at them now. Tliey have only to come and look. 
Here is mine. Look at her neck, her eyes, her hair, her hand. 
Find me anything so handsome as thatl Oh, I’ll answer for it 
she’ll have plenty of lovers. I’ve wept for fifteen years. All 
my beauty has gone away, and has come again in her. Kiss me.”. 

She said a thousand other extravagant things to her, of w hich 
the accent in which they were uttered made all the beauty; 
disordered the poor girl’s apparel, even till she made her blush; 
smoothed out her silken tresses with her hand; kissed her foot, 
her knee, her forehead, her eyelids; was enraptured with every¬ 
thing. The young girl was quite passive the while, only repeat¬ 
ing at intervals, very low and with infinite sweetness, ‘‘ My 
mother I ” 

Look you, my little girl,” resumed the recluse, consUntly 
interrupting her words with kisses, ” look you—I shall love you 
so dearly. We will go away from here. We shall be so happy. 
I’ve inherited something at Reims, in our country. \ou know 
Reims. Oh no, you don’t know that—you were too little. If 
you did but know how pretty you were at four months old! 
Such little feet, that people came to see all the w'ay ^tom 
Epernay, which is five leagues off. We shall have a field and a 
house. Thou shalt sleep in my own bed. 0 my God, who 

would believe it? I have my daughter again.” 

” O my mother! ” said the young girl, gathering strength at 
last to speak in her emotion, ” the gipsy woman had told me 
so. There was a good gipsy woman among our people, that 
died last year, and that had always taken care of me like a 
foster-mother. It was she that had put this little bag on roy 
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neck. She used always to say to me, ‘ Little girl, take care of 
this trinket—it’s a treasure—it will make thee find thy mother 
again. Thou w'earest thy mother about thy neck.’ Slie foretold 
it—the gipsy woman.” 

Again the Sachette clasped her daughter in her arms. 
” Come,” said she, ” let me kiss thee. Thou saycst that so 
prettily. When we get into the country we'll put the little 
shoes on the feet of an infant Jesus in a church. We owe as 
much to the good Holy Virgin. Mon Dieul what a pretty 
voice thou h^tl When thou wast talking to me just now it 
was like music.—Ah, my Lord God, so I have found my child 
again 1 But is it to be believed now—all that story? Surely 
nothing will kill one—or I should have died of joy.” 

i^d then she clapped her hands again, laughing, and ex¬ 
claiming, “ We shall be so happy I ” 

At that moment the cell resounded with a clattering of arms 

a galloping of horses, which seemed to be issuing from the 

Tont Notre-Dame, and approaching nearer and nearer along 

8*psy girl threw herself in agony into the arms 

ot tne Sachette. “Save me 1 save me 1 my mother!—ihcv are 
commgl” ^ 

TLe reduse turned pale again. “ O heaven I—what dost thou 
Sou done? They’re pursuing thee I Why, what hast 


I don’t know,” answered the unfortunate girl, “ but I’m 
condemned to die.” ^ 

♦K 5'?*” exclaimed Gudule, tottering as if struck by a 
underMt “ To die I ” she repeated slowly, looking upon 

her daughter with her fixed eye. o pun 

u mother,” repeated the young girl with wild despair: 

ey want to kill me. They’re coming to hang me. Wt 
^aUows IS for me. Save me, save me 1 They're here. Save 


remained for a few moments in petrified stillness 
doubtingly, then suddenly falling into a 
Durst of laughter, but of that former frightful laughter which 

s^uldfiL then i 

they should f ^ 

-tLt shet ““a'"* ^he-s handsome 

me—that noJT^ m^that she loves 

me-that now they should come and devour her before my own 
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eyes, who am her mother I Oh no! such things cannot be; 
C^d Almighty permits nothing like that.” 

Now the cavalcade seemed to stop, and a voice at a distance 
was heard saying, “ This way, Messire Tristan. The priest says 
we shall find her at the Trou-aux-Rats.” The trampling of 
horses was then heard to recommence. 

The recluse started up with a cry of despair. “ Fly, fly, my 
child! 1 remember it well! Thou art right. 'TisthydithI 
0 horror—malediction! Fly! ” 

She put her head to the loophole, and drew it back again 
hastily. “ Stay I ” said she in an accent low, brief, and dismal, 
pressing convulsively the hand of the gipsy girl, who was 
already more dead tlian alive. “ Stay, don’t breathe. There 
are soldiers all about. You can’t go out. There’s too much 
daylight.” 

Her eyes were dry and burning. For a few moments she 
s;iid nothing, only pacing hurriedly to and fro in the cell, and 
stopping now and then, plucking her grey hairs in frenzy from 
her head. 

Ail at once she said, “ They’re coming near. I’ll speak to 
them. Hide thee in tliat corner. They’ll not see thee. I’ll 
tell them that thou art run away—that I let thee go, i’faith.” 

She set down her daughter (for she had constantly been 
carrying her in her arms) in an angle of the cell which was not 
visible from without. She made her squat down; arranged all 
carefully, so that neither foot nor hand should project from out 
the shade; unbound her black hair, and spread it over her white 
gown, to mask it from view; and set before her her pitcher and 
her paving-stone—the only articles of furniture she had—imagin¬ 
ing that that pitcher and that stone would conceal her. And 
when all was finished, finding herself more calm, she knelt down 
and prayed. As the dawn was only just breaking, there was 
still great darkness in the Trou-aux-Rats. 

At that instant the voice of the priest—that infernal voice— 
[)asscd very near the cell, crying, “ This way. Captain Pheebus 
de Chateaupers I ” 

At that name, from that voice, La Esmeralda, squatted in 
her comer, made a movement. “ Don’t stir,” said Gudule. 

Scarcely iiad she said this before a tumultuous crowd of men, 
swords, and horses stopped around the cell. The mother, rising 
quick from her knees, went and posted herself before her loophole, 
to cover the aperture. She beheld a strong body of armed men, 
horse and foot, drawn up on the Grdve. Their commander 
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dismounted and walked up to her. “ Old woman,” said this 

man, whose features had an atrocious expression, ‘‘ we’re seeking 
a witch to hang her. We’ve been told that you had got her.” 

The poor mother, assuming as indifferent an air as she was 

able, replied, ” I don’t very well understand what you mean.” 
The other resumed, Teie-Dieu / Then what sort of a tale 

was that wild, staring archdeacon telling us? Where is he? ” 

” Monseigneur,” said a soldier, ” he’s disappeared.” 

‘‘Come, come, old mad woman,” resumed the commander; 
‘‘ don’t tell me any lies. There was a witch given you to keep. 
What have you done with her? ” 

The recluse would not give a flat denial, for fear of awakening 
suspicion, but answered in a downright and surly tone, ” If 
you re talking of a tall young girl that was given me to hold 
just now, I can tell you that she bit me, and I let her go. That’s 
all. Leave me at rest.” 

The commander made a grimace of disappointment. ” Let 

me have no lying, old spectre,” he resumed once more, ” My 

name s Tristan 1 Hermite, and I’m the King’s compare. Tristan 

1 Hermite. Dost thou hear? ” he added, casting his eyes around 

dc Gr^ve. ” It’s a name that has echoes here.” 

If you were Satan I’Hermite,” rejoined Gudule, gathering 

hope, ‘‘ I should have nothing else to tell you, nor should I 
be afraid of you.” 

/ ” said Tristan, “ here’s a comin^re. Ha I 
girl has got away! And which way is she gone? ” 
Gudule answered in a tone of unconcern, ” By the Rue du 
Mouton, I believe.” 

Tris^ turned his head and motioned to his men to make 
^ r^^niing their march. The recluse took breath. 

•. Mo^eigneur,” said an archer all at once, ” just ask the 

is that her window-bars are broken out so.” 

Ih^ question plunged the heart of the wretched mother in 
anguish again. Still she did not lose all presence of mind. 

always so,” stammered she. 

Pshaw 1 ” returned the archer, “ no longer ago than yesterday 
tney made a fine black cross that it made one devout to look 


at the recluse. “ I think the 

commSre’s perplexed,” said he. 

woman felt that aU depended upon keeping 

bea^ ” her soul, she 

began to jeer at them. Mothers are equal to efforts like this 
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“ Bah! ” said she, “ that man is drunk. It’s above a year since 
the back of a cart laden with stones ran against my window- 
place, and burst out the bars. I well remember how I scolded 
the driver.” 

“ It’s true,” said another archer; ” I was by when it 
happened.” 

There are always to be found, in all places, people who have 
seen ever>’thing. This unlooked-for testimony of the archer’s 
revived the spirits of the recluse, who, in undergoing this inter¬ 
rogatory, was crossing an abyss upon the edge of a knife. 

But she was doomed to a perpetual alternation of hope and 
alann. 

“ If a cart had done that,” resumed the first soldier, “ the 
stumps of the bars must have been driven inward; but you see 
that they’ve been forced outwards.” 

“ Ha, hal ” said Tristan to the soldier, “ thou hast the nose 
of an inquisitor at the Chatelet. Answer what he says, old 
woman.” 

“ Mon Dieu I ” exclaimed she, reduced to the last extremity, 
and bursting into tears in spite of herself, ” I assure you, mon¬ 
seigneur, that it was a cart that broke those bars. You hear— 
that man saw it. And besides, what has that to do with the 
gipsy girl you talk of? ” 

“ Huml ” prowled Tristan. 

” Viable I ” continued the soldier, flattered by the provost’s 
commendation, “ the iron looks quite frt-sh broken.” 

Tristan shook his head. She turned pale. ” How long is it, 
do you say, since this cart affair? ” he asked. 

” A month — perhaps a fortnight, monseigneur. I don’t 
recollect.” 

At first she said above a year,” observed the soldier. 

” That looks queer,” said the provost. 

” Monseigneur,” cried she, still standing close up to the loop¬ 
hole, and trembling lest suspicions should prompt them to put 
their heads through and look round the cell—“ monseigneur, I 
do assure )' 0 U it was a cart that broke this grating; I swear it 
to you by all the angels in paradise. If it was not done by a 
cart, I wish I may go to everlasting perdition, and I deny my 

God'l ” ■ ■ u 

“ Tliou art very hot in that oath of thine,” said Tristan, with 

his inquisitorial glance. 

'The poor woman felt her assurance deserting her more 
more. She was already making blunders, and had a terrible 
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consciousness, that she was saying what she should not have 
said. 

And now another soldier came up, crying^ “ Monseigneur, 
the old elf lies. The witch has not run away by the Rue du 
Mouton: the chain of that street has been stretched across all 
night, and the chainkeeper has seen nobody go by.” 

Tristan, the expression of whose countenance was every 
moment growing more sinister, again interrogated the recluse. 
“ What hast thou to say to that? ” 

Still she strove to bear up against this fresh incident. ” That 
I don’t know, monseigneur,” she replied—“ that I may have been 
mistaken. In fact, I think she went across the water.” 

” That’s on the opposite side,” said the provost. ” And yet 
it’s not very likely that she should have wanted to go into 
the city again, where they were making search for her. You 
lie, old woman.” 
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‘‘ And besides,” added the first soldier, ” there’s no boat, 
neither on this side the water nor the other.” 

” She might swim across,” replied the recluse, defending her 
ground inch by inch. 

*,! women swim? ” said the soldier. 

Tite~DieuI old woman, you liel you Uel ” replied Tristan 
Y^grily. “ I’ve a good mind to leave the witch and take thee. 
A quarter of an hour’s questioning will perhaps get the truth 
out of thy throat. Come—thou shalt go along with us.” 

She caught eagerly at these words. “Just as you please, 
monseigneur. Do as you say. The question, the question. 
Im quite willing. Carry me with you. Quick 1 quick I—let 

us go directly.” In the meantime, thought she, my daughter 
will make her escape. 

MoTt-DUu r* said the provost, “ what an appetite for the 
chevaletl This mad woman’s quite past my comprehension,” 
An old grey-headed sergeant of the watch now stepped out 
ot the ranks, and addressing the provost, said, “ Mad, in truth 
rno^eigneur! If she’s let the gipsy go, it’s not her fault, for 
sne s no hking for gipsy women. For fifteen years have I been 
on tois duty; and every night I hear her cursing against those 
iJonemian dames with execrations without end. If the one 

as I believe she is, the little dancing-girl 
r A detests her above all the rest.” 

^dule made an effort and repeated, “ Her above all the rest ” 
!k ® 'i°ammous testimony of the men of the watch confirmed 
to the provost what the old sergeant had said. Tristan I’Hermite 
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despairing of getting anything out of the recluse, turned his 
back upon her; and she, with inexpressible anxiety, watched 
him pace slowly back towards his horse. “ Come," said he 
grumblingly, “ fonvard I we must continue the search. I will 
not sleep until the gipsy woman be hanged." 

Still he hesitated for a while before mounting his horse. 
Gudule was palpitating between life and death while she beheld 
him throwing around the Place that restless look of a hound that 
feels himself to be near the lair of the game and is reluctant to go 
away. At last he shook his head, and sprang into his saddle. 

Gudule s heart, which had been so horribly compressed, now 
dilated; and she said in a whisper, casting a glance upon her 
daughter, at whom she had not ventured to look since the 
arrival of her pursuers, “ Saved I " 

llie poor girl had remained all this time in her comer, without 
breathing or stirring, with the image of death staring in her 
face. No particular of the scene between Gudule and Tristan 
had escaped her, and each pang of her mother’s had vibrated in 
her own heart. She had heard, as it were, each successive 
cracking of the threads which had held her suspended over the 
abyss. Oftentimes had she thought she perceived it breaking 
asunder; and it was only now that she was beginning to take 
breath and to feel the ground steady under her feet. At that 
munient she heard a man saying to the provost, “ Corbeeuf / 
Monsieur the Provost, it’s not my business, who am a man-at- 
arms, to hang witches. The rabble rout of the populace is put 
down. I leave you to do your own work by yourself. You’ll 
allow me to go back to ray company, who are waiting for their 
captain." The voice, as the reader will probably have divined, 
was that of Pheebus de Chateaupers. What passed in the 
breast of the gipsy girl it is not easy to describe. So he was 
there—her friend—her protector—her support—her shelter— 
her Pheebus! She started up; and before her mother could 
prevent her, she had sprung to the loophole, crying out, 

“ Phoebus!—hither, my Pheebus! " 

Pheebus was no longer there. He had just galloped round 
the comer of the Rue de la Coutellerie. But Tristan was not 
yet gone away. 

Ihe recluse rushed upon her daughter with a roar of agony, 
and drew her violently back, her nails entering the flesh of 
the poor girl’s neck; but the grasp of a tigress mother cannot 
be nicely cautious. It was too late, however, Tristan had 
observed. 
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“ Ha, hal ” he cried, with a laugh that showed all his teeth, 
and made his face resemble the muzzle of a wolf, “ two mice in 
the trap 1 ” 

“ I suspected as much,” said the soldier. 

Tristan slapped him on the shoulder, saying, “ I'hou art a 
good cat. Come,” he added, “ where is Henritt Cousin? ” 

A man who had neither the dress nor the mien of the soldiers 
now stepped out of their ranks. He wore a suit half grey, half 
brown—his hair combed out flat—leathern sleeves—and carried 
a bundle of ropes in liis hand. This man constantly attended 
upon Tristan, who constantly attended upon Louis XI. 

“ Friend,” said Tristan I’Hermite, ” I presume tliat this is 
the witch we were seeking. Thou wilt hang me that one. Hast 
thou thy ladder with thee? ” 

“ There’s one under the shed of the Maison-aux-Piliers,” 
answered^ the man. “ Is it at that justice there that we’re to do 
thejob? ” continued he, pointing to the stone gibbet. 

^?es. 


So hoi” said the man with a loud laugh more brutal still 
than that of the provost, ” we shall not have far to go! ” 

Make haste,” said Tristan, ” and do thy laughing after.” 

Meanwhile, since the time that Tristan had observed her 
daughter, and all hope was lost, the recluse had not yet uttered 
a word. She had thrown the poor gipsy girl, half dead, into 
the wmer of the cell, and resumed her post at the loophole, her 
two h^ds resting upon the bottom of the stone window-case, 
like the clutches of some animal. In that attitude she was 
seen tlirowing intrepidly over all those soldiers her look, which 
was become wild and frantic again. At tire moment that 
Henriet Cousin approached the ftace, she looked at him so 
savagely that he shrank back. 

Monseigneur,” said he, turning back to the provost, ‘‘ which 
must I take?” 


” The young one.” 

So much the better, for the old 
take.” 


one seems none so easy to 


Poor little dancing-girl with the goat! ” said the old ser¬ 
geant of the watch. 

Henriet Cousin again approached the window-place. The 

his own droop. He said very timidly, 

She interrupted him in a voice very low but furious—“ \Mrat 
do you want? ” 
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“ Not you,” said he, “ but the other.” 

“ What other?” 

” The young one.” 

She began to shake her head, crying, “There’s nobody I 
there’s nobody I there’s nobody! ” 

“ Yes, there is somebody; you know it well enough,” returned 
the hangman. “ Let me take the young one; I don’t want to 
do you any harm.” 

She answered with a strange sneering expression, “ Ha I you 
don’t want to do me any harm 1 ” 

“ Let me have the other, madame,” said the man. “ It’s the 
will of Momsieur the Provost.” 

She replied, with a look of insanity, “ There’s nobody! ” 

“ I tell you there is/' rejoined the hangman. “ We’ve all 
seen that there were two of you.” 

“ \ ou’d better look I ” said the recluse with her strange sneer. 
“ Thrust your head through the window.” 

The man observed the threatening nails of the mother, and 
did not venture. 

“Make haste!” cried Tristan, who had just drawn up his 
troops in a circle about the Trou-aux-Rats, and had stationed 
himself on horseback near the gibbet. 

Henrict once more went back to the provost quite perplexed, 
lie had laid his ropes upon the ground, and with a sheepish 
look was turning about his hat in his hands, “ Monseigneur,” 
he asked, “ how must I get in? ” 

“ Through the door.” 

“ There is none.” 

” Through the window, then.” 

“ It’s not wide enough.” 

“ Widen it then,” said Tristan angrily. “ Hast thou no 
picks with thee? ” 

The mother, from the interior of the cave, was still steadfastly 
watching them. She had ceased to hope—she no longer knew 
what she wanted—except that she wanted them not to take 
from her her daughter. 

Henriet Cousin w^ent and fetched the box of tools of the 
basses-(ruvres (that is, the implements for the use of the sub¬ 
executioners) from under the hangar, or long shed, of the 
Maison-aux-Piliers. He also brought out from the same place 
the double landor, which he immediately set up against the 
gibbet. Five or six of the provost’s men provided themselves 
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with pickaxes and crowbars, and Tristan went up to the window 
of the cell. 

“ Old woman,” said the provost in a tone of severity, “ give 
us up that girl quietly.” 

She looked at him like one who does not understand. 

“ Tete-Dieu / ” resumed Tristan; what good can it do thee 
to hinder that witch from being hanged as it pleases the King.> ” 

The wretched woman fell a-langhing with her wild laugh. 
“ What good can it do me.? She’s my daughter! ” 

l^e tone in which this word was uttered produced a shudder 
in Hcnriet Cousin himself. 

Im sorry for it,” returned the provost; “but it’s the 
King’s pleasure.” 


« uJi. laughing her terrific laugh with redoubled loudness, 
^ats thy King to me? I tell thee it’s my daughter! ” 
Make a way through the wall,” said Tristan. 

To make an opening sufhciently large it was only neces.sarv 
to loosen one course of stone underneath the window-place. 
Wlwn the mother heard the picks and the levers sapping her 
ortreM she uttered a dreadful cry. Then she began to go with 
ightful quickness round and round her cell—a habit of a wild 
Shf her long residence in that cage had given her. 

^ anything, but her eyes were flaming. The 

lers felt their blood chilled to the very heart. 

it ^th paving-stone, laughed, and threw 

le« trembling), touched no one, but fell quite harm- 

Tristan’s horse. She gnashed her teeth. 

broad drvlilhf^ become 

°^y“pt, and a fine roseate tint beautified the old decayed 

wSof t It was the hour when the 

the^Ha^t. ^ rustics, a few fruitsellers, going to 

stopped for'^r'' beginning to cross the Gilve, 

abouUhe Trn before that group of soldiers gathered 

and passed gazed at it with looks of astonishment, 

coS h^wftK f daughter, 

the poof ehl eyes fixed-listening to 

word “ PK k stirred not, but was murmuring low her only 

det.lishe!^ste“ 'ed to'd of S 

shrunk away, thel^^'"1’. “«-=hanicaUy 
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the wall. All at once the recluse saw the course of stone (for 
she was on the watch, and had her eye constantly upon it) 
beginning to give way, and she heard the voice of Tristan 
encouraging the workmen. Tlicn starting out of the sort of 
prostration into which her spirit had sunk for some minutes, 
she cried out—and as she spoke her voice now tore the ear like 
a saw, now faltered as if every species of malediction had 
crowded to her lips to burst forth at one and the same time— 
“Ho! ho! hoi but it’s horrible! You are robbers 1 Are you 
really going to take my daughter from me? I tell you she’s 
my daughter. 0 the cowards! 0 the hangman lackeys!—the 
miserable murdering suttlers! Help! help! fire! And will 
they take my child from me so? VVho is it, then, that they call 
the good God of heaven? ” 

Then, addressing herself to Tristan with foaming mouth and 
haggard eyes, on all-fours and bristling like a panther, “ You’d 
better come and take my daughter. Dost thou not understand 
that this woman tells thee it’s her daughter? Dost thou know 
what it is to have a child, eh, thou he-wolf? Hast thou never 
lain w'ith thy mate? Hast thou never had a cub by her? And 
if thou hast little ones, when they howl, is there nothing stirs 
within thee? ” 

“ Down with the stones! ” said Tristan; “ they’re quite loose 
now.” 

The crowbars now heaved up the heavy course of stone. It 
was, as we have said, the mother’s last bulwark. She threw 
herself upon it—she would fain have held it in its place—she 
scratched the stones with her nails; but the heavy mass, put 
in motion by half a dozen men, escaped her grasp, and fell 
gently down to the ground along the iron levers. 

Ilic mother, seeing the breach effected, threw herself on the 
floor across the opening, barricading it with her body, writhing 
her arms, beating her head against the flagstones, and crying 
in a voice hoarse and nearly inarticulate with exhaustion, “ Help! 

help!—fire! fire!” 

“ Now take the girl,” said Tristan, still imperturbable. 

The mother looked at the soldiers in so formidable a manner 
that they had more disposition to retreat than to advance. 

“ Now for it 1 ” resumed the provost. “ You, Henriet Cousin. 

Nobody advanced a step. 

The provost swore, “ Tete-Christl my fighting-men! /Uraid 

of a woman 1 ” « n 

“ Monscigneur,” said Henriet, “ do you call Viat a woman? 



The Little Shoe 


457 


“ She has a lion’s mane,” said another. 

“ Come! ” continued the provost. " The gap’s large enough. 
Enter three abreast, as at the breach of Pontoise. loot’s get 
done with it, mort-Mahom / The first that gives back I’ll 
cleave him in two.” 

Placed thus between the provost and the mother, the soldiers 
hesitated a moment; then made up their minds, and went up 
to the Trou-aux-Rats. 

When the recluse saw this she suddenly reared herself upon 
her knees, threw aside her hair from over her face, then drojipcd 
her lean, grazed hands upon her hips. ITien big tears issued one 
by one from her eyes, coursing each other down her furrowed 
cheeks, like a stream down the bed that it has worn itself. At 
the same time she began to speak, but in a voice so suppliant, so 
gentle, so submissive, so heart-piercing, that more than one old 
argousin, among those who surrounded Tristan, wiped his eyes. 

. “ MesseigneursI ” said she; “messieurs the sergeantsl one 

wordl 1 here’s a thing I must tell you. It’s my daughter, do 
you see—my dear little daughter, that I had lost. Listen -it’s 
quite a history. Consider that I’m very well acquainted with 
messieurs the sergeants. They were always good to me in those 
times when the little boys used to throw stones at me because 
I was a girl of pleasure. So you see—you’ll leave me my child 
when you know all! I was a poor woman of Uie town. It 
was the gipsy women that stole her away from me—by the 
same token that I’ve kept her shoe these fifteen years. Look I 
here it is. She’d a foot like that. At Reims—La Chante- 
neurie Rue Folle-Peme. Perhaps you know all that. It was 
K youth—in those days—it was a merry time—and 

there were merry doings. You’ll have pity on me, won’t you, 
I The gipsy women stole her from 

n 1 ^or fifteen years, I thought she was dead. 

niy good friends—I thought she was dcadl I’ve 
parsed fifteen years here—in this cave—without fire in the winter. 
Us hard, that! The poor dear little shoel I cried so much 
tnat at last God Almighty heard mel This night He has given 
me back my daughter 1 It’s a miracle of God Almighty’s. She 
w as not dead. You’ll not take her from me—I’m sure you won’t. 
\ . "Y® myself now, I can’t say—but to take her, a child of 

^^ixteen I Ut her have time to see the sun. What has she done 
Ifoyou? Nothing at all. Nor I neither. If you did but know 

& w her—that I am old—that it’s a blessing the 

pol) Virgm sends mel And then, you’re aU of you so good! 
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You didn’t know it was my daughter—but you know now. Oh, 
love her so! Monsieur the Grand Provost, I would rather 
have a stab in my side than a scratch upon her finger! It’s 
you that look like a good seigneur I What I tell you now explains 
the thing to you, doesn’t it? Oh, if you have had a mother, 
monseigneiir! You are the commander, leave me my child. 
Only consider that I’m praying to you on my knees, as they pray 
to a Girist Jesus! I ask nothing of anybody. I am of Reims, 
messeigneurs—I’ve a little field there that was Mahiet Pradon’s. 
I’m not a beggar. I want nothing—but I want to keep my 
child! God Almighty, who is Master of all, has not given her 
back to me for nothing! Tlie King—you say, the King—it 
can’t be anv great pleasure to him that they should kill my 
little girl. Besides, it’s my daughter—it’s my daughter—mine— 
she’s not the King’s—she’s not yours! I want to go away from 
here—we both want to go—and when two women are going 
along, mother and daughter, you let them go quietly! Let us 
go quietly! We belong to Reims. Oh, you’re so good, messieurs 
the sergeants—I love you all! You’ll not take my dear little 
one away from me—it’s impossible! Is it not now quite im¬ 
possible? My child! my child 1” 

We shall not attempt to give an idea of her gesture, her 
accent, the tears which she drank in while speaking, the clasping 
and the writhing of her hands, the agonising smiles, the swimming 
looks, the sighs, the moans, the miserable and piercing cries, 
w’hich she mingled with those disordered, wild, and incoherent 
words. When she ceased, Tristan I’Hermitc knit his brows—but 
it was to conceal a tear that was standing in his tiger’s eye. 
However, he overcame this weakness, and said with brief utter¬ 
ance, “ The King wills it,” 

Then he whispered in the ear of Henriet Cousin, ** Get done 
quickly.” It might be that the redoubtable provost felt his 

own heart failing him—even hts. 

The executioner and the sergeants entered the cell. The 
mother made no resistance; she only crept up to her daughter, 
and threw herself madly upon her. WTen the gipsy girl saw 
the soldiers approaching, the horror of death gave her strength 
a^-ain “My mother!” cried she in a tone of indescribable 
distress “0 mv motherl they are coming; d-fend me! 

“ Yes mv love, I am defending you! ” answered the mother in 
a faint voice; and clasping her closely in her arms she covered 
her with kisses. To see them both tlius upon the ground, the 
mother upon the daughter, was truly piteous. 
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Henriet Cousin took hold of the gipsy girl just below her 
beautiful shoulders. WTien she felt his hands touching her 
she cried, “ Heuh! ” and fainted. The executioner, from whose 
eye big tears were falling upon her drop by drop, offered to carrv’ 
her away in his arms. He strove to unclasp the embrace of the 
mother, who had, as it were, drawn her hands in a knot about 
her daughter’s waist; but the grasp which thus bound her 
to the person of her child was so powerful that he found it im¬ 
possible to unloose it. Henriet Cousin then dragged the young 
girl out of the cell, and her mother after her. The eyes of the 
mother were closed as well as those of the daughter. 

The sun was rising at that moment; and already there was 
a considerable collection of people upon the Place, looking from 
a distance to see what they were thus dragging along the ground 
towards the gibbet. For this was a way of the Provost Tristan’s 
at executions—he had a rage for preventing the curious from 
coming near. 


There w« nobody at the window’s. Only there were to be 
seen at a distance, on the top of that one of tiie towers of Notre- 
Dame which looks upon the Gr^ve, two men, whose figures 
stood darkly out against the clear morning sky, and who seemed 
to be looking on. 

Henriet Cousin stopped wdth what he was dragging along at 
the foot of the faUl ladder, and with troubled breath—such a 
pity did he think it—he passed the rope round the young girl’s 
lovely neck. The unfortunate girl felt the horrible contact of 
the hempen cord. She raised her eyelids, and beheld the skeleton 
arm of the stone gibbet extended over her head. Then she shook 
herself, and cried in a loud and agonising voice, “ No 1 no 1 I 
wontl I wontl” The mother, whose head was quite buried 
under her daughter’s attire, said not a word; but a long shudder 
was seen to run through her whole frame, and she was heard 
multiplying her kisses upon the form of her child. The execu¬ 
tioner seized that moment to unclasp, by a strong and sudden 

which she held fast the condemned; and, 
t t exhaustion or despair, they yielded. Then he 

took the young girl upon his shoulder, from whence her charming 

^^k^ t bending over his large head. And then he 

A'^k the ladder in order to ascend. 

At that moment the mother, who had sunk upon the ground 

2n uttering any cry she started 

up wiui a terrific expression of countenance; then, like a beast 

rusnmg upon its prey, she threw herself upon the execiitioner’s 
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hand, and set her teeth in it. This was done with the quickness 
of lightning. The executioner howled with pain. They came 
to his relief, and with difficulty liberated his bleeding hand from 
the bite of the mother. She kept a profound silence. They 
pushed her away with brutal violence, and it was remarked 
that her head fell back heavily upon the ground. They raised 
her up—she fell back again. The fact was, that she was dead. 

The executioner, who had kept his hold of the young girl, 
began again to ascend the ladder. 


CHAPTER 11 

LA CREATURA BELLA BIANCO VESTITA 

(Dante) 

When Quasimodo saw that the cell was empty—that the gipsy 
girl was gone—that she had been carried off while he had been 
defending her—he grasped his hair with both hands, and 
stamped with surprise and grief; then he went running over 
the whole church, seeking his young Bohemian—bawling strange 
cries at every corner, strewing his red hair upon the pavement. 
It was just the moment when the King’s archers were entering 
victorious into Notre-Dame, likewise in search of the gipsy girl. 
The poor deaf ringer assisted their search without in the least 
suspecting their fatal intentions; he thought that the enemies 
of the gipsy girl were the Truands. He himself showed Tristan 
I'Hermite the way into every possible nook of concealment 
opened him the secret doors, the false backs of the altars, the 
inner sacristies. Had the unfortunate girl been still there, it 
would have been he himself that would have put her in their 
hands. When the irksomeness of seeking in vain had tired out 
Tristan, who was not to be tired out easily, Quasimodo continued 
the search by himself. Twenty times, a hundred times over, 
did he make the circuit of the church, from one end to the 
other, and from top to bottom— ascending— descending—run¬ 
ning—calling—shouting—peeping — rummaging ferreting 
putting his head into every hole—thrusting a torch under every 
vault—desperate—mad—haggard and moaning as a beast t at 
has lost his mate. At length, when he had made himself sure, 
quite sure, that she was gone—that all was over—that they had 
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stolen her from him—he slowly reascended the tower staircase, 
that staircase which he had mounted so nimbly and triumphantly 
on the day that he had saved her. He now passed l)y the same 
spots, with drooping head, voiceless, tearless, and hardly draw¬ 
ing breath. The church had become solitary and silent again. 
The archers had quitted it to pursue the sorceress in the city. 
Quasimodo, left alone in that vast Notre-Dame, the moment 
before so besieged and so tumultuous, took his way once more 
towards the cell in which the gipsy girl had slept for so many 
weeks under his protection. As he approached it he could not 
help fancying to himself that perhaps on arriving he should find 
her there again. On reaching that bend of the gallery which 
looks upon the roof of the side aisle he could sec the narrow 
receptacle, with its little window and its little door, lying close 
under one of the great buttresses, like a bird’s nest under a 
bough. The poor fellow’s heart failed him, and he leaned 
against a pillar to keep himself from falling. He figured to him¬ 
self that perhaps she might have come back thither—that some 
good genius had no doubt brought her back—that that little 
nest was too quiet, too safe, and too charming for her not to 
be there—and he dared not advance a step farther, for fear of 
dispelling the illusion. “ Yes,” said he to himself, “ she’s 
sleeping, perhaps—or praying; I mustn’t disturb her.” At 
last he summoned up courage—approached on tiptoe—looked 
entered. Empty 1 the cell was still empty I The unhappy 
man moved slowly round it, lifted up her couch, and looked 
underneath it, as if she could have been hidden between the 
mattress and the stones; then he shook his head, and stood 
stupefied. All at once he furiously stamped out his torchlight, 
^ • k uttering a word or breathing a sigh, he rushed 

with all his force head foremost against the wall, and fell 
senseless upon the floor. 

When his senses returned he threw himself upon the bed 
roUmg about, and frantically kissing the yet warm place where 
tne young girl had slept; then he remained for some minutes 
motionless, ^ if he was expiring there; then he rose again, 
with perspiration, panting, frenzied, and fell to beat- 
ing the walls with his head, with the frightful regularity of the 
stroke of a clock and the resolution of a man determined to 
racture his skull. At length he sank exhausted a second time, 
hen he crawled to the outside of the cell, and remained crouch- 
g in an attitude of astonishment in front of the door for a full 
nour, with his eye fixed upon the solitary dwelling-place more 
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gloomy and pensive than a mother seated between the cradle 
and the coffin of her departed child. He uttered not a word; 
only at intervals a violent sob agitated his whole frame, but it 
was a sobbing devoid of tears. 

It seems to have been then that, striving to divine, amidst 
his desolate ruminations, who could have been the unexpected 
ravisher of the gipsy girl, he thought of the archdeacon. He 
recollected that Dom Claude alone had a key of the staircase 
leading to the cell. He remembered his nocturnal attempts 
upon La Esmeralda, the first of which he, Quasimodo, had 
aided; the second of which he had prevented. He called to 
mind a thousand various particulars, and soon he felt quite 
convinced that it was the archdeacon that had taken the gipsy 
girl from him. Ytt such was his reverence for the priest—his 
gratitude, his devotedness, his love for that man, were so deeply 
rooted in his heart—that they resisted, even at this dire moment, 
the pangs of jealousy and despair. 

He reflected that the archdeacon had done it, and that san¬ 
guinary, deadly resentment which he would have felt for it 
against any other individual was turned in the poor ringer's 
breast, the moment that Claude Frollo was concerned, simply 
into an increase of sorrow. 

At the moment that his thoughts were thus fixing themselves 
upon the priest, while the buttresses were whitening in the 
daybreak, he beheld, on the upper story of Notre-Dame, at the 
angle formed by the external balustrade, which runs round the 
top of the chancel, a figure walking. The figure was coming 
towards him. He recognised it: it wiis that of the archdeacon. 
Claude was pacing along gravely and slowly. He did not look 
before him as he advanced, directing his steps towards the 
northern tower; his face was turned aside towards the right 
bank of the Seine, and he carried his head erect, as if striving 
to obtain a view of something over the roofs. The owl has 
often that oblique attitude, flying in one direction and looking 
in another. In this manner the priest passed above Quasimodo 

without seeing him. • • 1 

Tlie deaf spectator, whom this sudden apparition had con¬ 
founded, saw the figure disappear through the door of the stair¬ 
case of the northern tow er, which, as the reader is aware, is the 
one commanding a view of the H6lel-de-\ ille. Quasimodo rose 

up and followed the archdeacon. 

Quasimodo ascended the tower staircase to Icam why the 
priest was ascending it; but the poor ringer knew not what he 
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himself was going to do—what he was going to say—what he 
wanted. He was full of rage and full of dread. The archdeacon 
and the gipsy girl clashed together in his heart. 

When he bad reached the top of the tower, before issuing 
from the shade of the staircase upon the open platform he 
cautiously observed whereabouts the priest was. The priest 
had his back towards him. An open balustrade surrounds the 
platform of the steeple. The priest, whose eyes were bent upon 
the town, was leaning his breast upon that one of the four sides 
of the balustrade which looks up^n the Pont Notre-Dame. 

Quasimodo stole up behind him to see what he was looking 

at so; and the priest’s attention was so completelv absorbed 

elsewhere that he heard not the step of his deaf servant near 
him. 


It IS a magnificent and captivating spectacle, and at that day 
It was yet more so, to look down upon Paris from the summit 
of the towers of Notre-Dame in the fresh light of a summci 
da^. The day in question might be one of the early ones o 
July. The sky was perfectly serene. A few lingering starj 
were fading away in different directions, and eastward there 
was one very brilliant, in the lightest part of the heavens. The 
sun w^ on the point of making his appearance. Paris was 
wgmning to stir. A very white, pure light showed vividly to 
the eye the endless varieties of outline which its buildings pre- 
^nted on the east, while the giant shadows of the steeples 
traversed building after building from one end of the g,reat city 
to the other. Already voices and noises were to be heard from 

llTf oI the town. Here was heard the stroke of a 

bell, there that of a hammer, and there again the complicated 
clatter of a dray in motion. Already the smoke from some of 
ne chimneys was escaping scatteredly over all that surface of 
roots, as if through the fissures of some vast sulphur work, 
ne river, whose waters arc rippled by the piers of so many 
nciges and the points of so many islands, was wavering in folds 

wafi the town, outside the ramparts, the view 

a great circle of fleecy vapours, through which were 

the plains and the graceful 
heights. AU sorts of floating sounds were 
^itered over that half-awakened region. And eastward the 

oS'ed^fm ^ **Sht locks 

P n fleecy mantle of the hills. 

women, with their milk-pots in their 
nanos, were pomtmg out to one another, in astonishment, the 
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singularly shattered state of the great door of Notre-Dame, and 
the two congealed streams of lead all down the crevices of the 
front. It wiis all that remained of the tumult of the night 
before. The pile kindled by Quasimodo between the towers 
was extinct. Tristan had cleared the ground of the Place, and 
had the dead thrown into the Seine. Kings like Louis XI. 
take care to clean the pavements quick after a massacre. 

Outside the balustrade of the tower, exactly underneath the 
point where the priest had stopped, was one of those fantastically 
carved stone gutters which diversify the exterior of Gothic 
buildings, and in a crevice of this gutter nvo pretty w'allflowers 
in full bloom, shaken and vivified as it were by tie breath of 
the morning, made sportive salutation to each other; while over 
the towers, far above in the sky, were heard the cheerful voices 
of early birds. 

But the priest neither saw nor heard anything of all that. 
He was one of those men to whom there are neither mornings, 
nor birds, nor flowers. In all that immense horizon, spread 
around him with such diversity of aspect, his contemplation 
was concentrated upon one single point. 

Quasimodo burned to ask him what he had done with the 
gipsy girl; but the archdeacon seemed at that moment to be 
rapt out of the w’orld. He was evidently in one of those violent 
passages of existence when the earth itself might fall to ruin 
without our perceiving it. 

With his eyes invariably fixed upon a certain spot, he remained 
motionless and silent; and in that silence and immobility there 
was something so formidable that the savage ringer shuddered 
at the contemplation, and dared not obtrude upon them. All 
that he did—and it w'as one way of interrogating the arch¬ 
deacon—was to follow the direction of his vision, which thus 
guided the view of the unfortunate hunchback to the Place 
dc Grt^ve. 

In this manner he discovered what the priest was looking at. 
The ladder was erected against the permanent gibbet. There 
were some people in the Place, and a number of soldiers. A 
man was dragging along the ground something white, to which 
something black w'as clinging. This man stoj)pcd at the foot 
of the gibbet. Here something took place which Quasimodo 
could not veiy’ distinctly sec; not that his only eye had not 
preserved its long reach, but there was a body of soldiers in the 
way which prevented him from distinguishing all. Moreover, 
at that instant the sun appeared, and such a flood of light burst 
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over the horizon that it seemed as if every point of Paris— 
spires, chimneys, and gables—were taking fire at once. 

Meantime the man began to ascend the ladder. 'I'hen Quasi¬ 
modo saw him distinctly again. He was carrying a female 
figure upon his shoulder—a young girl dad in white. There 
was a noose round the young girl’s neck. Quasimodo recognised 
her. It was she I 


The man arrived with his burden at the top of the ladder. 
Inhere he arranged the noose. And now the priest, to have a 
better view, set himself on his knees upon the balustrade. 

^1 at once the man pushed away the ladder with his heel 
and Quasimodo, who for some moments had not drawn his 
breath saw wavering at the end of the cord, about two toises 
above the ground, the form of the unfortunate girl, with that 
of the man squatted upon her shoulders. The cord made 
veral turns upon Uself, and Quasimodo beheld horrible con- 

•'o'T’ble a demoniacal 
Irom one who is no 
madn HIH visage of the priest. Quasi- 

Hew s en"s°h “’f'"“gh, but he saw it. The ringer m.“ e 

bothTu ikrgf ht^s 

the priest cried out, “ Damnation I " and fell. 

fall Hfclunt'^'^ a*'!.'''' arrested his 

that he wl^Ln“ "‘“j. g'-ip; but at the moment 

along the“eZ P“sing 

and avenainfm, ! balustrade above him the formidable 

Beneath V ““'•^‘tance of Quasimodo, and was silent. 

-andX abyss-a fall of full two hundred feet 

said not a word"h'’^' dreadful situation the archdeacon 

tbe gutter I °'’'y upon 

had no hoW rf th®. " . I freascend; but his haSs 
the blackened wall h‘^ consUntly slid away upon 

towers of Note^., who have wcended to the top of the 

immediately below tht h“l°'t stonework swells out 

angle of thirridptTh^t th “-‘'^‘^i!; °° re-entering 

ge that the miserable archdeacon was exhausting 
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his efforts. It was not with a wall merely perpendicular that he 
was striving, but with a wall that sloped away from under him. 

Quasimodo would only have had to stretch out his hand to 
him to draw him from the gulf; but he did not so much as look 
at him. He was looking on the Gr^ve—he was looking on the 
gibbet—he was looking on the gipsy girl. The poor deaf 
creature had leaned his elbow's on the balustrade in the very 
place where the archdeacon had been the moment before; and 
there, keeping his eye fixed upon the only object of which at 
that moment he was conscious, he was mute and motionless as 
one struck by the thunderbolt, except that a long stream of 
tears was flowing from that eye which until then had never 
shed but one. 

Meanwhile the archdeacon was panting; his bald forehead 
was streaming with perspiration; his nails were bleeding against 
the stones; he was grazmg his knees against the wall. He 
could hear his cassock, which had aiught hold of the gutter, 
tearing more and more at each jerk that he gave it; and to 
complete his misfortune, the gutter itself terminated in a leaden 
pipe, which he could feel slow'ly bending under the weight of 
his body. The wretched man was saying to himself that when 
his hands should be worn out with fatigue, when his cassock 
should be rent asunder, when that lead should be completely 
bent, he must of necessity fall, and terror froze his vitals. Now 
and then he looked down bewilderedly upon a sort of small ^ 
table formed, some ten feet lower, by projections of sculpture; 
and he implored Heaven, from the bottom of his agonising soul, 
that he might be permitted to spend the remainder of his life 
upon that narrow space of two feet square, though it were to 
last a hundred years. Once he ventured to look down into the 
Place below him; but when he turned his head upwards again, 

it was with closing eyes and hair erect. 

There was something frightful in the silence of these two men. 
While the archdeacon was agonising in that horrible manner but 
a few feet from him, Quasimodo was weeping and lookmg upon 

‘'’ihetrchdeacon, finding that all his efforts to raise himsell 
served only to warp the one feeble pomt of support that c- 
mained to hhn, had at length resolved to remain qu'te suU 
l-here he was-^lasping the gutter-scarce drawing h.s br^h 
—stirrine not at all—without any other motion than that 
;;;lcl.amcal concision of the viscera which is felt in a dr^m 
when we fancy we are falling. His fixed eyes were wide open 
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with a stare of pain and astonishment. Meanwhile he felt him¬ 
self going by degrees: his fingers slipped upon the gutter; he 
felt more and more the weakness of his arms and the weight of 
his body; the bending piece of lead that supported him inclined 
more and more downwards. He saw beneath him, frightful to 
look upon, the sharp roof of the church of Saint-Jean-le-Rond, 
small as a card bent double. He looked, one after another, at 
the imperturbable sculptures of the tower, like him suspended 
over the precipice, but without terror for themselves or pity for 
him. All around him was of stone; before his eyes the gaping 
monsters; in the Place below, the pavement; over his head, 
Quasimodo weeping. 

Down in the Parvis there were some groups of worthy starers, 
quietly striving to guess what madman it could be tlmt was 
amusing himself after so strange a fashion. The priest could 
hear them saying, for their voices mounted up to him clear and 
shrill, “ Why, he’ll surely break his neck 1 ” 

Quasimodo was weeping. 

At length the archdeacon, foaming with rage and dread, felt 
that all was unavailing. However, he gathered what strength 
he had remaining for one last effort. He drew himself up on 
the gutter, sprung from against the wall with both his knees, 
hung his hands in a cleft of the stonework, and succeeded, per¬ 
haps, in climbing up with one foot; but the force which he was 
obliged to use gave a sudden bend to the leaden beak that 
supported him, and the same effort rent his cassock asunder. 
Then finding everything under him give way—having only his 
benumbed and powerless hands by which to cling to anything 

the unhappy man closed his eyes, left hold of the gutter, 
and fell. 

Quasimodo looked at him falling. 

A fall from such a height is seldom perpendicular. The arch¬ 
deacon, launched through the void, fell at first with his head 
downwards and his arms extended; then he turned round 

The wind carried him against the top of one 
m the houses, upon which the miserable man was first dashed. 
However, he was not dead when he reached it. The ringer could 
per<xive him still make an effort to cling to the gable with his 
u slope was too quick, and he had no strength left, 

j glided rapidly down the roof, like a loosened tile, then 

the pavement, and there he lay quite still. 

Quasimodo then lifted his eye to look upon the gipsy girl 
whose body, suspended from the gibbet, he beheld quivering 
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afar, under its white robes, in the last struggles of death; then 
again he dropped it upon the archdeacon, stretched a shapeless 
mass at the foot of the tower, and he said with a sob that heaved 
his deep breast to the bottom, “ Oh—all that I’ve ever loved 1 ” 


CHAPTER III 

MARRIAGE OF PHCEBUS 

Towards the evening of that day, when the judicial officers 
of the bishop came and gathered up from the Parvis the shattered 
corpse of the archdeacon, Quasimodo had disappeared from 
Notre-Dame, 

This circumstance gave rise to various rumours. It was 
thought unquestionable that the day had at length ar-wed 
when, according to their compact, Quasimodo—that is td'^ay, 
the devil—had been to carry off Claude Frollo—that is to say, 
the sorcerer. It was presumed that he had shattered the body 
in taking the soul, as a monkey cracks the shell to get at the nut. 

Therefore it was that the archdeacon was not interred in 
consecrated ground. 

Louis XI. died soon after, in August 1483 . 

As for Pierre Gringoire, he not only succeeded in saving the 
goat, but succeeded also in tragedy. It appears that, after 
tasting of astrology, philosophy, architecture, hermetics—of 
every vanity, in short—^he came back to tragedy, which some 
people think is the vainest of all. This he called coming to a 
tragical end. On the subject of his dramatic triumphs, in the 
Ordinary’s accompts for 1483 we read as follows;— 

“ To Jehan Marchand and Pierre Gringoire, carpenter and 
composer, for making and composing the mystery done at the 
Chatclet of Paris, on the day of the entry of Monsieur the Legate; 
for duly ordering the characters, with dresses and habiliments, 
meet for the said mystery; and likewise, for making the wooden 
stages thereunto necessary, a hundred livres. 

Phoebus de Chateaupers, as our author maliciously expressetb 
it, “ also came to a tragical end; for he—married. 
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CHAPTER IV 

MARRIAGE OF QUASIMODO 

We have already said that Quasimodo disappeared from Notre- 
Dame on the day of the death of the gipsy girl and the arch¬ 
deacon. And, in fact, he was never seen again, nor was it known 
what had become of him. 

In the night that followed the execution of I-a Esmeralda, 
the executioners had taken down her body from the gibbet, 
and, according to custom, had carried it away and deposited 
it in the great chamel-vault of Montfaucon. 

Montfaucon, to use the words of the antiquarian Sauval, “ was 
the most ancient and most superb gibbet in the kingdom.” 
Between the faubourgs of the Temple and St. Martin, at the 
distance of about a hundred and sixty toises from the walls of 
r.^* w, and a few bowshots from the village of La Courtille, was 
to be seen, on the summit of an almost imperceptibly rising 
ground, sufficiently elevated to be visible for several leagues 
round, an edifice of a strange form, much resembling a druidical 
cromlech, and having, like the cromlech, its human sacrifices. 

Imagine, based upon a mound of plaster, a great oblong mass 
of stonework, fifteen feet high, thirty wide, and forty long, with a 
door, an external railing, and an upper platform, and, standing 
4 platform, sixteen enormous pillars of unhewn stone, 
thirty feet high, ranged in a colonnade round three of the four 
sides of the huge block supporting them, and connected at the 
. P oy heavy beams from which chains were hanging at short 
intervals; at each of those chains a bundle of skeletons; not 

. . plain, a stone cross and two secondary gibbets, 

r^g like shoots from the great central tree; and in the sky 
aoove the whole, a perpendicular flocking of carrion crows. 
Such was Montfaucon. 

fifteenth century, this formidable gibbet, 
wnicn Had stood since 1328 , was already much dilapidated; 

^re decayed, the chains corroded with rust, the 
pillars green over with mould, the courses of hewn stone were 
au gaping at their joints, and the grass was growing upon that 

r t The siucture showeH 

Jhe Sky—especiaUy at night, when 

breea o') gleamed upon those whitened skulls, or when the 
breeze of evenmg brushed the chains and skeletons, making 
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them rattle in the dark. The presence of this gibbet communi¬ 
cated a dismal character to its whole vicinity. 

The mass of stonework that formed the base of the repulsive 
edifice was hollow. An immense cave had been constructed 
within it, the entrance of which was closed with an old battered 
iron grating, and into which were thrown, not only the human 
relics taken down from the chains of Montfaucon, but also the 
carcases of the sufferers at all the other permanent gibbets of 
Paris. To that deep charnel-house, wherein so many human 
remains, and the memories of so many crimes, have festered and 
been confounded together, many a great one of the earth, and 
many of the innocent, at one time or other, contributed their 
bones—from Enguerrand de Marigni, who had the first turn at 
Montfaucon, and who was one of the just, down to the Admiral 
de Coligni, who had the last, and was of the just also. 

As for Quasimodo’s mysterious disappearance, all that we 
have been able to ascertain respecting it is this:— 

About a year and a half or two years after the events 
that conclude this history, when search was made in the cave 
of Montfaucon for the body of Olivier-le-Daim, who had been 
hanged two days before, and to whom Charles VIII., son and 
successor of Olivier’s kind master, granted the favour of being 
interred at the church of St. Laurent in better company, there 
were found amongst all those hideous carcases two skeletons, 
the arms of one of which were thro\vn roimd the other. One 
of the two, that of a woman, had still about it some tattered 
fragments of a garment, apparently of a stuff that had once been 
white; and about its neck was a string of grains of adrezarach, 
together with a small silken bag, ornamented with green glass, 
which was open and empty. These articles had been of so little 
value that the executioner, doubtless, had not cared to take 
them. The other skeleton, which held this one close in its arms, 
was that of a man. It was remarked in the latter that the spine 
was crooked, the head compressed between the shoulder-blades, 
and that one leg was shorter than the other. It was also re¬ 
markable that there was no rupture of the vertebrae at the nape 
of the neck, whence it was evident that he had not been hanged. 
Hence it was inferred that the man must have come hither of 
himself and died here. When they strove to detach this skeleton 
from the one it was embracing, it fell to dust< 
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EVERYMAN’S LIBRARY 

By ERNEST RHYS 

good book is the precious life-blood of a master-spirit.^ 

Milton 

V ICTOR HUGO said a Library was “an act of faith/’ 
and another writer spoke of one so beautiful, so perfect, 
so harmonious in all its parts, that he who made it was 
smitten with a passion. In that faith Everyman’s Library was 
planned out originally on a large scale; and the idea was to make 
It conform as far as possible to a perfect scheme. However, 
perfection 's a thing to be aimed at and not to be achieved in 
this difficult world; and since the first volumes appeared some 
years ago, there have been many interruptions, chief among 
them the Great War of 1914-18, during which even the City 
of Books felt a world commotion. But the series is now getting 
back into its old stride and looking forward to complete its 
scheme of a Thousand Volumes. 

One of the practical expedients in the original plan was 
to divide the volumes into separate sections, as Biography, 
Fiction, History, Belles-lettres, Poetry, Philosophy, Romance, 
and so forth; with a shelf for Young People. Last, and 
not least, there was one of Reference Books, in which, beside 
the dictionaries and encyclopaedias to be expected, there 
was a special set of literary and historical atlases, which have 
been revised from time to time, so as to chart the New Europe 
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and the New World at large, which we hope will preserve Kant’s 

Perpetual Peace” under the auspices of the League of Nations 
at Geneva. 

'fhat is only one small item, however, in a library list which 
is running on to the final centuries of its Thousand. The largest 
slice of this huge provision is, as a matter of course, given to the 
ivrannous demands of fiction. But in carrying out the scheme, 
publishers and editors contrived to keep in mind that books, 
like men and women, have their elective affinities. The present 
volume, for instance, will be found to have its companion books, 
both in the same section and just as significantly in other 
sections. With that idea too, novels like Walter Scott’s Ivanhoe 
cind Fortunes of Nigel, Lytton’s Harold, and Dickens’s Tale of 
T'lco Cities, have been used as pioneers of history and treated as 
a sort of holiday history books. For in our day history is tending 
to grow more documentary and less literary r and “the historian 
who is a stylist,” as one of our contributors, the late Thomas 
Seccombe, said, “will soon be regarded as a kind of-Pheenix.” 

.\s for history, Everyman’s Library has been eclectic enough 
to choose its historians from every school in turn, including 
Gibbon, Grote, Finlay, Macaulay, Motley, and Prescott, while 
among earlier books may be noted the Venerable Bede and the 
Anglo-Saxon Chronicle. On the classic slielf too, there is a 
Livy in an admirable new translation by Canon Roberts, and 
Cicsar, Tacitus, Thucydides, and Herodotus are not forgotten. 
J^You only, 0 Books,” said Richard de Bury, “are liberal and 
independent; you give to all who ask.” The variety of authors 
old and new. the wisdom and the wit at the disposal of Everyman 
in his own Library may well, at times, seem to him a little 
embarrassing. In the Essays, for instance, he may turn to 
Dick Steele in the The Spectator and learn how Cleomira dances, 
when the elegance of her motion is unimaginable and “her eyes 
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are chastized with the simplicity and innocence of her thoughts.” 
Or he may take A Century of Essays, as a key to the wliole 
roomful of the English Essayists, from Bacon to Addison, 
Elia to Augustine Birrell. These are the golden gossips of 
literature, the writers who have learnt the delightful art of 
talking on paper. Or again, the reader who has the right 
spirit and looks on all literature as a great adventure may 
di\’e back into the classics, and in Plato’s Phcedrus read how 
every soul is divided into three parts (like Caesar’s Gaul). The 
poets next, and we may turn to the finest critic of Victorian 
times, Matthew Arnold, as their showman, and find in his 
essay on Maurice de Guerin a clue to the “magical power of 
poetry,” as in Shakespeare, with his 

daffodils 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 

The winds of March with beauty. 

William Hazlitt’s “Table Talk” may help again to 
show the relationship of one author to another, which is 
another form of the Friendship of Books. His incomparable 
essay, “On Going a Journey,” forms a capital prelude to 
Coleridge’s “Biographia Literaria; ” and so throughout the long 
labyrinth of the Library shelves, one can follow the magic clue 
in prose or verse that leads to the hidden treasury. In that 
way every reader becomes his own critic and Doctor of Letters. 
In the same way one may turn to the Byron review in Macaulay’s 
Essays as a prelude to the three volumes of Byron’s own poems, 
remembering that the poet whom Europe loved more than Eng¬ 
land did was as Macaulay said: “the beginning, the middle and 
the end of all his own poetry.” This brings us to the provoking 
reflection that it is the obvious authors and the books most easy 
to reprint which have been the signal successes out of the many 
hundreds m the series, for Everyman is distinctly proverbial in 


hjs tiistcs. He likes best of 3JI an old author who has worn well 
or a comparatively new author who has gained something like 
newspaper notoriety. In attempting to lead him on from the 
good books that are known to those that are less known, the 
publishers may have at times been even too adventurous. But 
the elect reader is or ought to be a party to this conspiracy of 
books and bookmen. He can make it possible, by his help and 
his co-operative zest, to add still some famous old authors like 
Burton of the Anotouiy oj ^Iclancholy^ or longer novels like 
kichardson s Clarissa Marlowe, a cut-and-come-again book for 
a winter fireside, or more modern foreign writers like Heine 
whom Havelock Ellis has promised to sponsor. “Infinite 
riches in a little room,” as the saying is, will be the reward of 
every citizen who helps year by year to build the City of Books. 
It was with that belief in its possibilities that the old Chief 
(J. M. Dent) threw himself into the enterprise. With the zeal of 
a true book-lover, he tiiought that books might be alive and 
productive as dragons’ teeth, which, being “sown up and down 
the land, might chance to spring up armed men.” That isagreat 
idea, and it means a fighting campaign in which every recruit, 
every new reader who buys a volume, counts. 
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A LIST OF THE 868 VOLUMES 
ARRANGED UNDER AUTHORS 

Anonymous works are given under titles. 

Anthologies. Dictionaries, etc. are arranged at the end of the list. 


Abbott’s RoUo at Work, etc.. 275 
Addison’s Spectator. 164-7 
i^lischylus’s Lyrical Dramas. 62 
yK.>ov’i and Other Fables. 657 
Aimard’s The Indian Scout. 428 
Ainsworth’s Towor of London. 400 
,. Old St. Paui’s, 522 
.. Windsor Castle, 709 

The Admirable Crichton, 801 


k tX,. .®. Crichton. 804 .. Ungavn, 270 

Christ. 484 . Balzac’s Wild Ass’s Skin. 26 

AiCUtft l^ltvlO iVoniGn Anri l > 


Bacon’s Essays. 10 

., Advancement of Loarnlng, 

Bagehot’s Literary Studlas, 520 .5 »l 
.<Slr S. VJ.) Cast up by (hi 

Balluntyno’s Coral laland. 245 

„ Martin Rattler. 246 

.. Ungava, 270 


Alcutl s Littlo Women, and (iuod 
Wives, 248 

,, .. Little 5Ien. 512 

Alp^lno Club: Peaks. Passes and 
Glaciers, 778 

Andersen’s Fairy Tales, 4 

»...vi” a ^'®^ry Tales. 822 

Anglo-Saxon Clironiolc, 624 
Anson’s Voyages, 510 
Aristophanes’ Acharnlans, etc.. 344 

. vti oto^ 516 

Aristotle a Nicomaohaen Ethics, 547 

. .. . Politics. 005 

AiTOour a Fall of the Nibclungs, 

Arnold’s (Matthew) E^saye. 115 
f> Poems. 334 


Eugenio (irando't, 169 
Old Gorlot. 170 
Atheist’s Maas, cto., 229 
Christ In Flandor-*. otc.. 2St 
Tho Chonans, 285 
Quest of the Absolute. 286 
Cat and Rochet, eto., 349 
Cutborlno do Modioi. 419 
Cousin Pons, 463 
The (Country Doctor, 530 
Riso and FaU of Oosar 
Birotteau, 596 
Lost Ulusions. 050 
Tho Country Parson. 686 

I I I.. IkCf.__ a 


r\rct»i. . T> 4* Uraulo Mlrouot. 733 

(Matthew) Essays. 115 Barbu-ssc's Under Fire 708 

Poems. 334 Barca’s (Mmo C. do la> Lifo i,. 

Stndy of Celtic Literature. Mexico. 664 *" 

Aucas^n and N?colotto. 497 iHichard) Autobiography. 


Augjwtlno s (Saiut) CJoofcssIons. Bates’s Naturalist on the Amazon. 


AurcUiw’e (Marcus) aiedltations, 9 
AUbten d (Jane) s<*qso a&d Sea^l 

buity.21 .. ^ 


-- AA*4*C«UU, 

Bca^ont and Fletcher’s :jelootod 
Plays. 506 

Beaumont’s (Mary) Joan Seatou. 597 


Northangor Abbey. 
Persuasion. 25 


of Vision, etc., 483 
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ppriioz (Hector). Life of. 003 
BiiHis'H Life of Abrubani Lincoln. 
783 

BjOrnson’s Play?. 625. 606 
BJackinore’6 Lorna Donne, 304 

Spriiigbaven. 350 

Blackwell’s Pioneer work for 
Women, 667 

Bluko’H Poem.s and Prophecies. 703 
Boccaccio’s Decuineron. 845, 846 
Boehmes The Signature of All 
Things, etc.. 569 _ 

Bonaveutn^a’^ The Little I-lowers. 

The Life of St. I'laneis. etc.. 485 
Burrow's Wild Wale-. 49 
,, Lavengro. 119 

Koniany Ry«’. 120 
, Bible in Spain. 151 

,, Gvp.vics In Spain. 007 

Bos-well’s Life of John^o^. 1. '3 

Tour to the Hehi ule.s. 38« 
Botilt's Asgard and Noi>e Heroes, 

Boyle’s The Sceptical Chymist, 559 
hright s (John) Speeches, 252 
Bronte’s (.A.) The Tenant of \Ndd* 
Ml Hall, and Agnes Grey, 685 
BioiiLe’s (C.) Jan«‘ EvTC. 287 
, Shirley. 288 

;; ViUette. 351 ,,, 

The Professor. 417 
pn.rite’s (E.) WutlMTiiig Heights. 

Brown’s (Dr. John) Hah and His 
Friends, etc.. 116 . , 

Browne’s (France-) Grannie s Won- 
«leiful Chair. 112 . , , 

Bniwne’s (Sir Thus.) Ileligio Medici. 

<*t c* 

Biowiiiiig’s Poems, 1S33-44 41^ 

The Fling and the Book, 
.502 

Buehiinan’s Life and Adventures 
ol Audubon. 601 , 

BuJlinch’s The Age of table, 47 3 
jnuiiiwu Charlemagne. 

Bonyan’sPilgrlm’s Progress. 304 

Grace Abounding, and 
” Mr. Badinan, 81.5 

Burke’s American Sp<'eche» and 
Letters. 34U 

Iletlections on the French 
Kevolution. etc., 46u 
Burner- History of Hi- Own Times, 

Burney’s Evelina. 352 
Burns’s Poems and Song*'. .'4 
Burton’s Ea-t Afriea. 5(>«* 

ButJer’s Analogy of Jleligion, JO 
Buxton's Memoirs, 773 
l^yron'H Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. 486-8 


Cieaar’s Gallic War, etc., 702 
Calderon’s Plays, 819 
Canton's Child’s Book of Saints. 61 
Can ton’s In visi hie Playmate, etc.. 566 
Carlyle's French llevolutiou, 31. 33 
Letters, etc., of Ooni- 
well, 266-8 

., Sartor llo-artus, 278 
,, Past and Present. CDS 
.. Essays, 7U3, 704 
Carroll's (Lewis) Alice in \5 omler- 
land. etc.. 836 

Ca-tiglione’.s The Courtier. 807 
Ceiliui’s Auti’ihiography. 51 
(>Tvantes’ Don tjuixote, 3S5. 386 
Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales. 3D7 
Che-(erfleld’8 L<’tter.s to his fSnn. S23 
Chretien de Troyes’.s Arthurian 
llomances. 698 

Cibber’s Apology for his Life, eos 
Cicero’s Select Letters and Ora¬ 
tions. 34 5 

Clarke’s Tales from Chaucer, 53 < 

.. Shakespeare’s lleroiiM's. 109-11 
Cohbett's Pural Hides, 638, 639 
Coleridge’s Biographia, 11 
., Golden Book of Poetry. 43 
Lectures on Shakspeare. 163 
Collins's Woman In Wlilte. -164 
('ollodi’s Pinoechio. 538 
Converse's Long Will, 328 
Cook’s (Captain) Voyages. 99 
Cooper’s The Di-er-layer. 77 
The Pathlliider. 7 8 
l.n-t of the Mohicans, 7 9 
. Tlie I’ioneer. 171 

,. The Prairie, 172 

Cowper’s Lett<TS, 774 _ 

(’i)X's Tales of Ancient Greece. i2l 
Craik’s Manual of English Litera¬ 
ture. 346 

Cruik (Mrs.). A’M Mulock. 

Creusy’s Fifteen Di eisive Battles.300 
Cr6vc’ca'ur’s Letters from an Amer¬ 
ican Farmer. 6lo 

Curtis’.s Pruo ami I, and Lotus, 418 

Dona'ft 'Pwo Years Bi'fore the 
Mast. 588 

Dant«‘’s Divine Ck>me«ly. 308 
J>anviu's Origin of Speeics, 811 

Voviigc of the* Beagle. 104 
l)a-’ent’fl slorv of Burnt NJal. 5.S8 
Daiidet’s Tartarin of Turasoon. 4 2.1 
Defoe’s Hohinson Cru-soe. 59 
Captain Singleton. 7 4 
” Memoir,- of a Cavalier. 283 
Journal of Plague, 289 
Tour Hirough England oiiu 
” W ales. 820 . 821 
„ Moll Flanders. 837 

De Joinville’s .Memoirs of the 
Crusades, 333 

Demo.sthenc.s’ beleet Orations, 540 
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Donnls’i* Citios and Cemeteries ef 
KtrurJa. 183. 184 
Do Quinc67's Lake Poets, ir>3 

Opiiim-Eater. 223 
English Mail Coach, 
etc.. 609 

Pe Retz (Cardinal), Memoirs of, 
735. 736 

Descartes’ Disconrse on Method, 670 
Dickens’s Bamaby Rudge, 76 

Tale of Two Cities, 102 
Old Curiosity Shop, 173 
Oliver Twist, 233 
Oreat Expectations. 234 
Piclrwick Papers, 235 
Bleak House, 236 
Sketches by Boz, 237 
Nicholas Nickleby, 238 
Christmas Books, 239 
Dombey and Son, 240 
Martin Chuzzlewit, 241 
David Copperfleld. 242 
American Notes, 290 
Child’s History of Eng* 
land.291 
Hard Times, 292 
Little Dorrit. 293 
Our Mutual Friend, 291 
Otfistmas Stories. 414 
Uncommercial Traveller, 
536 

Edwin Drood, 725 
.. Reprlotcd Pieces, 744 
Disraeli’s Couingsby, 535 
Dodge's Hans Brinkor, 620 
Donne’s Poems, 867 
Dostoevsky’s Crime and Punish¬ 
ment, 501 

The House of tho Dead, 533 
Letters from the Undonvorid, 
etc., 654 
Tho Idiot, 682 

Poor Folk, and tlie Gambler, 711 
.. Tho Posseased, 861. 862 
.. The Brothers Karamazov, 802, 
803 

Dowden's Life of R. Browning. 701 
Dryden’s Dramatic Essav.-, 568 
Duflerin’s Letters from High Lati¬ 
tudes. 499 

Dumas' The Three Muskotcc^^. 81 
Tho Black Tulip. 174 
Twenty Years Alter, 175 
Marguerite do Valois, 326 
Tho Count of Monte Cristo. 
„^393, 394 
Tho Forty-Five, 420 
wucot tho Jestor, 421 
yicomto Brajjolonno* 503-5 

1 ^ Chovalior de Mai^on 

Du Maurier*8^Ubv. 863 
Duruy’s Heroes of England, 47 1 
.* Hietoryof Franoc, 737, 738 


ff 
ff 
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Edgar’s Crcf-sy and Poirtlers. 17 

,, Runnymedo and Lincoln 
Fair. 320 

Edgeworth's C^tlo R^ickn-nt. etc.. 
410 

Eigbt4“enth-C<mtur>' Plays, *1S 
Eliot’s Adam Bede. 27 

Silos Mamt-r, 121 
Romola, 231 
Dim on the Floss, 325 
Felix Holt. 353 
Scenes of Clerical Life, 168 
Mlddlcniarch, 2 voLs., 854 5 
Elyot’s Gouernour, 227 
Emerson’s Essays, 12 

Repre.si-ntatlve Men. 279 
Nature, Conduct of Jjife. etc., 
322 

Society and Solitude, etc.. 507 
Poems. 715 
I Epictetus’s Moral Discourses. 404 
Erokmaon-Chatrlan’s The 

script and Water- 
I loo. 354 

Story of a Peiuiant, 
706. 707 

Euripides’ Plays. 63, 27 I 
Evans’s II<»ly Orfial, 445 
Evelyn’s Diary. 220. 221 
Everyman and other Intt‘rlndos, 
381 

Ewiij(?*s (Mrs.) Mrs. Overt ho way’u 
Kom<'mbrancc8, ot<*., 730 
Jaokuiiapos* Daddy Durwin'B 
Dovecot, aud Tho Story of a 
Short Life, 731 


ff 

ff 


>« 


•> 


• • 


ff 


• • 


ff 


ft 

ff 


ff 
*« 
f f 
ff 

t f 
ff 
ff 
ff 


Faraday’s Experimental Resean.-hes 
in Electricity. .576 
Perrier’s (Susan) .Marriage, 316 
Fielding’s Amelia. 2 vols.. 852-3 
,, Tom Jones. 355. 356. 
Joseph Andrews. 467 
Finlay’s Byzantine F.mpire, 33 

,, Greece under tho Uoinans, 

185 

Flaubert’s Madorno Bovary, 808 
Fletcher’s (Beaumont and) Soloctod 
Plays. 506 

Ford'.s Gatherings from Spain, 152 
Forster’s l.ife of Dickens. 7S1, 782 
Fox’s (George) Journal. 754 
Fox’s (Charles James) Selootod 
Speeches 759 

Frunois’s (^Int), The Little Flowers, 
etc.. 485 

Franklin’s Journey to the Polar 
Sea, 447 

Freeman’s Old English History 
for Children, 540 

French Mediaeval Romauoes, 557 
Froissart’s Chronicles, 57 
Froudo’s Short Studies, 13, 705 
Henry VIII., 372-4 
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Fro«<le’8 E*lwar*l VI. 37.» 

Mary Tudor. 177 
Ui.story of Queen Eli/.a- 
both’- Rfitrn. 38;{-7 
Life of Henjamin Di-nieli, 
Lor<l Beucon>!ii'ld. <*66 


Galt’8 Annals of the Parish. 427 
Gulton’s Inquiries into IIuiiiuu 
Fa<-uity. 20;{ 

Ga’-kell’s f'rauford. 83 

Life of Clijiilotte Brontt, 
318 

Isylvia’s Lovers, .324 
Mary Barton, 698 
Cousin Phillip, ete.. 615 
Nin th and South. 680 
(iatty’s I’arahio; from Katiirt', 158 
i.eoJTrcy of Monomuth’s Histories 
of the Kiiiffs of Britain, 577 
(ieoiv’s Proffres.s and Poverty. 560 
Gihbotr.s Homan Empire, 434-6. 

474-6 

Autiihiopraphy, 511 
Gillin.i”.‘s Literary I’ortraits, 348 
(lif.iidu- Cainhiensi,-, Wales, 272 
(•Ifttj’s Life of Wellington, 341 
Th<- Subaltern, 70S 
GoctLe’e t!onvor8atiou.s «itb Ecker* 
niann. 851 
l-anst, 33.3 

Wilhelm Moister, 599. 600 
(Joyt'I’s Dead .'souls, 726 
Tar:is Bulba. 740 

Gold-Tiiith’s Viearof Wakefield. 295 

Poems and Plays, 415 
Gorl; '- ThrouKh Kussia, 741 
Giii t Ulnc the Farm Servant, 

(iiay's Poems and Letters, 628 
Cireen’.s Short History of the Enj;- 
]i»h J’eople. 727, 728. The cloth 
■ ditiou is in 2 vols. All other 
i-ditions are in 1 vol. 

Greitir .Sapra. 699 

Griinin’s I-'uiry TuIoh. .36 

Groti 'p History of Gix*eee. 186-197 

Gue-t’e* (Lady) Mahinogiou. 97 


HAzlitCfiCharactersofShakespear-’s 

Plays. 65 
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Table Talk. 321 
Leeture.s, 411 

.Spirit of the Age and Ltv- 
tures on English Poets, 4 39 
^ .. Plain Speaker. 814 

HehhePs I’lays, 694 
Heiniskringlu: the Olaf Sag.is, 717 

Sagas of the Norse 
_ Kings. 847 

Ilelpp’ f.Slr Arthur) Life of Colutu* 

I bus. 332 
I IT<Tbert’s Temple, 309 
Ht-rodotus. 405, 406 
Herrick’s Ilesperides. 310 
Hnhbes’s Leviathan. 691 
Hnlinshed’s Chronicle, 800 
Holmes’s Life of Mozart. 564 
Holmes's (0. W.) Atitocrat. 66 
.. Professor, 67 

,, .. Poet, 68 

Homer’s Iliad, 453 
.. Odyssey. 454 
Hooker’s Ecclesiastical Politv, 201. 
202 

Horace's Complete Poetical Work-. 
6 J 5 

Ilotighton'.s Life and Letters of 
Keats. 801 

Howard’s (E.). Kattlin the Reefer. 
857 

Howard’s f.Tohu) State of tbo 
Pi i.sons. 83.3 

Hughes’s Tom Brown’.s Schooldays, 
58 

Hugo’s (Victor) LesMiserable.-, 363, 

364 

.. Notr«‘ Dame, 422 

,, Toih-rs of the .<(“a, 509 

IDiine’s Treatise of Human Nature. 
et<-.. 548. 549 

Hunt’s (Leigh) .‘^elected Essnys, 829 
Huti'liiiison’s (Col.) Mc'inoirs, 317 
Huxley’s Man's Plaoe in Nature, 47 
Select Li'ctures and Lay 
Seinious. 498 
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Ilitluumann’s The Organon of the 
Katioiial Art of Hei'ling, 663 
llakJuvt’s Voyages. 264, 265. 313, > 
314. 338. 339. 388. 389 
HuUuiii’h Constitutional History, , 
621-3 

Hamilton’s The Ki deralist, 519 
Harie’s Luck of Roaring (’amp, 681 
ilaivey’s Circulation of Blood, ’-'62 
Hawthorne's W'^oiider Book, 5 

The Scarlet Letter. 122 
House of Seven Gables, 176 
*’ The Marble Eaun, 424 
Twice Told Tnle.s. 531 
Blithed.tlo Romance, 592 


Ibsen's The Doll’s lloust;, etc.. 494 
Ghosts, rto.. 5.32 
„ Pretender. 1‘illars of Society 
R(»«mersholm. 659 
„ Braml. 716 
,. Lady Inger, etc., 729 
Peer Gyiit, 747 

Ingelow’s Mopsa the Fairy. 619 
Irving’s Sketch Book, 117 

,, Conquest of Granada, 473 
.. Life of Mahomet, 513 

Jame.s's (O. P. R.) Richelieu, 35T 
James (Wm.). Selections from, 739 
Jelleries’ (Richard) Bovis. 859 
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• Th,« book was taken from the Library 
^‘’on the date last stamped A fine of 
I anna will be charged for each day 

the book is kept over due. 
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